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To praise Hom^r H jliP Hl~"Tnho 

attempted to transiaW*tiJin, and the despair. 

Homeric poems at their best are united a number of ex- 
cellencies that have never been found together, before or 
since in an3dhmg like ttfe same degree : a union of simplicity 
and splendour, of a freshness that is almost naive and a 
polished stateliness that could not be surpassed, of a fiery 
speed and passion that breathe the very spirit of battle, and 
a serene csdm that never fails. 

It is not merely because the Iliad and the Odyssey contain 
some of the greatest poetry ever written that they are so 
hard to translate : it is because this particular union between 
the elaborate and the plain is so difficult for us to recapture, 
manifest, as it is, in every turn and detail of the verse. The 
me^ itself is extraordinarily rich and varied, and yet one 
cannot call it intricate: in the Homeric dialect the hexa- 
meter is easy to handle, and the ease and swiftness of 
Homer's hexameters have been famous from all time. The 
diction is full of digni^ed formal phrases and noble decorative 
epithets, many of them obviously coined for their place in 
the line, and yet in hardly a single instance do they over- 
load the scene, however " prosaic " it may be, or eyen 
prevent the use of what are almost colloquialisms. A form 
of language has been found, which, though not the language 
of actual speech, can deal with everything that happens in 
man’s daily life, and yet in such a way as to make it fit for 
heroes. • 

Cowper, in the delightful Preface to his Iliad, says with 
a certain wistfulness, ** The passages which will be least 
noticed, and possibly not at all, except by those who shall 
wish to find.me sCt a fault, are those which have cosi? me 
abundantly the most labour. It is difficult to kill a sheep 
with dignity in a uftodern language, to flay and prepare it for 
the table, detailing every circumstance of the process. . . . 
Homer, who writes always to the eye, with all his sublimity 
and grandeur,* has the minuteness of a Fle&iish painter/* 
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As a translator of Homer. Cowper had many qualifica- 
tions. Nothing is more characteristic of him than the 
sweet brightness of his inborn nature. — and nothing more 
touching to see under the dark cloud of melancholy that 
hung threatening his brain. — and this natural brightness* 
united as it was to perfect delicacy, of touch, a delicious 
.humour, and a quivering sensitiveness, rendered him 
singularly responsive at once to the clear humanity, tender- 
ness. and depth of the Homeric feeling, and to the charm 
and vividness of the Homeric fancy. What he lacked was 
perhaps energy and fire, and hence he is not quite so success- 
ful in the battle-pieces and fierce quarrels of the Iliad, and 
more at home in the romance and humour and mystery of 
the Odyssey, in the homely comfort of the swncherd’s hut, 
or in the sunny distant land where Nausicaa stood to greet 
Ulysses, or in the dim regions 

“ where grow the poplar groves 
And fruitless willows wan of ifroserpiuc,** 

Not that Cowper's rendering of the great fight in the palace- 
hall at Ithaca could be considered tame or spiritless ; while, 
there as elsewhere, his faithfulness alone w'ould more tSian 
justify his modest confidence that there was room for him 
as a translator even after Pope. 

Pope's work, indeed, will always remain a classic, for its 
own merits alone ; and, as regards fidelity, no other translator 
has so well given the terse precision, or the leaping flame 
of rhetoric that the Homeric poetry has at its command. 
Take the famous couplet: — 

“ If Greece mint perish, we th\ will r»bey, 

But let us perish in the light <^f day! ’* 

or the splendid close of Achilles’ defiance: — 

Ye have my answAr: what remains to do. 

Your king. L'lysses. may consult with you. 

■WTiat needs he the diJence this arm can mak*- ? 

Has he not walls no human force can shal^e? 

Has he not fenced his guarded navy round 

With piles, with ramparts, and a trendi profound? 

And will not these, the wonders he h.;is donej 

Repel the rage of Priam’s singh* son? ” 

But the defects of Pope’s work are also notorious: the 
ai’tificiality and stilted elegance that stand at the other end 
of the horizon fitim Homer’s noble plainness. Prose as it 
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is, .the almost literal sentence — " She was too shy to speak 
of sweet marriage to her father ” — would give a better idea- 
of the exquisite lines in the Odyssey than the neat couplet: 

** She spake, but blushes ill-restrained betray 
Her thoughts intentive on the bridal day.'* 

• 

Chapman, again, will always be a delight because he can, 
** speak out loud and bold," and indeed in some scenes, 
such as the quarrel in Iliad I., he comes nearer to the right 
Homeric vigour than any other man ; but yet in his verse, 
as Arnold delighted to point out, Troy must needs " shed 
her towers, for tears &f overthrow," though Homer only 
said, " The day will be, when sacred Troy shall perish." 

After all, one may trust there will always be many trans- 
lators of Homer, each of whom will contribute some special 
element, until the great bard comes who will unite every- 
thing, and above all, do what no one yet has done, present 
the vital spirit of the characters in a worthy medium. For 
it is in characterisation that the chief greatness of Homer 
lies : and this is given the absolute fitness of the words. It 
is true that the mere outline of the Iliad XXIV. is altogether 
great in itself. It touches us even to be told the bare fact 
that the old king Priam came, alone and unarmed, to the 
tent of his sworn and bitter foe, that he might ask for the 
body of liis dead son ; but when every word in that marvel- 
lous scene makes thS whole thing live before us, then, and 
then only, can we realise why, before Shakespeare, Homer 
was rightly held to be the king of poets. 

The pvose translations of the Odyssey by Messrs. Butcher 
and Ldng, and uf the Iliad by Lang, Leaf, and Myers, are 
invaluable for any one who wishes, without the knowledge of 
Greek, to gain an accurate knowledge of the detailed matter 
in the poems. But, as the writers would be the first to 
admit, a close translation in prose t)f what was essentially a 
diction framed for poetry must always produce a certain 
unnaturalness of effect, and this docs inevitably detract 
from the direefness of appeal which is the supreme quality 
of Homer. . 

The version of the Iliad by Lord Derby, first published in 
1864. and now reprinted here, has the great merits of 
simplicity, dignity, and sincerity, and its case of style makes 
it eminently readable. Derby's work is strikingly similar 
to Cowper's, and in certain passages appears to be based on 
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it. The arguments prefixed to each Book are quoted from 
Cowper's own translation, and for the Odyssey the text 
follo\%^ throughout G^wper's first edition, before the fresh- 
ness of his rendering had been impaired by the supposed 
" improvements ” he made in deference to ignorant c riticism. 
The notes at the foot of the pages are from the same edition ; 

F is the initial of Fuseli the painter. " the learned and 
ingenious Mr. Fuseli,” as Cowj>er calls him. who saw the poem 
in manuscript and made many suggestions. (The supple- 
mentary notes at the end of both Iliad and Odyssey, signed 
”F. M. S.,” are by the writer of this Introduction.) 

Questions concerning the date and authorship of the 
Iliad and Odyssey are interesting to ask and hard to answer. 
Controversy rages over every point, and the answers that 
are given here can at best only be accepted as probable. It 
seems clear both from internal evidence, and from classical 
Greek tradition, that the poems existed, much in their 
present shape, before the sixth century b.c., when Peisi- 
stratus made his famous recension; and the absence of any 
apparent knowledge about the Greek colonies along the 
coast of Asia Minor would appear to justify us in carrying 
the date at least three centuries further back. How 
much further still can we go? Recent discoveries, 
especially in Crete and at Mycenae on the mainland, 
have brought to light traces of a high civilisation in 
the -5!gean basin, growing up from neolithic times, a 
civilisation which *was almost completely forgotten by 
classical Greece, and which is at once like and unlike that 
implied in the Iliad and the Odyssey. The dress of the 
women is mar!cedly different, much of the armour is differ- 
ent, and in Crete the huge palaces with the scenes on their 
frescoes indicate a far more artificial life than Homer’s. On 
the other hand, certain details in the Homeric poems are 
directly illustrated by the archaeological finds: Nestor’s cup 
in Iliad XI. ; Hector’s long shield in IliadWJ., the rim of which 
tapped against his heels as he walked; themlaid pictures 
on the shield of Achilles ; the blue frieze in the palace of 
Alcinous; all these find their analogues among the recent 
discoveries. 

From this the presumption follows* that the poems 
took their rise during some period between the bloom of 
the i^gean civil^ation in Mycenae (which may be dated 
roughly from 15TO-1100 B.c.). and the foundidg and growth 
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of the new Greek cities in Asia Minor. That there was a 
time of change and transition is suggested by many facts. 
The’ excavations have made it almost certain that some- 
thing like decay fell on the great centres of the early culture. 
The palaces in Crete are found burnt, presumably by a 
victorious enemy, the beautiful pottery, made there and 
elsewhere, becomes debased in design and workmanship. . 
Further, the Homeric poems themselves speak of a store of 
legends f^^m a more brilliant past, removed by a sensible 
gap from the day and generation of the poets. Again, 
while bronze^ is the recognised metal for the warriors' 
weapons, it is clear that the poets know the use of iron ; and 
in the latest tombs of the Mycenaean period we find iron 
beginning to appear side by side with the earlier bronze. 

Now it does not seem unnatural to suppose, especially in 
view of the swift development in Asia Minor, that there 
came a time, somewhere about the tenth century, when the 
old centres were fast losing their actual vigour and import- 
ance, though not their prestige and glamour, and when the 
more active members oi the same and kindred stocks, rein- 
forced perhaps by Northern immigrants, were seeking new 
homes and new outlets for their energies. The Odyssey is 
full of the colonising spirit: as we see, for instance, in the 
description of the island off the Cyclops* cave in Book IX. 
And it shows us men^like Ulysses and Telemachus, living a 
simple and hardy life themselves, yet in contact with a 
culture far more luxurious than their own, a culture also, as 
the poet may mean to suggest, that is already touched with 
weakness. Ulysses is welcomed by Alcinous as a man of 
like speech with himself, but the lavish splendour of the 
Phaeacian palace is in marked contrast to the home in the 
barren island that was “ a good nurse of heroes,*' and the 
fondness i>f the Phaeacian men for the dance and the lute, 
for the warm bath and sleep, seems* designedly set in opposi- 
tion to the ways of the much-enduring hero. 

That theie ,was an element of Northern immigration 
cannot be taken to be established, but it is made probably by 
several point*. Homer speaks of “ the fair-haired Achaians," 
but the Cretans, men and women alike, are represented in 
the paintings as d^k-haired, while the fairness of Northern 
races is well-known. Archaeological discoveries have re- 
vealed another early civilisation along the upper Danube, the 
‘ Unfortunately translated brass by Cowper and Lord Derby. 
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remains of which show, in ornament and armature, certain 
similarities to Homeric fashions. Moreover. plac;c‘nani<\s 
and traditions, both in Homer and in classical times, seem 
to indicate a steady drift of tribes through Greece from tlie 
north-west to the south. There is no need to conceive the 
immigration as an invasion: indeed any hypothesis imply- 
• ing an abrupt breach in culture and language would involve 
us in countless difficulties. “ They did not sweep down in a 
great invading host; they crept in, tribe by trihr?, seeking 
not political conquest but new lands and homesteads." ^ 

The ultimate causes that produce poetic genius lie utterly 
beyond our ken. but a period such as that conjectured would 
certainly seem stimulating to poetry. An old civilisation 
lay behind the writers but there were new lands opening 
before them, new blood in the world, and new ideas. Did 
there live a blind old bard of genius " on Chios' rocky isle," 
as the time-honoured tradition has it, he would certainly be 
fitted by up-bringing and outlook to " leave great verse unto 
a little clan." 

The question of unity of authorship is of more immediate 
interest to lovers of literature. Until Wolf wrote his famous 
Prolegomena at the end of the eighteenth century, the Iliad 
and the Odyssey had been accepted as unities with but little 
question, but since his day the dispute has been prolonged 
and intense, especially with regard, to the Iliad. The 
Odyssey is on a somewhat different footing, and it may be 
doubted whether any sober scholar would have questioned 
its fundamental unity, if it had not been for the controversy 
raised concerning the Iliad. It is true there can be little 
doubt that the work is based on earlier legends, but, save 
for one or two passages, it shows a harmony of conception 
in the characters so delicate and profound, and a structure 
of plot so masterly, that it is hard to imagine the old material 
as other than fused afresh from first to last in the alembic 
of one creative mind. As the case stands, however, there 
does exist a body of opinion which holds th^it at least four 
distinct poems can be discovered underlying our present 
Odyssey, and that their once independent •existence is 
betrayed by certain small but significant inconsi.stcncies. 
This school has been led by Kirchhoff tod Wilamowitz in 
Germany, but it has not found much active support jn 
England. Botl^ here and in the Iliad the bull^ of the 
I Bury, History of Gterce, C- I'. 
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evidence depends on the content and matter of the poems, 
so that even tlie English reader can form a fair idea of the 
meri ts of the Cdse. For instance, the story told by Eumaeus 
about his boyhood may reasonably be suspected, because 
it breaks the Homeric rule of a narrator only telling what 
he knows or could e9.sily have inferred ; but it seems less 
reasonable to question the journey of Telemachus to Sparta, 
because he stays there longer than he had intended. 

The question of the Iliad is far more complicated. There 
certainly* seems no prima facie reason to doubt the possi- 
bility of so long a poem being produced by one man under 
the conditions supposed, and transmitted faithfully from 
generation to generation. It is not known yet whether 
writing was practised in the Homeric world or not, but oral 
transmission may reach a high degree of perfection. When, 
however, we come to look at the poem in detail, a curious 
problem presents itself : the general plan is magnificent, but 
we are met also by inconsistencies that appear much more 
serious than those observed in the Odyssey , — and by delays 
in the action which, far from heightening the effect, seem 
greatly to impair it, v^en the poem is taken as a whole. 
Ma^y passages, no doubt, have been unjustly questioned, 
but there remains a large residuum. Such, for instance, is 
the long digression in the story after Hector has got within 
the Greek wall, at the end of Book XII., and.before Patroclus 
rushes to tell Achille% of the danger. (Books XIII., XIV., 
XV., 11 . 1-389 in the Greek; 11 . 1-455 Derby's translation.) 
The episodes here are quite abortive, so far as the general 
drift of the tale is conv^erned; and the description of the 
fighting is markjdly inferior to that in Books XI. and XII. 
Again, it is very difficult to reconcile Achilles' contemptuous 
refusal of the amende from Agamemnon in Book IX. with 
hi*'- words to Patroclus in XI. and XVI., all of which, taken 
alone, would naturally imply that no reparation had been 
offered whatsoever. 

On the other hand, it is equally hard to assume that the 
main story greV up half-unconsciously from a gradual con- 
cretion of s^ort legends and lays, for all such that cah be 
proposed are found to imply, directly or indirectly, the out- 
line of the story ^at they are assumed to produce. The 
central plot must surely have been there already : either due 
to the inventive genius of one poet» or as an echo in tradi- 
tion of ^something that actually occurred.* The conclusion 
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adopted here (already in favour with various scholars), is 
that our //iad, as it stands, is a composite work, but a work 
the larger part of which is due to one great poet. Ilo the 
original structure were added, successively, songs by other 
bards, suggested by the main theme, harmonious with its 
general outline, but, as might well be expected, not always 
consistent with its details and implications. 

The table that follows gives the chief passages that may 
be questioned, together with reasons for their omission.* 
The references to the Greek original and to tfie English 
translations are put side by side. 


ILIAD 


Homer. Derby. 


Bk II. 4S4-760 Bk. II. 555-881 
816-end 943-end 


The Catalo.:ues. The view given 
of the ditferent Greek contin- 
gents not correspond 

with their relative importance 
elsewhtT<‘ in the Iliad. 


V. 127-132 

V. 

I 5 ib-i 57 

3^0-470 


378 b -538 

soo-end 


57S-end 

VI. I 

VI. 

la 


Diomede's exploits against., the 
Gods arc inconsistent with his 
humble refusal in Bcx>k VI. 
to oppose them at all. 


vn. 

vni. 

IX. 

8-end 

VII. 
VI 1 1 . 
IX. 

9-end 

X. 


X. 


XI. 

1-61 

XI. 

i-67a 

*XII. 

X08-Z95 

XII. 

119-212 


Ihe Embassy to Achilles cannot 
well be reconciled with his 
attitude 111 Hooks XI. and 
XVl. Books VII. and VIII. 
aie bound up with IX. 

A Night- raid on the Trojan 
camp. The episode in itself 
is mumportaut, and it has no 
eiiect on the tale as a whole, 
sa\‘' to delay still further the 
return of -\chille». 

A Connecting passage designed 
to effect the transition to the 
original poem. 

An al>ortive att<^k on the (ireek 
wail. 7 'he passage bears strong 
si,;ns of iiuilative and inferior 

Work. • 


An attempt is made to give the reasons more fully in Homer and 
ihe Iliad. (Dent)? 
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• Homer. Derby. 

■Bk. Mil. Bk. XIII. 

XIV. XIV. 

XV. 1-389 XV. 1-455 

XVII. 45o-5v^2 XVII. 514-667 


XIX. 140-269 XIX. I5i-297a 
27'i-J’i02 30S-340 

y.X. I 35c XX. 1-429 


XXI. 136-521 XXI. 151-592 


XXIII.798-8S3 XXIII. 926-1021 


A comparatively flat digression 
in marked contrast to the 
excitement before and after. 


A languid passage in a Book 
elsewhere full of the most 
spirited fighting. 

Additions referring to the Em- 
bassy in IX. 

The Prologue, 1-84, is evidently 
designed for the Battle of the 
Gods in XXI. In the combat 
that ensues here between 
Achilles and iEneas, Achilles, 
who was full of fury in XIX., 
appears in a ** bantering 
mood." (Leaf). 

The long delay in the fight be- 
tween Achilles and the River 
makes it difficult to explain 
the stress of pursuit felt by 
the Trojans at the close of the 
Book. The battle between 
the Gods is quite out of key 
with the human passion of 
the centejct. 

Additions to the Games. 


ODYSSEY 


Komfr Cowffr. 

ru. \I. 505-627 BU. \1. 090-768 


XV. XV. 451-595 


According to the rest of the 
Book, Ulysses docs not go 
further than the asphodel 
•meadow, waiting for the 
ghosts to gather round him. 
Here he suddenly appears 
w'andering through all the 
varied scenes of the Under- 
woiid, before the judg\pent- 
seat of Minos, by the lake of 
Tantalus, the hill of Sisy- 
phus, etc., with no explana- 
tion as to how he came there. 

Inconsistent with Homeric prin- 
ciples of narration. 
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It is not possible to decide the further question whether 
the Iliad and tlie Odyssey are by the same man. ‘It is 
usually held that they are not: but scliolars are still at 
variance as to whether the language and metre show, a 
•change greater than could he expected of the same author, 
composing on a fresh subject at a later period of his life. 
What diftcrences can be discovered in the scntii lent of 
the poems and the ci\ilisation they assume are admittedly 
sliglit, and the rare and peculiar gn'atness of the twf works 
seems to make on the %\lu)lc for the old belief in unity of 
authorship. 

Besides the books already mentioned, the following may 
be recommended, especially as a stimulus to further study: 

Homer, Jebb. 

On translating Homer, Matthew Arnold. 

Homer and the Study of Greek in Essays in Little, A. Ljiig. 

Homer and the Ef^ic, A. Lang. 

Companion to the Ihud, Leaf. 

litse of the Grech Epic, Murray. 

Schliemann's Excavations Schuchhardt, translated by 
E. Sellers. 

Fhe Dtscovertes in Crete, Burrows. 

The Early Age of Greece, Kulgcway. 

Translations. 

Iliad Way. I -XII. 

Odv:,S€v, Worsk-y. 

Odyssey, Maik.ol, 

7 fu Story of the Iliad and 

The Advctiinres of Odv^sens, Marvin, Mayor, and Stawell 
(a shortened i orm in siii’ple pro.'.*" ) 


F. IMELIAX STAWELL. 





PREFACE 

In the springs of 1862 I was induced, at the request of some 
personal |riends, to print, for private circulation only, a 
small volume of Translatio 7 is of Poems Ancient and Modern, 
in which was included the First Book of the Iliad, The 
opinions expressed by some competent judges of the de^ee 
of success which had attended this “ attempt to infuse into 
an almost literal English version something of the spirit, as 
well as the simplicity, of the great original,” ^ were suffi- 
ciently favourable to encourage me to continue the work 
which I had begun. It has afforded me, in the intervals of 
more urgent business, an unfailing, and constantly increasing 
source of interest ; and it is not without a feeling of regret at 
the completion of my tajk, and a sincere diffidence as to its 
success, that I venture to submit the result of my labours to 
the ordeal of public criticism. 

Various causes, irrespective of any demerits of the work 
itself, forbid me to anticipate for this translation any exten- 
sive popularity. First, I fear that the taste for, and apprecia- 
tion of, Classical Literature are greatly on the decline; next, 
those who have kept up their classical studies, and are able 
to read and enjoy the original, will hardly take an interest in 
■a mere translation; while the English reader, unacquainted 
with Greek, will naturally prefer the harmonious versification 
and polished brilliancy of Pope’s translation; with which, 
as a happy adaptation of the Homeric story to the spirit of 
English poetry, I have not the presumption to enter into 
competition. But, admirable as it i^. Pope’s Iliad can hardly 
be said to be Homer’s Iliad ; and there may be some who, 
having lost the familiarity with the original language which 
they once possessed, may, if I have at all succeeded in piy 
attempt, havg recalled to their minds a faint echo of the 
Strains which delighted their earlier days, and may recognise 
some slight trace of the original perfume. 

Numerous as have been the translators of the Iliad, or 
of parts of it, the metres which have beeij selected have 
^ Introduction to unpublished volume. 

xvii • 
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been almost as various: the ordinary couplet in rhyme, .the 
Spenserian stanza, the Trochaic or Ballad metre, all have 
had their partisans, even to that “ pestilent heresy ” of* the 
so-called English Hexameter; a metre wholly repugnant to 
the genius of our language; which can only be pressed into 
the service by a violation of every rule of prosody; and of 
which, notwithstanding my respect for the eminent men who 
have attempted to naturalise it, I could never read ten lines 
without being irresistibly reminded of Canning’s, 

“ Dactylics call'st thou them? God help thee, silly one! ” 

But in the progress of this work,' I have been more and 
more confirmed in the opinion which I expressed at its com- 
mencement, that (whatever may be the extent of my own 
individual failure) “ if justice is ever to be done to the easy 
flow and majestic simplicity of the grand old Poet, it ca.n 
only be in the Heroic blank verse.’’ I have seen isolated 
passages admirably rendered in other metres ; and there are 
m;uiy instances in which a translation line for line and 
couplet for couplet naturally 5ugge;,sts itself, and in which it 
is sometimes difficult to avoid an involuntary rhyme; but . 
the blank verse appears to me the only metre capabTe of 
adapting itself to all the gradations, if I may use the term, 
of the Homeric style; from the finished poetry of the 
numerous similes, ' in which every touch is nature, and 
nothing is overcoloured or exaggerated, down to the simple, 
almost homely, style of some portions of the narrative. 
Least of all can any other metre do full justice to the spirit 
and freedom of the various speeches, in which the old- 
warriors give utterance, without disguise or restraint, to all 
their strong and genuine emotions. To subject these to the 
trammels of couplet and rhyme would be as destructive of 
their chief characteristics, as the application of a similar 
process to the Paradise Lost of Milton, or the tragedies of 
Shakespeare; the effect indeed may be seen by comparing, 
with some of the noblest speeches of the latter, the few ^ 
copplets which he seems to have considere'd himself bound 
by custom to tack on to their ch.se, at the eiul of a scene or 
an act. 

I have adopted, not without hesitation, the Latin, rather 
than the Greek, nomenclature for the Heathen Deities. I 
have been indiy:ed to do so from the manifest incongruity of 
confounding the two ; and from the fact that though Englisli 
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readers may be familiar with the names of Zeus, or Aphrodite, 
or even Poseidon, those of Hera, or Ares, or Hephaestus, or 
Leto, would hardly convey to them a definite signification. 

It has been my aim throughout to produce a translation, 
and not a paraphrase; not indeed such a translation as would 
satisfy, with regard to each word, the rigid requirements of 
accurate scholarship; but such as would fairly and honestly 
give the sense and spirit of every passage, and of every line; 
omitting Clothing, and expanding nothing; and adhering, 
as closely as our language will allow, even to every epithet 
which is capable of being translated, and which has, in 
the particular passage, anything of a special and distinctive 
character. Of the many deficiencies in my execution of this 
intention, I am but too conscious; whether I have been in 
any degree successful, must be left to the impartial decision 
of such of the Public as may honour this work with their 
perusal. D. 


Knowsley, Oct. 1864, 
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ARGUMENT 

The book opens with an account of a pestilence that prevailed in the 
Grecian camp, and the cause of it is assigned. A council is 
called, in which fierce altercation takes place between Agamemnon 
and Achilles. The latter solemnly renounces the field. Aga- 
memnon by his licralds demands Briseis, and Achilles resigns her. 
He makes his complaint to Thetis, who undertakes to plead his 
cause with Jupiter. She pleads it, and prevails. The book 
concludes with an account of what passed in Heaven on that 
occasion. 

The English reader will 1^ pleased to observe, that by Achalans, 
^ Arg^'es, Danal, are signified Grecians. Homer himself having found 
these various appellatives both graceful and convenient, it seemed 
unreasonable that a Translator of him should be denied the same 
advantage. 


Of Peleus* son, Acl|jilles, sing, O Muse,* 

The vengeance, deep and deadly; whence to Greece 
Unnumbered ills arose; which many a soul 
Of mighty warriors to the viewless shades 
Untimely sent: they on the battle plain 
Unburied lay, a prey to ravening dogs, 

And carrion birds; but so had Jove decreed. 

From that sad day when first in wordy war. 

The mighty Agamemnon, King of men. 

Confronted stood by Peleus’ godlflce son. lo 

Say then, what God the fatal strife provok’d? 

Jove’s and L^tona’s son; he, fill’d with wrath 
Against the King, with deadly pestilence , 

The camp afflicted, — and the people died, — 

For’Chryses’ sake' his priest, tvhom Atreus’ son 
With scorn dismiss’d, when to the Grecian ships 
He came, his captive daughter to redeem, 

With gostly ransom charg’d ; and in his hand 
The sacred fillet of his God he bore, 
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And golden staff; to all he sued^ but chief • *20 

To Atreus* sons, twin captains of the host: 

“ Ye sons of Atreus, and ye well-greav'd Greeks, 

May the great Gods, who on Olympus dwell, 

Grant you yon hostile city to destroy. 

And home return in safety; but my child 
Restore, I pray; her proffer'd ransom take. 

And in his priest, the Lord of light revere.” 

Then through the ranks assenting murmurs rap, 

The priest to rev’rence, and the ransom take: 

Not so Atrides; he, with haughty mien, 30 

And bitter speech, the trembling sire address’d: 

“ Old man, I warn thee, that beside our ships 
T find thee not, or ling ring now, or back 
Returning; lest thou prove of small avail 
Thy golden staff, and fillet of thy G(»d. 

Her I release not, till her youth be fled ; 

Within my walls, in Argos, far from home, 

Her lot is cast, domestic cares to ply. 

And share a master’s bed. For ttee, begone! 

Incense me not, lest ill betide thee now.’' 

He said: the old mjin trembled, and obey’d; 

Beside the many-dashing Ocean’s shore 
Silent he pass’d; and all apart, he pray’d 
To great Apollo, fair Latona’s son: 

” Hear me, God of the silver bow! whose care 
Chrysa surrounds, and Cilia’s lovely vale; 

Whose sov’reign sweay o’er Tenedus extends; 

0 Smintheus, hearl if e’er my offer’d gifts 
Found favour in thy sight; if e’er to thee 

1 bum’d the fat of bulls and choicest goats, 50 

Grant me this boon — upon the Grecian host 

Let thine unerring darts avenge my tears.” 

Thus as he pray’d, His pray’r Apollo heard: 

Along Olympus’ heights he pass’d, his heart 
Burning vnth wrath; behind his shoulders hung 
His bow, and ample quiver; at his back 
Rattled the fateful arrows as he mov’d; • 

Like the night-cloud he pass’d; and from afar 
He bent against the ships, and sped the bolt; 

And fierce and deadly twang’d the silver bow. 60 

First on the njules and dogs, on man the last, 

Was pour’d the arrowy storm; and through the camp, 
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Constant and num’rous, blaz’d the fun’ral fires. 

Nine days the heav’iJy Archer on the troops 
Hurl’d his dread shafts; the tenth, th’ assembled Greeks 
Achilles call’d to council; so inspir’d 
By Juno, white-arm ’d Goddess, who beheld 
With pitying eyes the wasting hosts of Greece. 

When all were met, and closely throng’d around, 

Rose the swift-footed chief, and thus began: 70 

‘‘ Ye^sons of Atreus, to my mind there seems, 

If we w'ould ’scape from death, one only course, 

Home to retrace our steps; since here at once 
By war and pestilence our forces waste. 

But seek we first some prophet, or some priest. 

Or some wise vision-secr (since visions too 
From Jove proceed), who may the cause explain. 

Which with such deadly wrath Apollo fires: 

If for neglected hecatombs or prayVs 

He blame us; or if fat of lambs and goats 80 

May soothe his anger and the plague assuage.” 

This said, he sat; lyid Thestor’s son arose, 

^Zalchas, the chief of seers, to whom were known 
The present, and the future, and the past; 

WTio, by his mystic art, Apollo’s gift, 

Guided to Ilium’s shore the Grecian fleet. 

Who thus with cautious speech replied, and said: 

“ Achilles, lov’d of ^leav’n, thou bidd’st me say 
Why thus incens’d the far-destroying King: 

Tlierefore I speak; but promise thou, and swear, 90 
By word and hand, to bear me harmless through. 

For well I know my speech must one offend. 

One mighty chief, whom all our hosts obey ; 

And terrible to men of low estate 
'i'he anger of a King ; for though awhile 
He veil his wrath, yet in his bosom pent 
It still is nurs’d, until the time arrive; 

Say, then, wilt thou protect me, if I speak? ” 

Him answ'e*r’d thus Achilles, swift of foot: 

” Speak bq)dly out whate’er thine art can tell; ico 

For' by Apollo’s self I swear, whom thou, 

O Calchas, serv’st, and who^thy words inspires. 

That, w’hile I live, and see the light of Heav’n, 

Not one of all the Greeks shall dare on tli^e, 

Beside our ships, injurious hands to lay: 
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No, not if Agamemnon’s self were he, 

Who ’mid our warriors boasts the foremost place.” 

Embolden’d thus, th’ unerring prophet spoke: 

” Not for neglected hecatombs or pray’rs. 

But for his priest, whom Agamemnon scorn’d, no 

Nor took his ransom, nor his child restor’d ; 

On his account the Far-destroyer sends 
This scourge of pestilence, and yet will send; 

Nor shall we cease his heavy hand to feel, 

Till to her sire we give the bright-ey’d girl. 

Unbought, unransom’d, and to Chrysa’s shore 
A solemn hecatomb despatch; this done, 

The God, appeas’d, his anger may remit.” 

This said, he sat; and Atreus’ godlike son. 

The mighty monarch, Agamemnon, rose, 120 

His dark soul fill’d with fury, and his eyes 
Flashing like flames of fire; on Calchas first 
A with’ring glance he cast, and thus he spoke: 

** Prophet of ill I thou never speak’st to me 
But words of evil omen; for thy ^oul 
Delights to augur ill, but aught of good 
Thou ne\xr yet hast promis’d, nor perform’d. 

And now among the Greeks thou spread ’st abroad 
Thy lying prophecies, that all these ills 
Come from the Far-destroyer, for that I i3*j 

Refus’d the ransom of my lovely prize. 

And that I rather chose herself to keep. 

To me not less than Clytemnestra dear, 

My yir gin-wedded wife : nor less adorn’d 
In gifts d/ f orm,"orieaturc, or of mind. 

Yet, if it must be so, I give her back; 

I wish my people’s safety, not their death. 

But seek me out forthwith some 'other spoil. 

Lest empty-handed I ^one appear 

Of all the Greeks; for this would ill beseem; 140 

And how I lose my present share, ye see.”^ 

. To whom Achilles, swift of fabt,Teplied: 

Haughtiest of men, and greedk|M;6l the prey I 
How sbdl our valiant Greeks f aji|i|iliee >eek out 
Some pther spoil? no common IpQil have we 
Of hoarded treasures; what our'Sbns have won 
From captur’d towns, has been fvadv shar’d. 

Nor can we now resume th’ a|^p!^on’d spoil. 
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And if Heav’n we the Itir^^-built walls 150 

Of Troy should warriors '^ to th^ 

A threefold^ ^ 

To whom great A^s&ipU^lthus replied: 

** Think not, Achilles, viUiral though thou art 
In fight, rad gpdlike, to defraud me thus; 

Thou shalt not so persuade nor 0’ err each, 

, Think’st thou to keep thy Aofeon of the spoil, 

While I with empty hands^it humbly down ? 

The bright-ey’d girl thousfcidd’st me to restore; 

If then the valiant Sree|i lor me seek out x6o 

Some other spoil, seme compensation just, 

'Tis well: if not, I with my own right hand 
Will from st^me other chief, from thee perchance, 

Or Ajax, or Ulysses, wr^t'his prey; 

And woe to him, pn whomsoe’er I call 1 
But this for futurje counsel we remit: 

Haste we then now our dark-ribb’d bark to launch, 

Muster a fitting crew,rfLnd place on board 

Xhe sacred hecatomb ; then last embark 

The fair Chryseis; and in chief command 170 

Let some one of our councillors be plac’d, 

Ajax, Ulysses, or Idomeneus, 

Or thou, the most ^bitious of them all, * 

That so ouf rites may soothe the angry God.” 

To whom Achilles thus with scornful glance: 

Oh, clothed in shatn^lessness ! oh, sordid soul I 
How canst thou hope that any Greek for thee- 
brave thp toils of trayel or of war.^ 

Well dost thou know tiiat *t Was no feud of mine 

With Troy's brave sons that brought me here in arms ; 180 

'fhey never did me wrong; tliey u^ver drove 

My cattle, or my horses; never sought 

In Plithia's fertile, life-sustaining fields 

To waste the props; for wide between us lay 

The shadowy mountains and the roaring sea. 

With thee, O void of shame I with thee we sail’d, 
For’Mcnelaus and* for thee, ingrate. 

Glory and fame oh Trojan crests to win. 

All this hast thou forgotten, or despis’d; 

And threat'nest now to wrest from me the*prize 190 
I labour’d ha!td to win, and Greeks bestow’d. 
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Nor does my portion ever equal thine^ 

When on some populous town our troops have made 
Successful war; in the contentious fight 
The larger portion of the toil is mine ; 

But when the day of distribution comes. 

Thine is the richest spoil ; while I, forsooth, , 

Must be too well content to bear on board 
Some paltiy' prize for all my warlike toil. 

To Phthia now I go ; so better far, , 200 

To steer my homeward course, and leave thee here 
Dishonour'd as thou art, nor like, I deem, 

To fill thy coffers with the spoils of war.” 

Whom answer’d Agamemnon, King of men : 

“ Fly then, if such tliy mind! I ask thee not 
On mine account to stay; others there are 
Will guard my honour and avenge my cause: 

And chief of all, the Lord of counsel, Jove! 

Of all the Heav’n-bom Kings, thou art the man 
I hate the most; for thou delight’st in nouglit 210 

But war and strife; thy prowess } allow; 

Yet this, remember, is the gift of Heav’n. ^ 

Return then, with thy vessels, if thou wilt. 

And with thy followers, home; and lord it there 
Over thy Myrmidons! I heed thee not! 

I care not for thy fury! Hear my tjhreat: 

Since Phoebus wrests Ch^seis from my arms, 

In mine own ship, and with mine own good crew, 

Her I send forth; and, in her ste^id, 1 mean, 

Ev’n from tliy tent, myself, to bear thy prize, 22c ■ 

The fair Briseis ; that henceforth thou know 
How far I am thy master; and that, taught 
By thine example, others too may fear 
To rival me, and bravg me to my face.’* 

Thus while he spake, Achilles chaf’d with rage; 

And in his manly breast his heart was torn 
With thoughts conflicting — whether from jiis side 
To draw his mighty sword, and put to rout 
Th’ assembled throng, and kill th’ insulting King ; 

Or school his soul, and keep his anger'down. ' 230 

But while in mind and spirit thus he mus’d, 

And half unsheath’d his sword,’ from Heav’n came down 
Minerva, senk by Juno, white-arm’d Queen, 

Whose love and care both chiefs alike enjoy’d. 
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She stood behind^ and by the yellow hair 
She held the son of Peleus, visible 
To him alone, by all the rest unseen. 

Achilles, wondering, turn’d, and straight he knew 
The blue-cy’d Pallas; awful was her glance; 

Whom thus the chief with winged words address’d: 240 
“ Why com’st thou, child of aegis-bearing Jove? 

To see the arrogance of Atreus* son? 

But thifi I say, and will make good my words. 

This insolence may cost him soon his life.” 

To whom the blue-ey’d Goddess thus replied: 

“ From Heav’n I came, to curb, if thou wilt hear. 

Thy fury; sent by j uno, white-arm’ d Queen, 

Whose love and care ye both alike enjoy. 

Cease, then, these broils, and draw not thus thy sword; 

In words, indeed, assail him as thou wilt. 250 

But this I promise, and vrill make it good. 

The time shall come, when for this insolence 
A threefold compensation shall be thine ; 

Only be sway’d by mo^ and curb thy wrath,” 

, W’hom answer’d thus Achilles, swift of foot: 

” Goddess, I needs must yield to your commands, 
Indignant though 1 be — for so ’tis best; 

Who hears the Gods, of them his pray’rs are heard.” 

He said; and on ^he silver hilt he stay’d 
His pow’rful hand, and flung his mighty sword 260 

Back to its scabbard, to Minerva’s word 
Obedient: she her heav’nward course pursued 
To join th’ Immortals in th’ abode of Jove. 

But Peleus’ son, with undiminish’d wrath. 

Atrides thus with bitter words address’d: 

” Thou sot, with eye of dog, and heart of deer! 

Who never dar’st to lead in arm^d fight 
Th’ assembled host, nor with a chosen few 
To man the secret ambush — for thou fear’st 
k To look on death — no doubt ’tis easier far, 270 

Girt with thy troops, to plunder of his right • 

Whoe’er may t enture to oppose thy will ! 

A tyrant King, because thou rul’st o’er slaves! 

Were it not so, this insult were thy last. 

But this I say, and with an oath confirm. 

By thi^ my royal staff, which never more • 

Shall put forth leaf nor spray, since first it left 
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Upon the mountainside its parent stem, 

Nor blossom more; since all around the axe 

Hath lopp'd both leaf and bark, and now 'tis borne 280 

Emblem of justice, by the sons of Greece, 

Who guard the sacred ministry of law 
Before the face of Jove! a mighty oath! * 

The time shall come, when all the sons of Greece 
Shall mourn Achilles’ loss ; and thou the while. 
Heart-rent, shalt be all-impotent to aid, • 

When by the warrior-slayer Hector's hand 
Many shall fall ; and then thy soul shall mourn 
The slight on Grecia’s bravest warrior cast." 

Thus spoke Pelides ; and upon the ground 290 

He cast his stafiF, w’ith golden studs emboss'd. 

And took his seat ; on th' other side, in wrath, 

Atrides bum'd; but Nestor interpos'd; 

Nestor, the leader of the Pylian host. 

The smooth-tongued chief, from whose persuasive lips 
Sweeter than honey flow’d the stream of speech. 

Two generations of the sons of mesi 

For him w’erc past and gone, w’ho with himself • 

Were bom and bred on Pylos’ lovely shore, 

And o’er the third he now held royal sway. 30c 

He thus with prudent words the chiefs address'd: 

** Alas, alas ! what grief is this for^Greece ! 

What joy for Priam, and for Priam's sons! 

What exultation for the men of Troy, 

To hear of feuds ’tween you, of all the Greeks 
The first in council, and the first in fight! 

Yet, hear my words, I pray; in years, at least. 

Ye both must yield to me; and in times past 
I liv’d with men, and they despis'd me not, 

Abler in counsel, greater than yourselves. 310 

Such men I never saw, and ne’er shall see. 

As Pirithous and Dryas, wise and brave, 

Coeneus, Exadius, godlike Polyphcme, • 

And Theseus, iEgeus’ more than mortal son. 

The mightiest they among the sons of men ; • 

TTiC mightiest they, and of the forest beasts 
Strove with the mightiest, and their rage subdued. 

With them from distant lands, from Pylos’ shore 
1 join’d my fotces, and their call obey'd; 

With them I play’d my part; with them, not one 
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W.ould dare to fight of mortals now on earth. 

Vet they my counsels heard, my voice obey’d; 

And hear ye also, for my words are wise. 

Nor thou, though great thou be, attempt to rob 

Achilles of his prize, but let him keep 

The spoil assign’d him by the sons of Greece; 

Nor thou, Pelides, with the monarch strive 
In rivalry ; for ne’er to sceptred King 
Hath Jove such pow’rs, as to Atrides, giv’n; 

And valiant though thou art, and Goddess-bom, 330 
Yet mightier he, for wider is his sway. 

Atrides, curb thy wrath ! while 1 beseech • 

Achilles to forbear; in whom the Greeks 
From adverse war their great defender see.” 

To whom the monarch, Agamemnon, thus: 

“ O father, full of wisdom are thy words ; 

But this proud chief o’er all would domineer; 

O’er all he seeks to rule, o’er all to reign, 

To all to dictate; which I will not bear. 

Grant that the Gods ^jave giv’n him w-arlike might, 340 
Gave they unbridled license to his tongue? ” 

* To whom Achilles, interrupting, thus: 

“ Coward and slave indeed I might be deem’d. 

Could I submit to make thy word my law; 

To others thy commands; seek not to me 
To dictate, for I foftow thee no more. 

But hear me speak, and ponder what I say: 

For the fair girl I fight not (since you choose 
To take away the prize yourselves bestow’d) 

With thee or any one; but of the rest 350 

My dark sv/ift ship contains, against my will 
On nought shalt thou, unpunish’d, lay thy hand. 

Make trial if thou wilt, that these may know; 

Thy life-blood soon should reek upon my spear.” 

After this conflict keen of angry speech. 

The chiefs arose, and broke the council up. 

With his o^ followers, and Menoetius’ son, , 

Achilles tojiis tents and ships withdrew. 

But Atreus’ son launch’d a swift-sailing bark, 

With twenty rowers mann’d, and plac’d on board 360 
The sacred hecatomb; then last embark’d 
The fair Chryseis, and in chief command • 

Laerte*s’ soii,*tlie sage Ulysses, plac’d. 
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They swiftly sped along the wat’ry way. 

Next, proclamation through the camp was made 
To purify the host; and in the sea, 

Obedient to the word, they purified ; 

Then to Apollo solemn rites perform’d 
With faultless hecatombs of bulls and goats, i 

Upon the margin of the wat’ry waste; 370 

And, wreath’d in smoke, the savour rose to ITeav’n. 

The camp thus occupied, the King pursued , 

His threaten’d plan of vengeance; to his side 
Calling Talthybius and Eurybates, 

Heralds, and faithful followers, thus he spoke: 

Haste to Achilles’ tent, and in your hand 
Back with you thence the fair Briseis bring: 

If he refuse to send her, I myself 

With a sufficient force will bear her thence, 

Which he may find, perchance, the worse for him.” 380 
So spake the monarch, and with stem command 
Dismiss’d them; with reluctant steps they pass’d 
Along the margin of the watVy w^aste. 

Till to the tents and ships they came, w here lay ^ 
The w'arlike Myrmidons. Their chief they found 
Sitting beside his tent and dark-ribb’d ship, 

Achilles mark’d their coming, not well pleas'd: 

With troubled mien, and awe-struck ^by the King, 

They stood, nor dar’d accost him ; but himself 
Divin'd their errand, and address’d them thus: 390 

‘‘ Welcome, ye messengers of Gods and men, 

Heralds! approach in safety; not with you, 

But with Atrides, is my just offence, 

Who for the fair Briseis sends you here. 

Go, then, Patroclus, bring the maiden forth, 

And give her to their hands; but witness ye, 

Before the blessed Gods and mortal men, 

And to the face of that injurious King, 

When he shall need my arm, from shamcfi:^! rout 
To save his followers; blinded by his rage, 400 

He neither heeds experience of the past, • 

Nor scans the future, provident how htst 
To guard his fleet and army from the foe.” 

He spoke: obedient to his friend and chief, 

Patroclus led the fair Briseis forth. 

And gave her to their hands; they to the ships 
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.Retrac'd their steps, and with them the fair girl 
Reluctant went: meanwhile Achilles, plung’d 
In bitter grief, from all the band apart, 

Upon the margin of the hoary sea 410 

Sat idly gazing on the dark-blue waves ; 

And to his Goddess-mother long he pray’d. 

With outstretch’d hands, “ Oh, mother I since thy son 
To early death by destiny is doom’d, 

I mighi have hop’d the Thunderer on high, 

Olympian Jove, with honour would have crown’d 
My little space; but now disgrace is mine; 

Since Agamemnon, the wide-ruling King, 

Hath wrested from me, and still holds, my prize.” 

Weeping, he spoke; his Goddess-mother heard, 420 
Beside her aged father where she sat 
In the deep ocean-caves: ascending quick 
Through the dark waves, like to a misty cloud, 

Beside her son she stood ; and as he wept, 

She gently touch’d him with her hand, and said, 

” Why weeps my son^ and whence his cause of grief? 
Speak out, that I may hear, and share thy pain.” 

To whom Achilles, swift of foot, replied. 

Groaning, “ Thou know’st ; what boots to tell thee all ? 

On Thebes we march’d, Eetion’s sacred town, 430 

And storm’d the w|ills, and hither bore the spoil. 

The spoils were fairly by the sons of Greece 
Apportion’d out; and to Atrides’ share 
The beauteous daughter of old Chryses fell. 

Chryses, Apollo s priest, to free his child, 

Came to th’ encampment of the brass-clad Greeks, 

\Mth costly ransom charg’d; and in his hand 
The sacred fillet of his God he bore. 

And golden staff; to all he sued, but chief 

To Atreus’ sons, twin captains of the host. 443 

Tlicn through the ranks assenting murmurs ran, 

I'he priest to.revVence, and the ransom take: 

Not so Atrides; he, with haughty mien , 

And bitter# words, the trembling sire dismiss’d. 

The old man turn’d in sorrow; but his pray’r 
Phoebus Apollo heard, who lov’d him well. 

Against the Greeks he bent his fatal bow. 

And fast the people fell ; on ev’ry side • 

Throughout’the camp the heav’nly arrows flew; 



1 2 Homer’s Iliad 

skilful seer at length the cause reveard 
WhicITthus incens’d the Archer-God; I then. 

The first, gave counsel to appease his wrath. 
Whereat Atrides, full of fury, rose, 

And utter’d threats, which he hath now fulfill’d. 
For Chryses’ daughter to her native land 
In a swift-sailing ship the keen-ey’d Greeks 
Have sent, with costly off ’rings to the God: 

But her, assign’d me by the sons of Greece, 

Brises’ fair daughter, from my tent e’en now 
The heralds bear away. Then, Goddess, thou, 

If thou hast pow’r, protect thine injur’d son. 

Fly to Olympus, to the feet of Jove, 

And make thy pray’r to him, if on his hejirt 
Thou hast in truth, by word or deed, a claim. 

For I remember, in my father’s house, 

I oft have heard thee boast, hoiv thou, alone 
Of all th’ Immortals, Saturn's cloud-girt son 
Didst shield from foul disgrace, when all tlie rest, 
Juno, and Neptune, and Minerva join’d. 

With chains to bind him; then, 0 Gorldess, thou 
Didst set him free, invoking to his aid 
Him of the hundred arms, whom Briareus 
Th’ immortal Gods, and men /Egeon call. 

He, mightier than his father, took hig seat 
By Saturn’s son, in pride of conscious strength: 
Fear seiz’d on all the Gods, nor did they dare 
To bind their King: of this remind him now. 

And clasp his knees, and supplicate his aid 
For Troy’s brave warriors, that the routed Greeks 
Back to their ships with slaughter may be driv’n; 
That all may taste the folly of their King, 

And Agamemnon’s haiighty self may mourn 
The slight on Grecia’s bravest warrior cast.” 

Thus he; and Thetis, w'eeping, thus replied: 

“ Alas, my child, that e’er I gave thee birt]i ! 
Would that beside thy ships thou couldst remain 
From grief exempt, and insult! since by fate* 

Few years are thine, and not a lengthen’d term; 
At once to early death and sorrows doom’d 
Beyond the lot of man 1 in evil hour 
I gave thee biith! But to the snow-clad heights 
Of great Olympus, to the throne of Jove, ' 
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\^bo wields the thunder, thy complaints I bear< 
lliou by thy ships, meanwhile, against the Greeks 
Thine anger nurse, and from the fight abstain. 

For Jove is to a solemn banquet gone 
Beyond the sea, on i^ithiopia’s shore, 

Since yesternight; and with him all the Gods. 

On the twelfth day he purpos’d to return 
To high Olympus; thither then will I, 

And at.his feet my supplication make ; 

And he, 1 think, will not deny my suit.” 

This said, she disappear’d; and left him there 
Musing in anger on the lovely form 
Torn from his arms by violence away. 

Meantime, Ulysses, with his sacred freight, 

Arriv’d at Chrysa’s strand; and when his bark 
Had reach’d the shelter of the deep sea bay, 

Their sails they furl’d, and lower’d to the hold; 
Slack’d the retaining shrouds, and quickly struck 
And stow’d away the mast; then with their sweeps 
Pull’d for the beach, ^d cast their anchors out, 

^d made her fast with cables to the shore. 

Then on the shingly breakwater themselves 
They landed, and the sacred hecatomb 
To great Apollo; and Chryseis last. 

Her to the altar straight Ulysses led. 

The wise in counsel; in her father’s hand 
He plac’d the maiden, and address’d him thus: 

“ Chr}’ses, from Agamemnon, King of men. 

To thee I come, thy daughter to restore; 

And to thy God, upon the Greeks’ behalf, 

To offer sacrifice, if haply so 

We may appease his wrath, who now incens’d 

With grievous suff’ring visits all qur host.” 

Then to her sire he gave her; he with joy 
Recciv d his child; the sacred hecatomb 
Around the well-built altar for the God 
In order due they plac’d ; their hands then wash’d. 
And the sa^t cake prepar’d, before them all 
With hands uplifted Chryses pray’d aloud; 

“ Hear me, God of the silver bow I whose care 
Chrysa surrounds, and Cilia’s lovely vale, 

Whose sov’reign sway o’er Tenedos epetends 1 
Once Hast thou heard my pray’r, aveng’d my cause. 
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And pour’d thy fury on the Grecian host. 

Hear yet again, and grant what now 1 ask ; 

Withdraw thy chast’nii^ hand, and stay the plague.*' * 
Thus, as he pray'd, his pray'r Apollo heard. 

Their pray’rs conduded, and the salt cake strew'd 540 
Upon the victims* heads, they drew them back. 

And slew, and flay’d ; tlien cutting from the thighs 
The choicest pieces, and in double layers 
Overspreading them with fat, above them plac’d , 

The due meat-off ’rings; then the aged priest 
The cleft wood kindled, and libations pour'd 
Of ruddy wine; arm’d with the five-fork’d prongs 
Th’ attendant ministers beside him stood. 

The thighs consum’d witli hre, the inward parts 

They tasted first; the rest upon the spits 55c 

Roasted with care, and from the fire withdrew. 

Their labours ended, and the feast prepar’d, 

They shar’d the social meal, nor lack’d there aught. 

The rage of thirst and hunger satisfied, 

Th’ attendant youths the flowing goblets crown’d, 

And in fit order serv^’d the cups to all. ^ 

All day they sought the favour of the God, 

The glorious paeans chanting, and the praise 
Of Phoebus: he, well pleas’d, the strain receiv’d. 

But when the sun was set, and shades of niglit 560 

O’erspread the sky, upon the sandy beach 
Close to their ship they laid them down to rest. 

And when the rosy-finger’d mom appear’d. 

Back to the camp they took their homeward way. 

A fav’ring breeze the Far-dcstroyer sent: 

They stepp’d the mast, and spread the snowy sail : 

Full in thj midst the bellying sail receiv’d 
The gallant breeze; and round the vessel’s prow 
The dark waves loudly roar’d, as on she rush’d 
Skimming the seas, and cut her wat’ry way. 570 

Arriv’d where lay the wide-spread host of Greece, 

T^eir dark-ribb’d vessel on the beach they drew 
High on the sand, and strongly shor’d her up- 
Then through the camp they took their sev ral ways.’ 

Meantime, beside the ships Achilles sat. 

The Heav’n-bom son of Peleus, swift of foot, 

Chafing with rgge r^ress’d; no more he sought 
The honour’d council, nor the battle-field; ' 
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But wore his soul away, and inly pin’d 

For the fierce joy and tumult of the fight. 580 

But when the twelfth revolving day was come^ 

Back to Oljmpus’ heights th* immortal Gods^ 

Jove at their head, together all return’d. 

Then Thetis, mindful of her son’s request, 

Rose from the ocean wave, and sped in haste 
To high Olympus, and the courts of Heav’n, 

Th’ all 'peeing son of Saturn there she found 

Sitting apart upon the topmost crest 

Of many-ridg’d Olympus; at his feet 

She s.it, and while her left hand clasp’d his knees, 590 

Her right approach’d his beard, and suppliant thus 

She made her pray’r to Saturn’s royal son; 

Father, if e’er amid th* immortal Gods 
By word or deed I did thee service true, 

Hear now my pray’r! Avenge my hapless son. 

Of mortals shortest-liv’d, insulted now 
By mighty Agamemnon, King of men. 

And plunder’d of his kiwful spoils of war. 

But Jove, Olympian, Lord of counsel, Thou 
Avenge his cause; and give to Trojan arms 600 

Such strength and pow’r, that Greeks may learn how much 
They need my son, and give him honour due.” 

She said: the Qoud-compeller answer’d not. 

But silent sat; then Thetis clasp’d his knees. 

And hung about him, and her suit renew’d: 

“ Give me thy prom’se sure, thy gracious nod, 

Or else refuse (for thou hast none to fear), 

That I may learn, of all th’ immortal Gods, 

How far 1 stand the lowest in thino eyes.” 

Then, much disturb’d, the Cloud-compeller spoke: 610 
” Sad work thou mak’st, in bidding me oppose 
My will to Juno’s, when her bitter words 
Assail me ; for full oft amid the Gods 
She taunts me, that I aid the Trojan cause. 

But thou return, that Juno see thee not. 

And leave ^o me the furth’rance of thy suit. 

Lo,' to confirm thy faith, I nod my head; 

And well among ih* immortal Gods is known 
The solemn import of that pledge from me: 

For ne’er my promise shall deceive, or fail, 620 

Or be recaird, if with a nod confirm’d.” 
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He said, and nodded with his ^dow^ brows; 

Wav’d on th’ immortal head th’ ambrosial locks, 

And all Olympus trembled at his nod. 

They parted thus ; from bright Olympus’ heights 
The Goddess hasted to her ocean-caves, 

Jove to his palace; at his entrance all 
Rose from their seats at once; not one presum’d 
To wait his coming, but advanc’d to meet. 

Then on his throne he sat; but not unmark’d . 630 

Of Juno’s eye had been the council held 
In secret wth the silver-footed Queen, 

The daughter of the aged Ocean-God ; 

And with sharp words she Uius address’d her Lord: 

“ Tell me, deceiver, who was she with whom 
Thou late held’st council? ever ’tis thy way 
Apart from me to weave thy secret schemes, 

Nor dost thou freely share with me thy mind.” 

To whom the Sire of Gods and men replied: 

** Expect not, Juno, all my mind to know; 640 

My wife thou art, yet would such Jcnowledge be 
Too much for thee; whate’er I deem it fit . 

That thou shouldst know, nor God nor man shall heai 
Before thee; but what I in secret plan. 

Seek not to know, nor curiously enquire.” 

Whom answer’d thus the stag-ey’d Queen of Heav’ii: 

“ What words, dread son of Saturn, dost thou speak ? 
Ne'er have I sought, or now, or heretofore. 

Thy secret thoughts to know; what thou think’st fit 
To tell, I w'ait thy gracious wdll to hear, 650 

Yet fear I in my soul thou art beguil’d 
By wiles of Thetis, silver-footed Queen, 

The daughter of the aged Ocean-God; 

For she was with thee early, and embrac’d 
Thy knees, and has, 1 think, thy promise sure. 

Thou wilt avenge Achilles’ cause, and bring 
Destructive slaughter on the Grecian host.”. 

To whom the Cloud-compeller thus replied: 

“ Presumptuous, to thy busy thoughts thou giv’st 
Too free a range, and watchest all 1 do ; ‘ 660 

Yet shalt thou not prevail, but rather thus 
Be alien’d from my heart — the worse for thee I 
If this be so, it^s my sov’reign will. 

But, now, keep silence, and my words obey, * 
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Lest all th' Immortals fail, if I be wroth. 

To rescue thee from my resistless hand.” 

‘ He said, and terror seiz’d the stag-ey’d Queen: 

Silent she sat, curbing her spirit down, 

And all the Gods in pitying sorrow mourn’d. 

Vulcan, the skill’d artificer, then first 670 

Broke silence, and with soothing words address’d 
His mother, Juno, white-arm’d Queen of Heav’n: 

Sad were’t, indeed, and grievous to be borne, 

If for the sake of mortal men you two 
Should suffer angry passions to arise. 

And kindle broiL in Heav’n; so should our feast 
By evil influence all its sweetness lack. 

Let me advise my mother (and I know 
That her own reason will my words approve) 

To speak my father fair; lest he again 680 

Reply in anger, and our banquet mar. 

Xay, though Olympian Jove, the lightning’s Lord, 

Should hurl us from our seats (for his great pow’r), 

I yet should counsel gentle words, that so 
V^’e might propitiate best the King of Heav’n.” 

This said, he rose, and in his mother’s hand 
A double goblet plac’d, as thus he spoke: 

“ Have patience, mother mine! though much enforc'd. 
Restrain thy spirit, ^lest perchance these eyes, 

Dear as thou art, behold thee brought to shame; 690 
And I, though griev’d in heirt, be impotent 
To save thee; for ’tis bard to strive with Jove. 

When to thy succour once before I came. 

He seiz’d me by the foot, and hurl’d me dowm 
From Heav’n- s high threshold; all the day I fell, 

And with the settmg sun, on Lemnos’ isle 
Lighted, scarce half alive; there was I found. 

And by the Sintian people kindly nurs’d.” 

Thus as he spoke, the white-arm’d Goddess smil’d, 

And, smiling,, from his hand receiv’d the cup. 700 

Then to th’ Immortals all, in order due, • 

He ministef’d, and from the flagon pour’d 
The luscious nectar; while among the Gods 
Rose laughter irrepressible, at sight 
Of Vulcan hobbling round the spacious hall. 

Thus they till sunset pass’d the festive hours; 

Nor lack’d the banquet aught to please the sense, 
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Nor sound of tuneful lyre, by Phoebus touch’d, 
Nor Muses’ voice, who in alternate strains 
Responsive sang: but when the sun had set, 
Each to his home departed, wherefor each 
The crippled Vulcan, matchless architect, 

With wondrous skill a noble house had rear’d. 

To his own couch, where he was wont of old, 
When overcome by gentle sleep, to rest, 
Olympian Jove ascended; there he slept. 

And, by his side, the golden-throndd Queen. 


■710 
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JvpiTKx, in pursuance of his purpose to distress the Gredani In answer 
lo the prayer of Thetis, deceives Avamemnon by a dream. He, 
in consequence of it, calls a council the result of which is that 
the army shall go forth to battle. Thersites is mutinous, and is 
chastised by I'lysses. Ulysses, Nestor, and Agamemnon harangue 
the people; and preparation is made for battle. An exact account 
follows of the forces on both sides. 


All night in sleep repos’d the other Gods, 

.And helmed warriors; but the eyes of Jove 
Sweet slumber held not, pond’ring in his mind 
How to avenge Achilles’ cause, and pour 
Destnictive slaughter on the Grecian host. 

Thus as he mus’d, th^ wisest course appear’d 
ily a deluding vision to mislead 
1 he son of Atreus ; and with winged words 
Thus to a phantom form he gave command : 

“ Hie thee, deluding Vision, to the camp lo 

And ships of Greecp, to Agamemnon’s tent; 

There all, as I command thee, truly speak. 

Bid that he arm in haste the long-hair’>d Greeks 
To combat; for the wide-built streets of Troy 
He now may capture ; since th’ immortal Gods 
Watch over her no longer; all are gain’d 
By Juno’s pray’rs; and woes impend o’er Troy.” 

He said: the Vision heard, and straight obey’d: 

Swiftly lie sped, and reach’d the Grecian ships, 

.•Vnd sought the son of Atreus ; him he found 20 

Within his tent, wrapp’d in ambrosial sleep; 

Above his hejid he stood, like Neleus’ son, 

Nestor, whom Agamemnon rev’renc’d most 
Of all the Elders ; in his likeness cloth’d 
Thus spoke the heav’nly Vision; “ Sleep’st thou, son 
Of Atreus, valiawt wa: rior, horseman bold ? 

To sleep aJl niglit but ill becomt s a chief, 

Charg’d with the public weal, and cares of state. 

Hear now the words I bear; to thee I come 

19 
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A messenger from Jove, who from on high • .30 

Looks down on thee with eyes of pitying love. 

He bids thee arm in haste the long-hair'd Greeks 
To combat; since the wide-built streets of Troy 
Thou now mayst capture; for th* immortal Gods 
Watch over her no longer; all are gain’d 
By Juno’s pray’rs; and woes impend o’er Troy. 

Bear this in mind; and when from sleep arous'd 
Let not my words from thy remembrance fade.” 

This said, he vanish’d; and the monarch left, 

Inspir’d with thoughts which ne’er should come to pass. 40 
For in that day he vainly hop’d to take 
The town of Priam; ignorant what Jove 
Design’d in secret, or what woes, what groans, 

What lengthen’d labours in the stubborn fight, 

Were yet for Trojans and for Greeks in store, 
lie woke from sleep; but circumfus’d around 
The Vision linger’d still — he sat upright; 

He donn'd his vest of texture line, new-wrought, 

1 hen o’er it threw his ample robe^ and bound 

His sandals fair around his well-turn’d feet; .50 

And o’er his shoulders flung his sword, adorn’d 

With silver studs; and bearing in his hand 

His royal staff, ancestral, to the ships 

Where lay the- brass-clad warriors, bfnt his way. 

Aurora now was rising up the steep 
Of great Olympus, to th’ immortal Gods 
Pure light diffusing ; when Atrides bade 
The clear-voic’d heralds to th’ Assembly call 
The gen’ral host; they gave the word, and straight 
From ev’ry quarter throng’d the eager crowd. Go 

But first, of all the Elders, by the side 
Of Nestor’s ship, the aged Pylian chief, 

A secret conclave Agamemnon call’d ; 

And, prudent, thus the chosen few address’d: 

” Hear me, my friends! In the still hours, of night 
I ^aw a heav’niy Vision in my sleep: 

Most like it seem’d in stature, form, and face« 

To rcv’rend Nestor; at my hesad it stood, 

And with these words address’d me — ’•Sleep’st thou, son 
Of Atreus, valiant warrior, horseman bold? 70 

To sleep ail night but ill becomes a chief, 

Charg’d with the public weal, and cares of nate. 
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Pear now the words I bear; to thee I come 
A messenger from Jove, who from on high 
Looks down on thee with eyes of pitying love. 

He bids thee arm in haste the long-hair*d Greeks 
To combat; since the wide-built streets of Troy 
'Fhou now mayst capture; for th* immortal Gods 
Watch over her no longer; all are gain’d 
By Juno’s prayers, and woes impend o’er Troy. 8o 

Bear thou my words in mind.’ Thus as he spoke 
He vanish’d; and sweet sleep forsook mine eyes. 

Seek we then straight to arm the sons of Greece: 

But fim, as is our wont, myself will prove 
The Fpirit of the army; and suggest 
Their homeward voyage; ye, throughout the camp 
Restore their courage, and restrain from flight.” 

Tnus having said, he sat; and next arose 
Nestor, the chief of Pylos* sandy shore. 

Who thus with prudent speech replied, and said: 90 

“ 0 friends, the chiefs and councillors of Greece, 

If any other had tliis Vision seen. 

We should have deem’d it false, and laugh’d to scorn 
1’he idle tale; but now it hath appear’d. 

Of all our army, to the foremost man; 

Seek we then straight to arm the sons of Greece.” 

He said, and from the council led the way. 

Uprose the sceptre 3 monarchs, and obey’d 

Their leader’s call, and round them throng’d the crowd. 

As swarms of bees, that pour in ceaseless stream 100 
From out the crevice of some hollow rock, 

Now clust'ring, and anon ’mid vernal flow’rs, 

Some here, some there, in busy numbers fly; 

So to th’ Assembly from their tents and ships 
The countless tribes came thronging; in their midst. 

By Jove excited. Rumour urg’d them on. 

Great was the din ; and as the mighty mass 
Sat down, the solid earth beneath them groan’d; 

Nine heralds rais’d their voices loud, to quell ^ 

The storm,of tongues, and bade the noisy crowd no 
Be T5till, and listen to the Heav’n-born Kings. 

At length they aU were seated, and awhile 
Tlieir clamours sank to silence; then uprose 
The monarch Agamemnon, in his hand ^ 

His royal staff, the work of Vulcan’s art; 
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Which Vulcan to the son of Saturn gave; . . 

To Hermes he, the heav’nly messenger; 

Hermes to Pelops, matchless charioteer; 

Pelops to Atreus; Atreus at his death 

Bequeath’d it to Thyestes, wealthy I-ord 120 

Of num’rous herds; to Agamemnon last 

Thyestes left it: token of his sway 

O'er all the Argive coast, and neighbouring isles. 

On this the monarch leant, as thus he spoke: 

** Friends, Grecian Heroes, Ministers of Mars I 
Grievous, and all unlook’d for, is the blow 
Which Jove hath dealt me; by his promise led 
I hop’d to raze the strong-built walls of Troy, 

And home return in safety; but it seems 

He falsifies his word, and bids me now 130 

Return to Argos, frustrate of my hope. 

Dishonour’d, and with grievous loss of men. 

Such now appears th’ o‘er-niling sov’reign will 
Of Saturn’s son; who oft hath sunk the heads 
Of many a lofty city in the dust, , 

And yet will sink : for mighty is his hand. 

^Tis shame indeed that future days should hear 
How such a force as ours, so great, so brave, 

Hath thus been baffled, fighting, as wc do, 

’Gainst numbers far inferior to our own, 143 

And see no end of all our warlike toil. 

For should we choose, on terms of plighted truce, 

Trojans and Greeks, to number our array ; 

Of Trojans, all that dwell within the town. 

Of Greeks, our force by tens distributed; 

And ev’r}* ten should choose one Trojan guest 
To entertain, and pledge in gen’rous wine; 

Full many a ten would find no guest to pledge: 

So far the sons of Greece outnumber all 

That dwell within the town; but to their aid 150 

Bold warriors come from all the cities round, 

W’Jio greatly harass me, and render vain 
My hope to storm the strong-built walls of Ti;oy. 

Already now nine weary years have pass’d ; 

I'he timbers of our ships are all decay’d, 

The cordage rotted ; in our homes the while 
Our wives anc^helpless children sit, in vain 
Expecting our return; and still the work, * 
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for which we hither came, remains undone. 

Hear then my counsel; let us all agree 160 

Home to direct our course, since here in vain 
We strive to take the well-built walls of Troy.” 

'rhus as he spoke, the crowd, that had not heard 
The secret council, by his words was mov’d; 

So sway’d and heav’d the multitude, as when 

O’er the vast billows of th’ Icarian sea 

Plurus and Notiis from the clouds of Heav’n 

Pour forth their fury ; or as some deep field 

Of wavy corn, when Zephyr briskly sweeps 

Along the plain, and stirs the bristling ears; 170 

So was th’ Assembly stirr’d; and tow’rd the ships 

With clam’rous joy they rush’d; beneath their feet 

Rose clouds of dust, while one to other call’d 

To seize the ships and drag them to the main. 

They clear’d the channels, and with shouts of “ home ” 
That rose to Heav’n, they knock’d the shores aw'ay. 

Then had the Greeks in shameful flight withdra\vn, 

Had Juno not to Pall^ thus appeal’d: 

“ Oh Hcav’nl brave child of aegis-bearing Jove, 

Shall thus the Greeks, in ignominious flight, i8o 

O’er the wide sea their homeward course pursue. 

And as a trophy to the sons of Troy 
The Argive Helen leave, on whose account, 

Far from their home, so many valiant Greeks 
Have cast their lives aw-ay ? Go quickly thou 
Amid the brass-clad Greeks, and man by man 
Address with w'ords persuasive, nor permit 
To launch their well-trimm’d vessels on the deep.” 

She said, nor did Minerva not obey. 

But swift descending from Olympus’ heights 190 

With rapid flight she reach’d the Grecian ships. 

Ulysses standing there she found, as Jove 
Weighty in council ; he no hand had laid 
On his dark vessel, for with bitter grief 
His heart was fill’d; the blue-ey’d Maid approach’d, . 
And thus i^ddress’d him : “ Great Laertes’ son, 

Ulysses, sage in council, can it be 
That you, the man of Greece, embarking thus 
On your swift ships, in ignominious flight. 

O’er the wide sea will take your homeward way. 

And as a trophy to the sons of Troy 


200 
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The Argive Helen leave, on whose account 
Far from their homes so many valiant Occks 
Have cast their lives away? Go quickly thou 
Among the multitude, and man by man 
Address, with words persuasive, nor permit 
To launch their well-trimm'd vessels on the deep.” 

She said ; the heav’nly voice Ulysses knew ; 

Straight, springing to the course, he cast aside, 

And to Eurybates of Ithaca, 210 

His herald and attendant, threw his robe; 

Then to Atrides hasten’d, and by him 
Arm’d with his royal staff ancestral, pass’d 
With rapid step amid the ships of Greece. 

Each King or leader whom he found he thus 
With cheering words encourag’d and restraiird: 

“ O gallant friend, ’tis not for thee to yield. 

Like meaner men, to panic; but thyself 
Sit quiet, and the common herd restrain. 

Thou know’st not yet Atrides’ secret mind: 220 

He tries us now, and may reprov^ us soon. 

His words in council reach'd not all our ears: 

See that he work us not some ill ; for fierce 
His anger; and the Lord of counsel, Jove, 

From whom proceeds all honour, loves him well.” 

But of the common herd whome’er he found 
Qam’ring, he clieck’d with staff and threat’ning words: 

” Good friend, keep still, and hear what others say. 

Thy betters far : for thou art good for nought, 

Of small account in council or in fight. 23:^ 

All are not sov’reigns here ; ill fares the state 
Where many masters rule; let one be I>ord, 

One King supreme; to whom wise Saturn’s son 
In token of his sov’rcign power hath giv’n 
The sceptre’s sway and ministry of law.” 

Such were his w'ords, as through the ranks he pass’d: 
They from the vessels and the tents again ^ 

T\^rong’d to th’ Assembly, with such rush of sound, 

As when the many-dashing ocean’s w^avc r 

Breaks on the shore, and foams the frothing sea. 240 

The others all were settled in their seals; 

Only Thersites, with unmeasur’d words, 

Of which he li^ good store, to rate the chiefs, 

Not ovcr-scemly, but wherewith he thought 
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To move, the (vowd to laughter, brawl’d aloud. 

The ugliest hmii was lie who came to Troy; 

With squinting eyes, and one distorted foot, 

His shoulders round, and buried in his breast 

His narrow head, with scanty growth of hair. ^ 

Against Achilles and Ulysses most 

His hate was turn’d; on them his venom pour’d; 

Anon, at Agamemnon’s self he launch’d 

His loud-tongued ribaldry; th’ indignant Greeks 

With anger lieard, as now with scurril words, 

Bawling aloud, he thus address’d the King: 

‘‘ What more, thou son of Atreus, wouldst thou have? 
Thy tents are full of brass; and in those tents 
Many fair women, whom, from all the spoil, 

We Greeks, whene’er some w^lthy town we take, 
Choose first of all, and set apart for thee. 

Or dost thou thirst for gold, which here perchance 
Some 'rrojan brings, the ransom of his son 
Captur'd by me, or by some other Greek? 

Or some new girl, to [gratify thy lust, 

Kept for thyself apart? a leader, thou 
Shouldst not to evil lead the sons of Greece. 
Yeslav’csl ye coward souls 1 Women of Greece 1 
I will not call you men 1 why go we not 
Home with our ships, and leave this mighty chief 
To gloat upon his treasures, and find out 
Whether in truth he need our aid, or no; 

Who on Achilles, his superior far, 

Foul scorn hath cast, and robb’d him of his prize. 
Which for hinr*sclf he keeps? Achilles, sure, 

Is not intemperate, but mild of mood; 

Else, Atreus’ son, tliis insult were thy last.” 

On Agamemnon, leader of the host, 

With words like these Thersites pour’d his hate; 

But straight ULpsscs at his side appear’d. 

And spoke, with scornful glance, m stem rebuke; 

Thou babbling fool, Thersites, prompt of speech, 
Restrain thy tongue, nor thus.revile the Kings. 

Of all the men that with th’ Atridie came 
To Troy, I hold thee for the meanest far. 

Ill it beseems, that suth an one as thou 
Should lift thy voice against the Kings, and rail 
With scurril ribaldry, and prate of home. 
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How these affairs may end, we know not yet; 

Nor how, or well or ill, we may return. 

Cease then against Atrides, King of men, 2 go 

To pour thy spite, for that the valiant Greeks 
To him, despite thy railing, as of right 
An ample portion of the spoils assign. 

But this I tell thee, and will make it good, 

If e’er I find thee play the fool, as now. 

Then may these shoulders cease this head to bear, 

And may my son Telemachus no more 

OiMi me his father, if I strip not off 

Thy mantle and thy garments, aye, expose 

Th)' nakedness, and flog thee to the ships 300 

Howling, and scourg'd with ignominious stripes.” 

Thus as he spoke, Ulysses on his neck 
And back let fail his heavy staff; the wretch 
Shrank from the blow, and scalding tears let fall. 

Where struck the goldcn-studded staff, appear’d 
A bloody weal: Thersites quail’d, and down, 

Quiv’ring with pain, he sat, and wip’d away, 

With horrible grimace, the trickling tears. « 

The Greeks, though all indignant, laugh’d aloud. 

And one to other said, “ Good faith, of all 310 

The many works Ulysses well hath done, 

Wise in the council, foremost in the fight. 

He ne'er hath done a better, than when now 
He makes this scurril babbler hold his peace. 

Methinks his headstrong spirit will not soon 
Lead him again to vilify the 

Thus spoke the gen’ral voio^^ut, staff in hand, 

Ulysses rose; Miner\'a by his side. 

In likeness of a herald, bade the crowd 
Keep silence, that the Greeks, from first to last, 320 
flight hear his words, and ponder his advice. 

'^e thus with prudent phrase his speech began: 

*t^reat son of Atreus, on thy name, O King, 

*niroughout the world will foul reproach be cast. 

If Greeks forget their promise, nor make good 
The vow they took to thee, when hitherward 
We sail’d from Argos’ grassy plains, ton-aze. 

Ere our return, the well-built walls of Troy. 

But now, like helpless widows, or like bab^, 

They mourn their cruel fate, and pine for home. 
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!Tis hard indeed defeated to return; 

The seaman murmurs^ if from wife and home, 

Ev*n for one month, his well-found bark be stay’d, 

Toss’d by the wintry blasts and stormy sea; 

But us the ninth revolving year beholds 
Still lin^’ring here: I cannot therefore blame 
Our valiant Greeks, if by the ships I hear 
Their mrrmurs; yet ’twere surely worst of all 
Long to remain, and bootless to return. 

Bear up, my friends, remain awhile, and see 340 

If Calchas truly prophesy, or no. 

For this ye all have seen, and can yourselves 
Bear witness, all who yet are spared by fate, 

Not long ago, when ships of Greece were met 
At Aulis, charg’d with evil freight for Troy, 

And we, around a fountain, to the Gods 
Our altars rear’d, with faultless hecatombs, 

Near a fair plane-tree, where bright water flow’d. 

Behold a wonder 1 by Olympian Jove 

Sent forth to light, a |nake, with burnish’d scales, 350 

pf aspect fearful, issuing from beneath 

The altars, glided to the plane-tree straight. 

There, on the topmost bough, beneath the leaves 
Cow’ring, a sparrow’s callow nestlings lay; 

Eight fledglings, ai^d the parent bird the ninth. 

All the eight nestlings, utt’ring piercing cries. 

The snake devour’d; and as the mother flew. 

Lamenting o’er her offspring, round and round. 

Uncoiling, caught her, j^^^king, by the wing. 

Then, when the sparrd!^ 3 nestlings and herself 360 

The snake had swalloVii^ by the God, who first 
Sent him to light, a miracle was wrought: 

For Jove, the deep-designing Saturn’s son, 

Turn’d him to stone; we stood, and wond’ring gaz’d. 

But when this prodigy befell our riles, 

Calchas, inspir’d of Heav’n, took up his speech: ^ 

‘ Ye long-hair’d sons of Greece, w'hy stand ye thus ^ 

In mute agiaze? to us Olympian Jove, 

To whom be endless praise, vouchsafes this sign, 

Late sent, of lata fulfilment; as ye saw 370 

The snake devour the sparrow and her young, 

Eight nestlings, and the parent bird the ointh; 

So, for so many years, ore we condemn’d 
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To wage a fruitless war; but in the tenth 
The wide-built city shall at last be ours.’ 

Thus he foretold, and now the time is come. 

Here then, ye well-greav’d Greeks, let all remain. 

Till Priam’s wealthy city be our own.” 

He said, and loudly cheer’d the Greeks — and loud i 
From all the hollow ships came back the cheers — 3S0 

In admiration of Ulysses’ speech. 

Gerenian Nestor next took up the word: 

Like children, Grecian warriors, ye debate; 

Like babes to whom unknown are feats of arms. 

WTiere then are now our solemn covenants, 

Our plighted oaths? Go, cast we to the fire 
Our councils held, our warriors’ plans matur’d, 

Our absolute pledges, and our hand-plight giv’n, 

In which our trust was plac’d ; since thus in vain 
In words we wrangle, and how long soe’er 390 

We here remain, solution none we find. 

Atrides, thou, as is thy wont, maintain 
Unchang’d thy counsel ; for the s^.ubbom fight 
Array the Greeks ; and let perdition seize , 

Those few, those two or three among the host, 

W’^ho hold their separate counsel— ( not on them 
Depends the issue 1) — rather than return 
To Argos, ere we prove if Jove indeed 
Will falsify this promis’d word, or no. 

For well I ween, that on the day when first 400 

\Ve Grecians hitherward our course address’d, 

To Troy the messengers of blood and death, 

Th’ o’er-ruling son of Saturn, oii our right 

His lightning flashing, with auspicious sign 

Assur’d us of his favour; let not then 

The thoughts of home be breath’d, ere Trojan wives 

Given to our warriors, retribution pay 

For wrongs by us, in Helen’s cause, sustain’d. 

But who-so longs, if such an one there be, 

Tp make his homeward voyage, let him take 410 

His well-rigg’d bark, and go; before the rest 
To meet the doom of death! But thou, O Kingl 
Be well advis’d thyself, and others lead 
By wholesome counsel ; for the words I speak 
Are not to be^lespis’d; by tribes and dans, 

*0 Agamemnon I range thy troops, that so ' 
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Tribe may to tribe give aid^ and clan to clan^ 

If thus thou do, and Greeks thy words obey. 

Then shalt thou see, of chiefs and troops alike, 

The good and bad; for on their own behoof 
They all shall fight; and if thou fail, shalt know 
Whether thy failure be of Heav’n*s decree. 

Or man’s default and ignorance of war.” 

To whom the monarch Agamemnon thus: 

“ Father, in council, of the sons of Greece, 

None can compare with thee; and would to Jove, 

To Pallas, and Apollo, at my side 
I had but ten such counsellors as thee ! 

Then soon should royal Priam’s city fall, 

Tak’n and destroy’d by our victorious hands^ 430 

But now on me hath sgis-bearing Jove, 

The son of Saturn, fruitless toil impos’d, 

And hurtful quarrels ; for in wordy war 
About a girl, Achilles and myself 
Engag’d; and I, alas! the strife began: 

Could we be friends ag^in, delay were none, 
f., Qow short soe’er, of Ilium’s final doom. 

But now to breakfast, ere we wage the fight. 

Each sharpen well his spear, his shield prepare. 

Each to his fiery steeds their forage give, 440 

Each look his chariqt o’er, that through the day 
We may unwearied stem the tide of war; 

For respite none, how short soe’er, shall be 
Till night shall bid the storm of battle cease. 

• With sweat sh?ll reek upcm each warrior’s breast 
Ihe leathern belt beneatk^the cov’ring shield; 

And hands shall ache that wield the pond’rous spear: 

With sweat shall reek the fiery steeds that draw 
Each warrior’s car; but whomsoe’er I find 
Loit’ring beside the beaked ships, for him 450 

’Twerc hard to ’scape the vultures and the dogs,” 

He said ; and from th’ applauding ranks of Greece 
Rose a loud sound, as when the ocean wave, « 

Driv’n by tjie south wind on some lofty beach, 

Dashes against a prominent crag, expos’d 
To blasts from eWry storm that roars around. 

Uprising then, and through the camp dispers’d 
They took tiieir sev'ral ways, and by theia tents 
The fires they lighted, and the meal prepar’d 
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And each to some one of th’ immortal Gods • 460 

His ofE’ring made, that in the coming fight 
He might escape the bitter doom of death* 

But to the o’er-ruling son of Saturn^ Jove, 

A sturdy ox, well-fatten’d, five years old, 

Atrides slew; and to the banquet call’d 
The aged chiefs and councillors of Greece: 

Nestor the first, the King Idomeneus, 

The two Ajaces next, and Tydeus’ son, 

Ulysses sixth, as Jove in council sage. 

But uninvited Menelaus came, 470 

Knowing what cares upon his brother press’d. 

Around the ox they stood, and on his head 
The salt cake sprinkled; then amid them all 
The monarch ^amemnon pray’d aloud : 

** Most great, most glorious Jove t who dwell’st on high. 

In clou& and darkness veil’d, grant Thou that ere 
This sun shall set, and night o’erspread the earth, 

I may the haughty walls of Priam’s house 

Lay prostrate m the dust; and bum with fire 

His lofty gates; and strip from Hector’s breast ,480 

His sword-rent tunic, while around his corpse 

Many brave comrades, prostrate, bite the dust.” 

Thus he; but Saturn's son his pray’r denied; 

Receiv’d his off’rings, but his toils increas’d. 

Their pray’rs concluded, and the salt cake strew’d 
Upon the victim’s head, they drew him back, 

And slew, and flay’d ; then cutting from the tliighs 
The choicest pieces, and in double layers 
O’erspreading them with fat, wlbovt them plac’d 
The due meat-off ’rings; these they burnt with lo[;s 490 
Of leafless timber; and the inward parts. 

First to be tasted, o’er the fire they held. 

The thighs consum’d with fire, the inward parts 
They tasted first; the rest upon the spits 
Roasted with care, and from the fire withdrew. 

Their labours end^, and the feast prepar’d. 

They shar’d the social meal, nor lack’d therft aught. 

The of thirst and hunger satisfied, 

Gercnian Nestor thus his speech began: 

** Most mighty Agamemnon, King of men, 500 

Great Atreua^ son, no longer let us pause. 

The work delaying which the pow’rs of H6av’n 
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Have trusted to our hands; do thou forthwith 
Bid that the heralds proclamation makCi 
And summon through the camp the brass-dad Greeks; 
While, in a body, though Hxt wide-epread ranks 
We pasa^ and stimulate their warlike zeal/’ 

He said; and Agamemnon, King of men. 

Obedient to his counsel, gave command 
That to the war the dear-voic’d heralds call 510 

The long-hair’d Greeks: they gave the word, and straight 
From ev'ry quarter throng'd Ae eager crowd. 

The IIeav*n-bom Kings, encircling Atreus’ son. 

The troops inspected: Pallas, blue-ey'd Maid, 

Before the chiefs her glorious aegis bore, 

By time untouch’d, immortal: all around 
A hundred tassels hung, rare works of art. 

All gold, each one a hundred oxen’s price. 

With this the Goddess pass’d along the ranks, 

Exdting all; and fix’d in every breast 520 

The firm resolve to wage unwearied war; 

And dearer to their hearts than thoughts of home 
Or wish’d return, became the battle-field. 

As when a wasting fire, on mountain tops. 

Seizes the blazing woods, afar is seen 

The glaring light; so, as they mov’d, to Heav’n 

Flash’d the bright glitter of their burnish’d arms. 

As when a num’rous flock of birds, or geese. 

Or cranes, or long-neck’d swans, on Asian mead. 

Beside Qlyster’s stream, now here, now there, 530 

Disporting, ply their wuw; then settle down 
Widi dam’rous noise, thlt all the mead resounds; 

So to Scamander’s plain, from tents and ships, 

Pour’d forth the countless tribes; the firm earth groan’d 
Beneath the tramp of steeds and armid men. 

Upon Scamander’s flowery mead they stood. 

Unnumber’d as the vemad leaves and flow’rs. 

Or as the multitudinous swarms of flies, 

That round the cattle-sheds in spring-tide pour, • 
While the warm milk is frothing in &e pail; 540 

So numberless upon the plain, array’d 
For Troy’s destruction, stood the long-hair’d Greeks. 

And as experienc’d goat-herds, when their flocks 
Are mingled in the pasture, portion out • 

Their sev’ral'chaiges, so the dbiefs array’d 
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Their squadrons for the fight; while in the midst 
The mighty monarch Agamenmon mov’d: 

His eye, and lofty brow, the counterpart 
Of Jove, the Lord of thunder; in his girth 
Anolhc^ Mars, with Nei^tune’s ampl6 chest# 550 

As ’mid the tiuonging heifers in a herd 
Stands, proudly minent, the lordly bull; 

So, by Jove’s wiU, stood eminent ^at day, 

’Mid many heroes, Atreus’ godlike son. 

Say now, yc Nine, who on Olympus dwell. 

Muses (for ye are Goddesses, and ye 

Were present, and know all things; we ourselves 

But hear from Rumour’s voice, and nothing know). 

Who were the chiefs and mighty Lords of Greece. 

But should I seek the multitude to name, 560 

Not if ten tongues were mine, ten mouths to speak. 

Voice inexhaustible, and heart of brass. 

Should I succeed, unless, Olympian maids. 

The progeny of asgis-bearing Jove, 

Ye should ^eir names record, who came to Troy. 

The chiefs, and all the ships, I now rehearse, • 

Bceotia’s troops by Pendeus were led, 

And Leitus, and Protboenor bold, 

Aicesiias and Qonius: they who dwelt 
In Hyria, and on Aulb’ ro^y coasts 570 

Scoenus, and Scolus, and the highland range 
Of EtSonus; in Thespeia’s vale, 

Graia, and Mycalessus’ wide-sj^ead plains: 

And who in Harma and Eilesium dwelt. 

And in Etythrae, and in Eleon, 

Hyle, and Peteon, and Ocalea, 

In Copse, and in Medeon’s weU 4 iuilt fort, 

Eutresis, Thisbe’s dove-frequented woods. 

And Coronea, and the grassy meads 

Of Haliartus; and Platea’s plain, 580 

In Gltssa, and the foot of Lower lliebes. 

And in Anchestus, Neptune’s sacred grove; 

And who in vxny-duster’d Ame dwelt, • ^ 

And in Hideia, and the lovely site 
Of Nbsa, and Anthedon’s utmost bounds. 

*With thate came fifty vessels; and in each 
Were six scota youths, Boeotia’s noblest flow’r# 

Who in A^ledon dwelt, and Minyas’ realm 
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Qrchomenus, two sons of Mars obey’d, 

AscalaphuSj and bold lalmenus; 590 

In Actor’s house, the son of Azeus, bom 
Of fair Astyoche, a maiden pure, 

TUI in the uppor chamber, where she slq>t^ 

Stout Man by st^lth her virgin bed 
Of these celne thirty ships in order due. 

By Schedius and Epistrophus, the sons 
Of great Iphitus, son of Naubolus, 

Were led the Phocian forces; these were they 
Who dwelt in Cyparissus, and the rock 
Of Python, and on Crissa’s lovely plain; 600 

And w ho in Daulis, and in Panope, 

Anemorea and Hyampolis, 

And by Cephisus’ sacred waters dwelt, 

Or in Lilxa, by Cephisus’ springs. 

In their command came forty dark-ribb’d ships^ 

These were the leaders of the Phocian bands, 

And on Boeotia’s left their camp was pitch’d. 

Ajax, Oileus’ son, t^p Locrians led ; 

Swift-footed, less than Ajax Telamon, 

Of stature low, with linen breastplate arm’d: 610 

But skill’d to throw the spear o’er all who dwell 
In Hellas or Achaia; these were they 
From Cynos, Opus, ^d CalHarus, 

Bessa, and Scarpha, and Augsea fair, 

Tarpha, and Thronium, by Boagrius’ stream. 

Him from beyond Euboea’s sacred isle, 

Of Locrians foUow’d forty dark-ribb’d ships. 

Breathing firm courage high, th’ Abantian host, . 

Who from Eubcea and from Chalcis.came, 

Or who in vine-cl^ Histiaea dwelt, 620 

Eretria, and Cerinthus maritime, 

And who the lofty fort of Dium held. 

And in Carystus and in Styra dwelt; 

These Elephenor led, true plant of Mars, 

Chalcodon’s son, the brave Abantian chief. , 

Him, all^nspicuous with their long black hair. 

The hold Abantians follow’a; speaimen skill’d. 

Who through the ioemen’s breastplates knew fuU well. 
Held in firm grasp, to drive the ashen spear. 

In his command came forty dark-ribb’d ships^ 630 

Those who in Athens’ well-built city dwdt, 
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The noble-soul’d Erectheus’ heritage; 

Child of the fertile soil^ by Pallas rear’d, 

Daughter of Jove, who him in Athens plac’d 
In her own wealthy temple; there with blood 
Of bulls and lambs, at each revolvii^ 

The youths of Athens do him sacrifice; 

These by Menestlieus, Petrus’ son, were led.^ 

With him might none of mortal men compare. 

In order due of battle to array 640 

Chariots and buckler’d men; Nestor alone 
Perchance might rival him, his elder far. 

In his commai^ came hfty dark-ribb’d ships. 

Twelve ships from Salamis with Ajax came, 

And they beside th’ Athenian troops were rang’d. 

Those who from Argos, and the well-wall’d town 
Of Tyrins came, and from Hermione, 

And Asine, deep-bosom’d in the bay; 

And from Troezene and Eione, 

And vine-clad Epidaurus; and the youths 650 

Who dwelt in Uases, and iGgina^ isle; 

O’er all of these the valiant Diomed 

Held rule; and Sthenelus, th’ illustrious son 

Of far-fam’d Capaneus; with these, the third, 

A godlike warrior came, Euryalus, 

Son of Medstheus, Talaus’ royal sop. 

Supreme o’er all was valiant Diomed. 

In their command came eighty dark-ribb’d ships. 

Who in Mycenae's well-built fortress dwelt, 

And wealthy Corinth, and Qeone fair, 660 

Omeia, and ^vine Araethure, 

And Sicyon, where Adrastus reign’d of old, 

And Gonoessa’s promontoxy steep, 

And Hyperesia, and Pellr^ne’s ro<^; 
iEgina, and the scatter’d towns that lie 
Along the beach, and wide-spread llelice; 

Of ttose a hundred ships ob^’d the rule 
Of mighty Agamemnon, Atreus’ son. 

The largest 1^ Ae bravest host was his; , r 

And he himself, in dazsling'^armour clad, 670 

O’er all the heroes proudly eminent, • 

^ Went forth exulting in his high estate, 

Lord of the latest host, and chief of chiefs^ 

Those who in Lacedsemon’s lowland plains, 
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And who in Sparta and in Phare dwelt, 

And who on Messa*s dove-frequented cliffs, 

Bryseia, and iEgsea’s lovely vale, 

And in Amyclae, and the sea-bath’d fort 
Of Helos, (Etyius and Laas dwelt; 

His valiant brother Menelaus led, , 680 

With sixty ^shipa; but rang’d apart they lay^ 

Their chief, himself in martial ardour bold. 

Inspirit^ others, fill’d with fierce desire 
The rape of Helen and his wrongs to avenge^ 

They who in Pylos and Arene dwelt. 

And Thryum, by the ford of Alpheus’ stream. 

In Cyparissiis and Amphigene, 

Pteleon, and lofty CEpus’ well-built fort, 

Helos, and Dorium, where the Muses met. 

And put to silence Thracian Thamyris, 690 

As from CEchalia, from the royal house 
Of Eurytus he came; he, over-bold, 

Boasted himself pre-eminent in song, 

Ev’n though the daugjjters of Olympian Jove, 

The Muses, were his rivals: they in wrath 
Aim of his sight at once and pow’r of song 
Amerc’d, and bade his hand forget the lyre* 

These by Gerenian Nestor all were led, 

In fourscore ships and ten in order due. 

They of Arcadia, and the realm that lies 700 

Beneath Cyllene’s mountain high, around 
The tomb of iEpytus, a warrior race; 

The men of Pheneus and Orchomenus 
In docks abounding; who in Ripa dwelt. 

In Stratia, and Emspe’s breezy height. 

Or Tegea held, and sweet Mantinea, 

Stymphalus and Parrhasia; these were led 
By Agapenor brave, Anchaeus’ son. 

In sixey ships; in each a num’rous crew 
Of stout Arcadian youths, to war inur’d. 710 

The ships, wherewith they cross’d the dark-blue sea, , 
Were giv’n^by Agamemnon, King of men, 

The*son of ^treus; for th’ Arcadian youth 
Had ne’er to maritime pur^its been train’d. 

Who in Buprasium and h#Elis dwelt. 

Far as Hyrmme, and th’ extremest bounds 
Of Myrsinus;* and all the realm that lies 
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Between Aleisium and th’ Olenian rock; 

These by four chiefs were led; and ten swift ships, 

By bold Epeians mann’d, each chief obey’d. 720 

Amphimac^us and Thalpius were the first, 

Sons of two brothers, Cteatus the one. 

The other Eurytus, to Actor bom; 

Next Amarynceus’ son, Diores bold; # 

The fourth Polyxenus, the godlike son 
Of Augeas’ royal heir, Agasthenes. 

They of Dulichium, and the sacred isles, 

Th’ Echinades, which face, from o’er the sea. 

The coast of Elis, were by Meges led. 

The son of Phyleus, dear to Jove, in arms 730 

Valiant as Mars; who, with his sire at feud. 

Had left his home, and to Dulichium come: 

In his command were forty dark-ribb’d ships. 

Those who from warlike Cephalonia came. 

And Ithaca, and leafy Neritus, 

And Crocyleium; rugged ^giUps, 

And Samos, and Zacynthus, and Jhe coast 

Of the mainland with its opposing isles ; ^ 

These in twelve ships, with scarlet-paintad bow^s, 

TJlysses led, in council sage as Jove. 740 

Thoas, Andracmon’s son, th’ iEtolians led; 

From Pleuron, and Pylone, Olenus,^ 

Chalds-by-sea, and rocky ^ydon:* 

The race of <£neus w’as no more; himself, 

And fair-hatr’d Meleager, both were dead: 

Whence all Atolia’s rule on him w^ laid. 

In his command came forty dark-ribb’d ships. 

The ICing Idomeneus the Cretans led, 

From CnossQS, and Gortyna’s well^wall’d town, 

Miletds, and Lycastus’ white-stone cliffs, 750 

Lyctus, and Pbsestus, Rhytium; and the rest 
Whom, Crete firom all her hundred cities sent: 

These all Idoia^eus, a spearman skill’d, 

Xheir King, commanded; andMeriones, 
ii battle terrible as blood-stain’d Mars, 
b their command came fourscore dark-ribbed ships: < 
Valiant and tall, the son of Hercules, 

TIepolemus, nine vessels brought from Rhodes, 

By gallant R|iodians mann’d, who tripartite 

Wtxfi settled, and in li|lyssus dwelt, • 760 



Book 11. Homcr’s Iliad ' 37 

In Lindus, and Cameirus’ white-stone hilb^ 

These all renown’d Tlepolemus obey’d, * 

Who to the might of Hercules was bom 
Of fair Astyoche; his captive she, 

When many a goodly town his arms had raz’d, 

Was brought from Ephyra, by Selles’ stream* 

Rear’d in the royal house, Tlepolemus, 

In early youth, his father’s uncle slew, 

A warrior once, but now in life’s decline, 

Lycimnius; then in haste a fleet he built, 770 

Muster’d a num’rous host; and fled, by sea. 

The threaten’d vengeance of the other sons . 

And grandsons of the might of Hercules. 

Long wand’rings past, and toils and perils borne. 

To Rhodes he came; his followers, by their tribes. 

Three districts form’d; and so divided, dwelt, 

Belov’d of Jove, the King of Gods and men. 

Who show’r’d upon them boundless store of wealth. 

Nircus three well-trimm’d ships from Syme brought; 
Nireus, to Charops whpm Aglaia bore; 780 

l^ireus, the goodliest man of aU the Greeks, 

Who came to Troy, save Peleus’ matchless son: 

But scant his fame, and few the troops he lecL 
Who in Nisyrus dwelt, and Carpathus, 

And Cos, the fortress of Eurypylus, 

And in the Casian and Calydnian Isles, ^ . 

Were by Phidip(nis led, and Antiphus, 

Two sons of Thessalus^ Alcides’ .son; 

With them came thirty ships in order due. 

Next tl\ose who in Pelasgian Argos dwelt, . 790 

And who in Alos, and in Alope, 

Trachys, and Phthia, and in' Hellas fam’d 
For women fair; of 'these, by various names/ . 

Achaians, Myrmidons, Hellenes, known. 

In fifty slkips, Achilles was die. chief. 

But from the battle-strife these all abstain’d, : 

Since none there was to marshal thm array* , ^ \ 

For Peleus’^ godlike son, swift-footed chief, 

La/ idly in his tent, the loss resenting 

Of Brises’ fair-hair’d daughter; whom himself ' 800 

Had chosen, prize of all his Warlike toil. 

When he Lymessus and the walls of Thebts 
O’erthrew, and Myncs and Episttophus ^ 
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Stiack down, bold warriors both, Evenus* sons, 

Sdephis’ ro}^ heir; for her in wrath, 

He odd sJoof, but soon again to appear. 

Those in the floViy plain of Pyrrhasos, 

To Ceres dear, who dw«t; in Ihylace, 

In It(»k, rich in flocks, and, by the sea. 

In Antzon, and in Ptdeon’s grassHdad meads; 8zo 

These led Protesilas, renown’d in arms, 

Whfle yet he liv'd; now laid beneath ^e sod. 

In Ihylace were left his weepii^ wife. 

And hialf-built house; him, springing to the shore. 

First of the Gie^, a Dardan warrior slew. 

Nor were his troops, their leader though they mourn’d. 
Left leaderiess; the {Mst of high command 
Podarces claim'd of right, true plant of Mars, 

Ij^dus’ son, the rich Phylacides ; 

lAe brother he of brave Protesilas, 820 

Younger in years, nor equal in renown; 

Yet of a chief no want die forces felt, 

Thot^ much they mourn’d theij: valiant leader slain. 

In his command came forty dark-ribb’d ships. , 

Them who from Pherae came, beside the lake 
Boebeis, and who dwelt in Glaphyne, ^ 

In Beebe, and lolcos’ well-built fort. 

These in eleven ships Eumelus led, , 

Whom Pdiu' daughto*, fairest of her race. 

Divine Alceste to Admetus bore. 830 

Who in Meflaone and Thaumacia dwelt. 

In Mdiboea and Olizon’s rock; 

These Philoctetes, skilful archer, led. 

Sev’n drips were theirs, and ev’ry ship was mann’d 
By fifty rowers, skilful archers aU. 

But he, their drief, was lying, rack’d with pain. 

On Lemnos' iacred ble ; there left perforce 
la torture from a venomous serpent’s wound: 

There he in anguidi lay; nor hmg, ere Greeks 
Of nqral Philoctetes fdt their ne^. 840 

Yet were hu troops, their leader though they mourn’d, 
Not leednless: Ofleus’ bastard son, 

Kedm, of Rhne bom, riieir ranks array’d. 

Who in (Echalia, Euiytus’ domain. 

In Trioca, and in rough Ithome dwelt. 

These Podalirius and Machaon led. 
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Two skilful leeches, i£sculapius* sons. 

Of these came thirty ships in order due^ 

' Who in Ormenium and Asterium dwelt. 

By Hypereia’s fount, and on iht heights 850 

Of Titanum’s white peaks, of these was chief 
Eurypylus, Eusmon’s gallant son; 

In his command came forty dark-ribb’d ships^ 

Who in Argissa and G)^ona dwelt, 

Ortha, Elone, and the wUte^wall’d town 
Of Oloosson, PolypcBtes led; 

Son of Pirithous, progeny of Jove, 

A warrior bold; Hippodamia fair 

Him to Pirithdus bore, what time he slew 

The shaggy Centaurs, and from Pelion^s heights 860 

For refuge ’mid the rude .dBthrices drove. ^ 

Nor he alone; with him to Troy there came 
A scion true of Mars, Leonteus, heir 
Of nobly-bom Coronus, Caeneus’ son. 

In their command came forty dark-ribb’d ships4 
With two and twenty vessels Gouneus came 
J'rom Cythus; he the Enienes led. 

And the Peraebians’ warlike tribes, and those 
Who dwelt around Dodona’s wint^ heights. 

Or till’d the soil upon the lovely banks 870 

Of Titaresius, who;to Peneus pours 
The tribute of his clearly-flowmg stream; 

Yet mingles not with Peneus’ silver waves. 

But on &e surface floats like oil, his source 
From Styx deriving, in whose a^ul name 
Both Gods and men by holiest oaths are bounds 
Magnesia’s troops, who dwelt by Peneus’ stream. 

Or beneath Pelion’s leafy-quiv’ring shades, 

Swift-footed Prothdiis Tenthredon’s son; 

In his command came forty dark-ribb’d shij^ 880 

These were the leaders and the cUefs of Qreeoe: 

Say, Muse, of these, who with th’ Abridae came. 

Horses and men, who claim’d the highest praise. • 

Of steeds,»the bravest and the noblest far 
Wirt those Eumelus drove, Admetus’ son; . . 

Both swift as bivds, in age and colour matdiM, 

.Alike in height, as measur’d o’er the bade; 

Both mares, by Phoebus of the silver bovs 
Rear’d in Pferia, thunderbolts of war. 
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Of men, while yet Achilles held his wrath, * &90 

The mightiest far was Ajax Telamon ; 

For wi& Achilles, and the steeds that bore 
The matchless son of Pdeus, none might vie: 

But ’mid his beakid ocean-going ships 
He lay, with Ajjinmemnon, Atreus’ son, 

. Indig^t: srime his troops upon the beach 
: away tlw day. 

Aodfleiitl steeds w wlule 

Thelotus'-giass^tiad. mtfsh-grom parriey cropp’d, 
Eadtstaa&qEnesrtfadr car; die wdl-wrooght cars 900 
Lay all unheded in the warriors* tents; 

They, inl^ pmjiig for their godlike cUef , 

Roam’d hsuess up and down, nor join’d the fray. 

Such was the host, which, like devouring fire, 

O’erspread the land; the eauth beneath them groan’d: 

As wliien die Lord of thunder, in his wrath. 

The earth’s foundations shakes, in Arimi, 

Wherei, buried deep, ’tis said, IVphoeas lies; 

So atdieir coming, groan’d beneath their feet 
The eulh, as quiwy o’er the plain they spread. 91c 
To Tri>y, sent down by a^is-bearing Jove, 

With dirdhil tidir^ storm-swift Iris came. 

At Priam’s nte, in solemn conclave met. 

Were gath^d ^ the Trojans, young and old: 

Swift Iris stood-amidst them, and, the voice 
Assumii^ of Prditjp, Priam’s son. 

The Trojan scout, who, trusting to his speed. 

Was posted tm dw summit of die mound 

Of ancient .Asuetes, there to watch 

Tin from didrslups the Gredan trocqn should land; 930 

His voice assuming, thus the Goddess mke: 

*' <Bd man, as erst in peace, so still thou lov’st 
The strife of words; but feeihil war is nigh. 

Full many a host m line of battle rang’d 
Uy e^ have seemf but such a4orce as this. 

So mi^ty and so vast, I ne’er beheld: 

In nimber as the leaves, or as the send, < 

Agetitit die dw o’er die phdn they come. 

T&a, Hector, lor to thee I du^y speak, 

.Ihndo; dMm know'st bow various our allies, 9jo 

Of diS’mit nations and disewdent tongues; 

Let each then diose oommand o’er wlitm he reigns. 

And his own^oountrymen in arms array.” 
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She said ; and Hector knew the voice divine, 

And all, dissolv’d the council, flew to arms. 

The gates were open’d wide; forth pour’d the crowd, 

Both foot and horse; and loud the tumult rose. 

Before the city stands a lofty mound. 

In the mid plain, by open space enclos’d; 

Men call it Batiza; but the Gods ^ ; .. . 940 

The tomb d swift ICyrinaa; mustei^th^^i V ^ ' 

llie Tiojims add thw tnwM 

The mighty Hector of the glandn^ buin, ' 

The son of Fnam, led the ‘Trojan host: ; 

The largest and the bravest band were th^,' 

Bold spearmoi all, who follow’d him in annsu 
Anchises’ valiant sen, ^neas, led 
The Dardans; him, ’mid Ida’s juttiag peala,. 

Immortal Venus to Anchises bore, 

A Goddess yielding to a mortal’s love; 950 

With him, well skill’d in war, Archilochus 
And Acamas, Antenor’s gallant Sons. 

Who in Zeleia dwelt, at Ida’s foot, 

Pf Trojan race, a wealthy tribe, who drank 
Of dark iEsepus’ waters, these were led 
By Pandarus, Lycaon’s noble son. 

Taught by Apollo’s self to draw the bow 
from Adraste, and Apsesus’ realm. 

From Pityeia, and Ihe lofty hill 

Tereian came, with linen corslets girt, 960 

Adrastus and Amphios led; two sonS 

Of Merops of Percote; deeply vers’d 

Was he m prophecy; and from the war 

Would huu have kept his sons; but they, by -fate 

Doom’d to impending death, his caution scorn’d^ 

Those who from Fractium and Feibote camb. 

And who in Sestos and Aliydos dwelt, - ' " 

And in Arisba fair; those Asius le<^ . f' ' 

The son of Hyrtacus, of heroes chie||h T ^ 

Asius the son of Hyrtafios,whp came ,970 

From fair Arisba, borne by fiery steeds . 

Of matchless size and streng^, fr^ Selles’ stream^ 
HippothSus led the bold Fdasgian tribes,. 

Who dwell in ridi Lar»sa’s fertile soil, . . • 

'HippothSus and Fylsnis, Lethus’ sons, « 

The smx of Teutamus, Felasgian chiefs 
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The Thradaas, hy fast-flowing Hellespont 
Encompass’d, Acamas and Peirous brave; 

TIm spear-skOl'd Qcones Euphemus led. 

Son of 'Proezenos, CSus’ highborn son. 980 

Fh»n distant Amydmi Pynecmes btought 
Tli<6 Peon ardbers from broad Axius’ banks; 

Axius,<tfae brightest stream on earth titat flows. 

The hairy strength of great Pylsemenes 
The Paphlagonians led from Eneti 
O^Tience first appear'd the stubborn race of mules). 

Who in Cytorus and in Sesamum, 

And round Farthenius’ waters had frieir home; 

Who dwelt in Cromne, and .£gialus. 

And on the lofty Eiythinian rock. 990 

By Hodius and Epistrophus were brought 
From distant Alybe, the wealdiy source 
Of silver ore, tire Alizonian ban^. 

Chromis the Mynans led, and Ennomus ; 

A skilhil aogw, bat his augury 

From gloomy deatii to save faun gought avail’d; 

Slain by tiie son of Fdeus, in the stream, ^ 

Where numy anotiter Trojan felt his arm. * . '• 

FrMD far Ascania’s lake, with Phorcys join’d, 

The godlike presorce of Ascanius brought 1000 

The Phrygians, dauntiess in the standing fight. 

I^om Lydia came PylsEmenes’ two sons. 

Bom of the lake Gygeuui ; Antiphus, 

And Mestbles; th^ Heonia’s forces led. 

Who dwdt around the foot of Tmolus’ hUL 
In cfaiBge (A Nastes came the Carian troops. 

Of barbarous speech; who in Miletus dwelt. 

And in the dense entangled fmreft shade 
Of Phthira’s lull, and on the lofty ridge 
Of Mycale, aqd by Msmnder’s stream; xoio 

These .came flitii ^otes and Ampbimacus; 

Amplumaciw 'andHastes, Nomion’s sons; 

With childish Idly to tiie war 1 ^ came. 

Laden with atixte of gold; yet nought avaO’d 
IBs gdd tossmi him from the doom of death} 

Slain by^the soni Pdeus in the stream; 

.And all his wnsltii Adiilies bme away. 

Supedon last, and valiant (Caucus led 
The Ljrdan bands, from distant Lycta’s shores 
Beside the banks of Xanthos’ eddying stream. 
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BOOK III 

ARGUMENT 

The armies meet. Paris throws out a challenge to the Grecian Princes. 
Menelaus accepts it. The terms of the combat are adjusted 
solemnly by Agamemnon on the part of Greece, and by Priam 
on the part of Troy. The combat ensues, in which Paris is 
vanquished, whom yet Venus rescues. Agamemnon demands 
from the Trojans a performance of the covenant. 

When by their several chiefs the troops were rang’d^ 

With noise and damour, as a flight of birds^ 

The men of Troy advanc’d; as when the cranes^ 

Flying the wintry storms, send forth on high 
Their dissonant clamours, while o’er th’ ocean stream 
They steer their course, and on their pinions bear 
Rattle and death to the Pygmaean race. 

} On th’ other side the Greeks in silence mov’d, 

Breathing firm courage, bmt on mutual aid! 

As when the south wind o’er the mountain tops lo 

Spreads a thick veil of mist, tlie sh^herd’s bane. 

And friendly to the* nightly thief alone. 

That a stone’s throw the range of vision bounds; 

So rose the dust-cloud, as in serried ranks 
With rapid step they mov’d across the plain. 

But when tb’ opposing forces near were met, 

A panther’s skin across his shoulders flung. 

Aim’d with hb boW and sword, in front of all 
Advanc’d the godlike Paris; in his hand 
He pois’d two brass-tipp’d jav’lins, and defied so 

To mortal combat all the chiefs of Greece. ' 

Him when the warlike Menelaus 
With haughty strides advancing from the crowd; , 

As when a lion, hunger-pindi’d, e«^ies 
Some migfity beast of chase, or ander’d stag, 

Or mountain goa^, and with exulting spring 
Strikes down his prey, and on the carcase feeds, 

TJnscar’d by baying hounds md eager yoxifiai 
So Menelaus«saw with fierce delight 

43 • 
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The godlike Paris; for he deem'd that now 30 

His vengeance was at hand; and from his car. 

Arm’d as he was, he leap*d upon the plain. 

But whm the godlike Paris saw him spring 
Defiant from the ranks, with quailing heart. 

Back to his comrades' shelt'ring crowd he sprang, t 
In fear death; as when some trav’ller spies. 

Coil’d in bis path upon the mountain side, 

A deadly snake, back he recoils in haste, 

His limbs all trembling, and his dieek aU pale; 

So back recod’d^ in fear of Atreus’ son, 40 

The godlike Paris 'mid the Trojan host. 

To whmn in stem rebuke thus Hector spoke: 

" Ihou wretihed Paris, thou^ in form so fair. 

Thou slave of wcnnan, manhood’s counterfeit! 

Would thou hadst ne’er been bom, or died at least 
Unwedded; ko 'twere better far for all. 

Than dius to live a scmdal and repros^. 

Well may the kmg-hair’d Gredcs triumphant boast. 

Who thiw thee, horn thine outa^prd show, a chief 
Among our warriors; but thou hast in truth 
Nor strength of mind, nor courage in the fight. 

How was’t ^t such as thou could e’er induce 
A nolde band, in ocean-going ships . 

To cross the main, with men of otbpr lands 
Mixing in amiQr, and bearing thence 
A woman, fair of face, b^ marriage ties 
Bound to a race of warriors; to my sire, 

Thy.state, thy peo(dle, cause cd endless gnef. 

Of t^hirn{^ to my ib^ contempt to thm! 

Duxdt.thott the warlike Itoidius meet, 

. Thoa tolhy cost shoul^st leam the in^t of him 
Whdtb bride, thou <hdst not fear to bear away : 
Thec^:d|ouldst thou find of small avail thy l}rre, 

. Or glitt of beauty and (rf gyace. 

Or, tiunjdeo jls tbe^dust, thy fiowing hair. 

Bat too lorbeaiing are die nuri Troy; 

Blse for die iOs diat thou hast wrought the state. 

Ere s^tlty body had in stone been cas’d.’' 

Tb whom the ^Uke Paris thps replied: 

,** Hector, X oee^ must own thy censure just, ye 

Nor trithouteauiM; thy dauntless ooura^ knowt 
Nor pause nor weariMss; but as an axe, * 
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That in a strong man’s hand^ who fashions out 
Some naval timber^ with unbated edge 
Cleaves the firm wood^ and dids the striker’s force; 

Ev’n so unwearied is Ay warlike soul. 

Yet blame not me for golden Venus’ gifts: 

The gifts of Heav’n are not to be despis’d, 

WhiA Heav’n may give, but man could not command. 

But if Aou wilt tl^t I should dare the fight, 8o 

Bid Aat Ae Trojans and Ae Grecians all 

Be seated on the ground; and in thc^ midst 

The warlike Menelaus and myself 

Stand front to front, for Helen and Ae spoils 

Of war to combat; and whoe’er shall prove 

The better man in conflict, let him be^ 

The woman and the spoils in triumph home; 

While ye, Ae rest,' in peace and friendship sworn. 

Shall still possess the fertile plains of Tpy; 

And to Aeir native Argos Aey return, 90 

For noble steeds and lovely women fam’d.” 

He said, and Hectpr joy’d to hear his words: 

« Forth in the midst he stepp’d, and with his spear 
Grasp’d by Ae middle, stay’d Ae Trojan ranks. 

At him Ae longAair’d Grecians bent their bows, 

Prompt to assail with arrows and wiA stones; 

But loud the monarch Agamemnon’s voice 
Was heard; ** Hold, Argives, hold! ye sons of Greece, 
Shoot not! for Hector of Ae glancing helm 
HaA, as it seems, some message to impart.” zoo 

He said; they.held Aeir hands, and silent Stood ^ 
Expectant, till to boA thus Hector spoke: 

” Hear noWj. ye Trojans, and ye wdl-greav^d Credos, 

The words of F^s, cause of all this war. , 

He asks through me Aat all the host of Tr^ 

And Grecian wamors shall upon the ground 

Lay down Aeir glitt’ring ams; while in ^ midst 

The warlike Menelaus and himseH 

Stand front to front, for Hden and Ae « 

Of war combat; and whoe’er shall prove ^ 1x0 

The better man in conflict, let lum bear 

The woman and the spoib in triumph home, . 

While we> Ae rest, firm peace and friendA^ sweax/’ 

Thus Hector spoke; the rest m sUenc^hmd; 

But MeaeUbus, bold in fight, replied: 
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** Hear now my answer; in this quarrel I 
May claim the chiefest share; and now 1 hope 
Trojans and Greeks may see the final close 
Of all the labours ye so long have borne 
T’ avenge my wrong, at Paris’ hand sustain’d. 120 

And of us two whiche’er is doom’d to death, 1 

So let him die I the resty depart in peace. 

Bring then two lambs, one white, the other black. 

For Tellus and for Sol ; we on our part 
Will bring another, for Saturnian Jove: 

And let the majes^ of Priam too 
Appear, himself to consecrate our oaths, 

(For recess are his sons, and void of faith,) 

That none Jove’s oath may dare to violate. 

For young men’s spirits are too quickly stirr’d; 130 
But in the councils check’d by rev’rend age. 

Alike are weigh’d the future and the past. 

And for all int’rests due provisicm made.” 

He said, and Greeks and Trojans gladly heard, 

In hopes of respite from the wear^ war. 

They raid’d the cars in ranks; and they themselves ^ . 
Descend!^ dofiTd then arms, and laid them down 
Qose each by each, with narrow space between. 

Two heralds to the city Hector sent 

To bring the lambs, and aged Priam call ; 140 

While Agamemnon to the hollow ships, 

Their lamb to brin^, in haste Talthybius sent: 

He heard, and strs^ht the monarch’s voice obey’d. 

Meantime to white-arm’d Helen Iris sped, 

The heavUy messenger; in form she seem’d 
Her husband’s sister, whom Antenor’s son 
The valiant HeUcaon bad to wife, 

Laodice, of Priam’s daugliters all 

Loveliest of face: she in bar chamber foxmd 

Her whom she sought: a m^hty web die wove, 150 

Of douUe woof ond brilliant hues; whereon 

WjM mtdrwoyen many a toilsome strife 

Of Trajan warriors and of brass-dad Greeks, 

Fcnher.enoounter’datthe bandof Mars. ^ 

Beside her Iris stood, and thus she spohe; 

” Comt, sister dear, and see the glorious deeds 
Of Trojan waigiorB and of bra^s-dad Greeks. 

Tbi^ who erewhile, impatient 'for the fight,* 
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Roll’d o’er the plain the woful tide of war. 

Now silent sit, the storm, of battle hush’d, z6o 

Reclining on ^eir shields, their lances bright 
Pil’d by their sides; while Paris in the midst. 

And warlike Menelius, stand prepar’d 
With the long spear for thee to fight; thyself 
The prize of conquest and the victor’s wife.” 

Thus as she spoke, in Helen’s breast arose 
Fond recbllection of her former Lord, 

Her home, and parents; o’er her head she threw 
A snowy veil; and shedding tender tears 
She issu’d foxth, not unaccompanied; 170 

For with her went fmr iEthra, Pittheus’ child, 

And stag-ey’d Qyihene, h^ maidens twain. 

They quickly at the Scsean gate arriv’d. 

Attending there on aged Priam, sat 
The Elders of the city; Paathous, 

And Lampus, and Thymaet^; Clytius, 

Bold Icet&on, and Ucalegon, . 

With sage Antenor, yise in council both: 

, All these were gather’d at the Scaean gate; 

By age exempt from war, but in discourse z8o 

Abundant, as the cricket, that on high 

From topmost boughs of forest tree sends forth 

His delicate musi<^ so on Ilium’s tow’rs 

Sat the sage chiefs and councillors of Troy, 

Helen they saw, as to the towV she came; 

And, ” ’tis no marvel,” one to other said, 

” The valiant Trojans and the well^-gteav’d Gredcs 
For beau^ sixch as ibis should long endure ^ 

^ The toils of -war; for goddess-like she seems; 

And yet, deq>ite her ^u^, let her go, 190 

Nor brii^ on us and on our sons a cnrs^” . 

Thus &ey; but aged Priam Hden call’d: 

” Come here, my child, and sitting by my side. 

From whence thop canst discern &y form^ I^rd, 

His kindred, and thy friends (not tihee I l%^e> ^ 

But to tito Qods I owe this woful war), 

Tell me tne name of yonder mighty dmef 
Among the Greeks a warrior brave and; strong: 

Others in height surpass him; but my eyes 
A form so noble never jmtb^eld, « 200 

Nor so august; be movfi, a King indeed! ** 
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To idiom in answer, Helen, beav’nly fair: 

. ** Wtdi reverence, dearmt father, and with diame 
1 lodr on thee: oh woi^ that I had died 
Iliat day when hither trith thy son I came, 

^d left my husband, frirads, and darling child. 
And aU the lov’d companions of my youth: 

That I died not; ^tfa grief I pine away. 

But to diy question: I will tell tiiee true; 

Yon duef is Agamemnon, Atreus’ son. 
Wide-reigning, mighty monardi, ruler good. 

And valiaat warrior; in my husband’s name. 

Lost I am, I call’d him brother once.” 

She spoke: th’ old man admiring gaz’d, and cried, 
“ Oh blesMd Atrides, child of happy fate. 

Favour’d of Heav’nl how many noble Oreelcs 
Obey thy tide t In vine-clad Phrygia once 
I saw dw hosts of Phrygian warriors wheel 
Their nq>id steeds; and with them, all tte bands 
Of Oi3P^, and Mygdcm, godlike Kmg, 

Who ii^ encamp’d beside Sangarij^s’ stream: 

I too them was number’d, in the day 
When them in the field die Amazons, 

The w<»naa-wairiors; but their forces 
Reach’d not the number of the keen-ey’d Greeks.” 

Ulysses next the old man saw, and ask’d, 

” Tdl me again, dear child, who this' may be. 

In stature less ^an Atreus’ royal son. 

But bmader-shoultfor’d, and of ampler chest. 

His arms are hud upon the fertile plain. 

But fae.himself is moving through the ranks, 
In^ieetmg, like a foll-fieejc’d ram, that moves 
Ha}eslie through a flodc of snow-white ewes.” 

To i^»m Jove's offspring. Helm, thus relied: 

** The wise inysses that, Laertes' son: 


" tit t^eemyiM^rds 1 can die truth avouch; 
For l^hm omen cm thine account to treat, - * 
Brave llendius imd UfyssM came,- , 

1 lo<4;'d'tbem in my house, and lov’d them both. 
And studied ^ form and mind of eadu 

As thqr with ‘Rojans mix’d unodal guise, • 
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Vlbea both were standings o'er his comrade higfc 
Widi broad*set shoulders Henelaus stood; 

Seated, Ulysses was the nobler form: 

Then, in the great Assonbly, when to all 
Their public speech and argument t^ fram'd. 

In fluent language Menelius spoke. 

In words though few, yet clear; thoi^h ]roung m years,'' • 
No wordy babbler, wasteful of his sprech: 

But when the skill'd Ulysses rose to speak. 

With dowB‘<ast visage would he stand, his eyes 
Bent (Hx the ground; the stafi he bore, nor back 
He wav'd, nor forwu'd, but like one untaught. 

He held it motionless; who only saw 
Would say ^t he was mad, or void of sense: 

But when his diest its deei>-ton'd voice sent forth. 

With words that fell like flakes of wintry snow, 260 
No mortal with Ulysses could compare: 

Then little reck'd we of his outward ^ow.” 

At sight of Ajax next th* old man enquir’d; 

“ Who IS yon other warrior, breve and strong, 

•Tow’ring o'er all with head and shoulders broad? ” 

To whom, in answer, Hcilen, heav'nly fair: 

" Gigantic Ajax that, the prop of Greece; 

And by bis side Idomeneus of Crete 
Stands godlike, circled round by Cretan chiefs.' 

The warlike Menelaus welcom’d him 270 

Oft m our palace, when from Crete he came. 

Now all the other kedo-ey’d Greeks I see. 

Whom once I knew, and now could call % name; 

But two I miss, two captams of the h<^t, 

. My own taro brethren, and tny mother’s s<ws, ^ 

Ci^r and B(fllux; -C^tor, horseman bold, 

Pollux, unmatch’d m pugilistic skill. 

In Lac^emon have uiey stay’d bdind? 

Or can it be, in ocean-going uips 
That they have owe indeecyiiut Ann to 280 

The fight of wanv^ fearful of the Mmme, •, 

And deqi^disgraee mat on In^ name attend? 

Thus she; unoonsdous that m.%iarto th^, %: . . 

Their native land, beneath flUe sm wwe Imr^ T \ 

Meanwhile the heralds tiuough the bjm , . 

The trea^ off'rings to the Gods; the landxt; 

And genial drine, the inoduce of the soil. 



Book 


50 Homer’s Iliad 

In goat-skin fla^: therewith a flagon bright, 

And cups of gold, Idseus brought, and stood 
Beside the aged King, u thus he spoke: 

** Son of Laomedon, arisel the chiefs 
Of Trojan warriors and of biass-clad Gredcs 
Gdl for thy presence on the battle-plain 
To swear a truce; where Paris in the midst 
And warlike Mendaus stand prepar’d 
With the long spear for Hden and the spoils 
Of war to combat, that whoe’er may prove 
The better man in fight, may bear away 
The woman and the spoils in triumph home; 

While, m,- the rest, in peace and friendship sworn, 
Shall still possess die fertile plains of Troy; 

And to their native Argos they return. 

For noble steeds and lovdy women fam’d.” ‘ 

He said; die old man shudderid at his words: 

But to his comrades gave command forthwith 
To yoke his car; and they his word ol^’d. 

Priam, ascending, gather’d up tfaordns. 

And wirii Antenor by his side, the twain 
Drove through the Scsean gate their flying steeds. 

^t when between th’ opposing ranks ^y came, 
Al^ting horn the car, they mov’d on foot 
Between the Trojan and the Grecian hosts. 

Uprose then Agamemnon, King of men, 

U{nose the sage Uljrsses; to the front 
The heralds brought the ofPrii^ to the Gods, 

And in the fla^^ mix’d Ihe wine, and pour’d 
Hie halknring water on ttie monuchs’ hands. 

His daaM tom the son of Atreus drew, 

Suspoiim, as was wont, beside the l^t 
Of bis.ipeat sword; and from the victim’s head 
He cdttdie sacxed lock, vdiich to the duefs 
Of Triojf'and Greece the heralds pmtion’d out. 

Then with uplifted handwhe pnqr’d aloud: 

Father Jovel who rul’st Ida’s bright. 

Most great! most ^orioosl and thou Sun, who see’st 
And heaseit all thu^l Biverst and thou EarthI ' 
And yp,, who after deaft benea^ the earth 
Your^efi^;eance wreak on souls (d men forsworn, 

Be wittien ye; and this our oov’nant guard. 
If.lfeadUto fan Iqr Paris’ hand. 
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Let him retain teth Hden and the apoQ, 

While in our ships we take our homeward ways 
If Paris be by Menel&us slain, 

Troy shall surroider Helen and the spoil, 

With compensation ^ue to Greece, tha,i ^ to 
A record may to future days remain. 

But, Paris dain, if Priam and his sons 
The promis’d ompenwtion shall withhold. 

Then here, my rights in battle to assert. 

Will I remain, till I the end achieve.” 

Thus as he spoke, across the -nctims* throats 
He drew tiie pitfless blade, and on the ground , 

He laid them gasping, as the stream of life 
Pour’d forth, &eu vigour by the blade subdued. 

Then, from die flagon drawn, from out the cups 
The wine they pour’d; and to th’ eternal Gods 
They pray’d; and thus from Trojans and from Greeks 
Arose the joint petition; ” Grant, O Jovel 
Most great! most glorious! grant, ye heav’nly pow’rs. 
That whosoe’er this folenm truce shall break, 

« Ev’n as this wine we pour, their hearts’ best blood. 
Theirs and their children’s, on the earth be pour’d. 
And strangers in subjection take their wivesl ” 

Thus they; but Jove, unyieldii^, heard their pray’r 
The rites peiform’p, then ag^ Priam spoke: 

” Hear me, ye Trojans, and ye well-greav’d Greeks 1 
To Ilium’s breezy heights I now withdraw. 

For that mine eyes will not endure the sight 
Of warlike Mecci&UB and my son 
Engag’d in deadly ocnnbat; of the two 
Which may be doom’d to death, is only known 
To Jove, and to th’ immortal pow’rs of HeavW’ . 

llius spoke the godlike King; and on the^car 
He plac’d the consecrated lambs; Mmself ; 

Ascending then, he gather’d bp ^ ions. 

And with Antenor.by his side, the twain ■ 

To Ilium’s walls retrac’d their homeward wa|r, . . 

Then arm of Priam, measur’d out^' . 

With s^ Ulysses join’d. Ill’ allotted spacejv < . 

Next, in the brass-bound helmet cast me,16tai. 

Which of the two the first should throw the qiear. 
The crowd, with hands uplifted, to the Gods, 

Trojans and Greeks alike, address’d their pn^r: 
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” O Father Jove! who ruFst from Ida’s heii^ht, 

Most great] most glorious! grant that wh(>soe’er 
On both our armies hath this turmoil brought 
May undergo the doom of death, and we, 

The rest, peace and lasting friendship swear.” 

Thus they; great Hector of the glancing helm, 

With eyes avt^^, stock the casque; and forth 380 
> Wasci^tito on theground. 

The ddm by Itoite, wb^near each ^ 

Were eani^d im eteeds, and glitt’iing arms. 

Then e’er his slUMders dton*d his armour bright 
The godlike Fads, iair-haVd Helen’s Lord: 

First to hif legs the well-wrought greaves he fix’d^ 
Fastto’d with silver clasps; his ample diest 
A breastplate guarded^ by Lycaon lent. 

His brother, but which fitted well his form. 

Around his shoulders slung, his sword he bore, 390 

Frass-bladed, silver-studded; tbm his shield 
Weighty and strong; and on his firm-set head 
A helm he wore, wcU wrought, wi^h horsehair plume 
That nodded, fearful, o’er his brow; his hand 
Grasp’d ^e firm spear, familiar to his hold* 

Prepar’d alike the adverse warrior stood. 

They, from the crowd apart their armour donn’d. 

Came forth; and each, with eyes of mutual hate, 

R^ardto each: admiring wonder seiz’d 
The Trojan warriors and the wcU-greav’d Greeks, 

As in tto centre of the measur’d ground 
They stpto oppos'd, and pois'd their quiv’ring spears. 
FiislParis tiu^w his we^hty spear, and struck 
Fair in the midst Atrides' buclder round, 

Butbroke not through; upon tto stubborn targe 
Was bent the lance's po^l^; ^to thus to Jove, 

His weapon hurling, Henelaus pray’d : 

’’ Great £ng> on iSm who wrought me causeless wrong, 

On Paris, grant that retriburion due 
My arm may bring; ttot men m days to come 4; 

May fear tbeit tost to injure, and repay 
With, titoch^rous wile his homtable cares/,' ^ 

He sidd, poising, huri’d Ik weighty spear; 

Full in the midst it struck the btidUer round; 

Right ^rouglitto buckler pass'd the sturdy spear. 

And through die goigeous breastplate, and-within 


\ 
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Cut through the Vmen vest; but Paris, back 
Inclining, stooi'’d, and shunn’d the doom of death. 

Atrifles then hfe silver-studded sword 
Rearing on high, a mighty blow let fall 
On Paris’ helm ; but shiv’ring in his hand 
In countless iragments flew the faithless blade. 

Thw thus to Jove, with eyes uj^ift to Heav’n, 
^des made lus moaa: ^O^ather Jovel i 
dt aS.theOeidrrdMlmosf unfriendly thoul- ^ .1‘': 

On Paris' hMd. I hop’d fdr |dl his crimes .-t'! 

To wreak my venet^ce due; but in my grasp ' 

My faithless sword is shatter’d, and my spear 
Hath bootless left my hand, nor readi’d my foe.” 
Then onwa^ rushing, by the horsehur plume 
He seis’d his foeman’s helm, and wrenching round 
Drap’d by main force amid the well-greav’d Greeks. 
The broider’d strap, that, pass’d beneath hi? beard. 
The hdmet held, the warrior’s throat compress’d: 
Then had Atrides dragg’d him from the field. 

And endless fame acquir’d; but Venus, child 
pf Jove, her fav’rite’s peril quickly saw, 

And broke the throttling stnq> of tough bull’s-hide. 
In the broad hand the empty helm remain’d. 

The trophy, by their champion whirl’d amid 
The weU-greav’d G^ks, his eager comrades seiz’d; 
While he, infuriate, rush’d with murd’rous aim 
On Priam’s son; but him, the Queen of Love 
(As Gods can only) from the field convey’d. 

Wrapt in a misty cloud; and on a couch. 

Sweet peihnnSs breathing, gently laid him down; 
Then went.ia seardu ol Helen; her she found. 
Circled with Trojan dames, on Ilium’s .tow*!: . 

Her by hermry robe the Goddess hs^, 

And in the likenesswf an aged dame . u . ■ # 

Who oft for her, in Sparta when she dwdt, .p . , 
Many a fur fleece hml wrought, a^ lov’d hm well. 
Address’d thus; , ” Cpm^ to thy house; 
Come, Pam calls in his chamber Im ’ 

Expects thee, restuig on luxurious pouch, ‘ ' 

In CMtly gari), wirit manly beauty grac’d: , ' > ' 

Not from the fight of warriors wouldst thou deem 
He late had come, but for tiie dance prepar’d, • 

Or resting from the dance’s pleasing tofl.” 
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She said, and Helm’s spirit within her mov’d ; ^ . 460 
And wbm she saw thejG^dess’ beauteous neck, 

Her lovdy bosom, and her glowing eyes, 

She gaz’d in wonder, and address’d her thus: 

“ Oh why, great Goddess, make me thus thy sport? 
Sedc’st diou to. bear me far away from hence 
To some fair Phrygian Ifaeonian town. 

If there some mortal have thy fovour gain’d? 

Or, far that Menelaus in the field 

Hath vanquish’d Paris, and is willbg yet 

That I, his bane, should to his home return: 470 

Here art thou found, to weave again tiiy wiles 1 

Go thm thyself] thy godship abmcate ! 

Renounce 6l3rmpus I lavish here on him 
Thy pity and thy care! he may perchance 
Make thee his wife — at least his paramourl 
But'thither go not I! fool shame it were 
Agmn to share his bed; the dames of Troy 
Will fw a byword hold me; and e’en now 
My soul with endless sorrow is pqpsess’d.” 

To whom in anger heav’nly Venus spoke: 480 

"Incensemenot, poor fool! lest I in wrath 
Desert thee quite, and as 1 heretofore 
Have lov’d, so m^e thee object of my hate; 

And.kindle, ’twixt the Trojans and &e Greeks, 

Sodi bitter feuds, as both shall wreak on thee.” 

She said; and trembled Helen, child of Jove: 

She rose in silmce; in a snow-wUte veil 
All glitt’rii^ shrouded; by dte Goddess led 
She pass’d, unnotic’d by the Trojan dames. 

. But wbm to Paris’ splmdid house they came, 490 

Ibroimiag around h«r, her attendants gave 
Tbrir duteous servipe; through the lof^ hall 
Wifih 4piemly grac^ tte godlike wofpuin pass’d. 

A. nw'the laughter-loving GoddeM placed 
By Pari^ Bufe; there Helm sat, the child 
Qf teg^beai^ Jove, with doimcast eyes, 

Yet with sharp words she thus address’d her Lord : 

" Back battle? would thou there h&dst died 

Beneatii« wairioris am, wlunn onoe I call’d 

husbandl* vainly di<fet thoh boast erewhile 500 
Thine Sxm, t^gr dauntless counts, and thy spear 
Ihe waxlilte Menel&us should subdue 1 
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Go.now again, and challenge to the fight 
The Varlike Menel&us. Be thou ware ! 

I warn thee, pause, ere madly thou presume 
With fair-hair’d Mchelaus to contend! V 
Soon thouldst thou fall beneath his conq \^g spear.** 

To whom thus Paris: “ Wring not thiirs^ >soul 
With keen reproaches: now, with Pallas’ aia. 

Hath Menelaus conquer’d; b\it my day 
Will come: I too can boast my guardian Gods4 
But turn we now to love, and love’s delights; 

For never did thy beauty so inflame 
My sense; not when from Lacedaemon first 
I bore thee in my ocean-going ships. 

And revell’d in riiy love on Cranae’s isle. 

As now it fills my soul with fond desire.” 

He said, and led her to the nuptial couch; 1 
Her Lord she follow’d; and while there recc’d 
Upon the richly-inlaid couch they lay, 520 

Atrides, like a lion baffled, rush’d 
Amid the crowd, if hs^ly he might find 
Jhe godlike Paris; but not one of all 
The Trojans and ^eir brave ^ies could aid 
The warlike Menelaus in his search: 

Not that, for love, would any one that knew 
Have screen’d him from his anger, for they all 
Abhorr’d him as the shade of dea^: then thus 
Outspoke great Agamemnon, King of men: 

” Hear me, ye Trojans^ Dardans, and Allies I 530 

With warlike Menelaus rests, ’tis plain. 

The prize of vict’ry: then surrender ye 
The Argive^Hclen and the spoils of war. 

With compensation due to Greece, that so ' 

A record may to future days remain.’’ 

Thus he;* the Greeks, assenting, cheer’d hi$ words. 
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In a council of the Gods, a dispute arises between Jupiter and Juno, 
which is at last compromised, Jovc^c^nsentina to dispatch Minerva 
with a charfe to incite some Trojan to a violation of the truce. 
Minerva descends for that purpose, and in the form of Laodocus. 
a son of Priam, eahorts Pandarus to shoot at Menelaus, and 
succeeds. Ifenelaus is wounded, and Agamemnon having con- 
signed him to the care of Machaon, goes forth to perform the 
duties of oommander in chief, in the encouragement of his host to 
battle. The battle begins. 

On golden pavement^ round the Ixiard of Jove, 

The Gods wero gather’d; Hebe in the midst 
Pour’d die sweet xusctA; they, in golden cups, 

Each other pkt^’d, as down theytlook’d on Troy. 

Then Jove, with cutting words and taunting tone, • 
B^an die wrath of Juno to provoke: 

** Two Goddesses for Menelaus fight. 

Thou, Juno, Queen of ^^os, and with thee 

Minerva, shield of warriors; but ye (wo 

Look idly on, in vain delights absorb’d ; xo 

While bughter-loving Venus, at the side 

Of Paris standing, stiU averts his fate. 

And tescoes, .when, as now, expecting deaths 
To warlike MeneULus we decree. 

Of rigfhtyibe Vi^’ry; but consult we now 
What may tile Issue be;, if we sfa^ light 
Again die fianie of war and discord fieibe. 

Or the Wo sides in pmee and friwdship join 4 
For me, if diuo ymit geo’ral vqice ipdine^ . 

Let Priam’s atv^stand^ ai«i ^ so 

Tp wariflte Moi^Stts W 

So spoke but>eato4^o by ^de. 

Juno i^/Pallai gJanW mteiY^^ ^ ^4 
Of i& pQxWt 

^ Sat silent; andf, dioiq^h mly 
Yet answer’daidt a word; out Tniio’s brmst 
Could not contain her ra^, and^thus she ipoke: 

• $6 
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“ What words, dread son of Saturn, dost thou speak? 
How wouldst thou render vain, and void of fruit. 

My weary labour and my horses’ toil. 

To stir the people, and on Priam’s self. 

And Priam’s offspring, brin^ disastrous fate? . 

Do as thou wilt I yet not with our consent.” 

To whom, in wrath^ the Cloud-compeller thus: 

” Revengeful 1 how have Priam and his sons 
So deeply injur’d thee, that thus thou seek’st 
With unabated anger to pursue. 

Till thou o’erthrow, the strong-built walls of Troy? 

I verily believe that till thou force 

The gates, and raze the lofty walls, and feed 

On the raw flesh of Priam and his sons^ 

Thy vengeance never will be satisfied. 

But have thy wiU, lest this in future times 
’Twixt me and thee be cause of strife renew’d. 

Yet hear my words, and ponder what I say: 

If e’er, in times to come, my will should be 
Some city to destroy, inhabited 
By men belov’d of thee, ^ou shalt not seek 
To turn aside my wrath, but give it way. 
Spontaneous, yet with most unwilling mind^ 

So much I grant thee; for beneath the sun 
And starry Heav’n,*of all the cities fair. 

By mortal men inhabited, not one 
Was dearer to my soul than sacred Troy, 

And Priam’s seU, and Priam’s warrior race. 

For with dnnk4>ff’rings due, and fat of lambs, , 

My altar stiff l^th at their hands been fed; 

Such honour tQ us been ever paid.” , 

To whom the stag^’d Juno ^us repli^: 

” Three cities are there, dearest to my heart; 

Arg<», and Sparta, and the ample streets 
Of richMycense; workon tlmmthy iRuU ^ 

^ Destroy th«m,^tf thiae anger they 
I will not iiiti^posi^ nor hinder thee; 

Mourn them I shall; rductiU:|t me fh^r fall. 

But not for sovereign Ui thy win. ; " 

Yet should my latxnirs not be froftlem all; 

For 1 too am a God; my blood is thine; 

Worthy of honour, as the ddest bom * ^ 

Of deqniesigDuig Saturn, and thy wife; 
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Thine, who o’er all th’ Immortals reign’st suprcme^^ 

But yield we each to other, I to thee. 

And thou to me; the other Gods will all 
By OS be rul’d. . Pallas then enjoin 
That to Ibe bat^Beld of Greece and Troy 
She haste, and so contrive that Trojans fir^ 

May Ineak Ibe treaty, and the &eeks assail.” 

She si^^r fto Sire of Gods and men complied, 

And tbdt'sritb' winged words to Pallas spoke: 

“ Go to die battle-field of Greece and Troy So 

In haste, ud so contrive that l^jans first 
May break the treaty, and the Greeks assail.” 

BUs enirds fresh impulse gave to Pallas’ zeal. 

And from Ol3nDpos’ heights in haste she sped; 

Like to a meteor, that, of grave portent 
To warring armies or sea-faring men. 

The S(Hi of deep-designing Saturn sends. 

Bright-flashing, scatt’ring fiery sparks around. 

The blue-^’d Goddess darted down to earth. 

And Ujbtcd in the midst; amazement held 90 

The Thojan warriors and the well-greav’d Greeks ; * 

And one to oflter look’d and said, ” What means 
This sign? Must fearful battle rage again. 

Or may we hope for gentle peace from Jove, 

Who to mankind dispenses peace and war? ” 

Such was the converse Greeks and Trojans held. 

Pallas meanwhile, amid the Trojan host, 

Qad in die likeness of Antmior’s son, 

LSodocus, a spearman stout and brave, 

Searcb’d here and there, if haply she m^t find 100 
ThegodhkePandarus; Lycaon’sson, 

Strong and of courage unreprov’d, she found 
Standing by buckler’d warriors bold begirt. 

Who fw^d him from far dBsqnis’ stream. 

She stood beride him, and tddrm'd him thus: 

” Wilt ibon by be rul’d, Lyeaon’s si^? 

K>r durst tbon bnt at Menelata shoot 
Thy wu^ibi arrow, great would be diy fatnCj* 

And'great thy favour wilb the men of Troy, 
Andniostbfailt with Paris; at ha hand no 

Thou dudt recrive rich guerdon, when be hears 
That warlike Mendfius, by thy shaft 
Subdued, is laid upon the fun’ral pyre. 
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Ik-a(J then thy lx)w at Atreus' giOHOUS SOU, 

Vowing to Phitbus, Lycia’s guardian God, 

The Arcber-King, to pay of firstling lambs 
An ample hecatomb, when home return’d 
In safety to Zeleta’s sacred town.” 

Thus she; and, fool, ^ list’d to her wor^. 

Straight he uncas’d his polish’d bow, bis spoil xso ■ 

Won from a mountain ibex, which himseif, ^ 

In ambush lurking, through the breast had xEot, 

True to his aim, as from behind a crag 
He came in sight; prone on the rock he fell; 

With horns of sixteen palms his head was crown’d; 

These deftly wrought a skilful workman’s hwd. 

And polish’d smooth, and tipp’d the rads with gold. 

He brat, and resting on the ground his bow. 

Strung it anew; his faithful comrades held 

Their shields before him, lest the sons of Greece 130 

Should make their onset ere his shaft could reach 

The warlike Menelaus, Atreus’ son. 


His quiver then withdyawing from its case, 

With care a shaft he chose, ne’er shot before, 
Well-feather’d, messrager of pangs and death; 

'rhe stinging arrow fitted to tiie string. 

And vow’d to Phabus, Lycia’s guardian God, 

The Archer-King, to pay of firstling lambs 
An ample hecatomb, when home return’d 
In safety to Zeleia’s sacred town. 14® 

At once the sinew and tlie notch he drew; 

■ The sinew to Ifis brtast, and to the bow 
The iron head; then, when the mighty bow 
Was to a circle strain’d, sharp rang the horn. 

And loud the sinew twang’d, as tow’rd the crowd 
With deadly speed the eager arrow sprang. 

Nor, Mraelfius, was thy safety then 
Uncar’d for of tiie Gods; Jove’s dau|^to first, 

Pallas, before thee stood, and turn’d aside 

The pointed arrow; turn’d it so aside .iSo 

As when a jnother from her infant’s cheek, 

Wrdpt in sweet slumbers, brushes off a fly; - 

Its course she so duected that it struck ^ 

Just where the golden dasps the belt restrain’d,. 

And where the breas^late, doubled, chedo’d its force. 

On the close-fitting belt the arrow struck; 
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Right through the belt of curious workmanship 
It drove, and through the breastplate richly wrought. 

And through the coat of mail he wore beneath, 

The best defence his body to protect i6o 

From hostile jav’lins; that too pierc’d it through. 

And passing onwards graz’d the hero’s flesh. 

Forth issued from the wound the crimson blood. 

Thus haply when the hand of some fair maid, 

Lydian or Carian, stains with crimson dye 
The iv’ry cheek*piece of a warrior’s steed, 

By many a valiant horseman covetei|. 

As in the house it lies, a monarch’s boast, 

The horse adorning, and the horseman’s pride: 

So, Menelaus, then thy graceful thighs, zyo 

And knees, and ancles, with thy blood were dy’d. 

Great Agamemnon shudder’d as he saw 
The crimson blood-drops issuing from the wound; 
Shudder’d the warlike Menelaus’ self ; 

But when the sinew and the arrow-head 
He saw projecting, back his spirit^came. 

Then deeply groaning, Agamemnon spoke, • 

As Menelaus by the hand he held, 

And with him groan’d his comrades: ‘‘ Brother dear, 
Fatal to thee hath been the oath I swore, iSo 

When thou stood’st forth alone lor Qreece to fight; 
Wounded by Trojans, who their plighted faith 
Have trodden under foot; but not in vain 
Shall be the cov’nants and the blood of lambs. 

The absolute pledges, and the hand-plight giv’n, 

In which our trust was plac’d; if not at once. 

Hereafter Jove shall vindicate their claim; 

And heavy penalties shall Trojans pay 
With their own blood, their children’s, and their wives’. 
For in my inmost soul full well I know 190 

The day shall come when this imperial Troy, 

And Pnain’s race, and Priam’s royal self, 

Shall in one common ruin be o’erthrown ; 

And Saturn’s son himself, high-thronM Jove. 

Who dwells in Heav’n, shall m their faces flash 
His aegis dark and dread, this treaeb’rous deed 
Avenging; this shall surely come to pass. 

But, Menelaus, deep will be my grief, 

If thou sbouldst pensh, meeting thus thy fate. 
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To Airsty Argos should I then return 200 

By foul disgrace o’erwhelm’d; for, with thy fall, 

The Greeks will mind them of their native land: 

And as a trophy to the sons of Troy 

The Argive Helen leave; thy bones meanwhile 

Shall moulder here beneath a foreign soil, 

Thy work undone; and with insulting scorn 
Some vaunting Trojan, leaping on the tomb 
Of noble Menelaus^ thus shall say : 

' On all his foes may Agamemnon so 

His wrath accompli^, who hath hither led 210 

Of Greeks a mighty* rmy, all in vain; 

And bootless home with empty ships hath gone. 

And valiant Menclaus left behind : ' 

Thus when men speak, gape, earth, and hide my shame.” 

To whom the fair-hair*d Menelaus thus 
With cheering words: “ Fear not thyself, nor cause 
The troops to fear; the arrow hath not touch’d 
A vital part ; the sparkling belt hath first 
Turn’d it aside, the dovjblet next beneath, 

And coat of mail, the work of armorer’s hands.” 220 
' *To whom the monarch Agamemnon thus: 

” Dear Menelaus, may thy words be true 1 

The leech shall tend thy wound, and spread it o’er 

With healing ointments to assuage the pain.” 

He said, and to the sacred herald call’d : 

” Haste thee, TalthybiusI summon with all speed 
The son of iEsculapius, matchless leech, 

,3^achaon ; bid him hither haste to see 
The warlike Menelaus, chief of Greeks, 

Who by an arrow from some practis’d hand, 230 

Trojan or Lycian, hath receiv’d a wound; 

A cause of boast to them, to us of grief.” 

He said ; nor did the herald not obey, 

But through the brass-clad ranks of Greece he pass’d. 

In search of brave Machaon; him he found 
Standing, by buckler’d warriors bold begirt. 

Who follow’d him from Trica’s grassy plains. 

He stood bcftide him, and address’d him thus: 

” Up, son of iEscu^apius! Atreus’ son, 

Tlie mighty monarch, summons thee to see 340 

The warlike Menelaus, chief of Greeks, • 

Who by an arsow from some practis’d hand, 

) 
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Trojan or Lycian, hath receiv'd a wound; 

A cause of boast to them, to us of grief.’' 

Thus he ; and not unmov’d Machaon heard : 

They through the crowd, and through the wide-spread 
host, 

Together took their way; but when they came i 

Where fair-hair’d Menelaus, wounded, stood, 

Around him in a ring the best of Greece, 

And in the midst the godlike chief himself, 250 

From the close-fitting belt the shaft he drew, 

With sharp return of pain; the spalling belt 
He loosen’d, and the doublet underneath. 

And coat of mail, the work of arm’rer’s hand. 

But when the wound appear’d in sight, where struck 
The stinging arrow, from the clotted blood 
He cleans’d it, and applied with skilful hand 
The healing ointments, which, in friendly guise. 

The learned Chiron to his father ^ave. 

While round the valiant Menelaus they * 260 

Were thus engag’d, advanc’d the^Trojan hosts: 

They donn’d their arms, and for the fight prepar’d. 

In Agamemnon then no trace was seen 
Of laggard sloth, no shrinking from the fight. 

But full of ardour to the field he rush’d. 

He left his horses and brass-mounted car 
(The champing horses by Eurymedon, 

The son of Ptolemy, Peiracus’ son. 

Were held aloof), but with repeated charge 

Still to be near at hand, lest faint with toil 27a. 

His limbs should fail him in his proud career. 

Himself on foot the warrior ranks array’d; 

With cheering words addressing whom he found 
With zeal preparing for the battle-field : 

Relax not, valiant friends, your warlike toil; 

For Jove to falsehood ne’er will give his aid; 

And they who first, regardless of their oaths, 

Have broken truce, shall with their flesh themselv^ 

The vultures feed, wliilc we, their city raz’d, 

Their wives and helpless children bear awayi^’ 280 

But whom remiss and shrinking freyn the war 
He found, with keen rebuke he thus assail’d: 

“ Ye wretchfjid Greeks, your country’s foul reproach, 

Have ye no sense of sh^e? Why stand-ye thus 
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Lili^ timid fawns, that in the chase run down, 

Stand all bewilder’d, spiritless and tame? 

So stand ye now, nor dare to face the fight. 

What! will ye wait the Trojans* near approach. 

Where on the beach, beside the hoary deep. 

Our goodly ships are drawn, and see if Jove 290 

Will o’er you his protecting hand extend? ** 

As thus the King the serried ranks review’d. 

He came where thronging round their skilful chief 
Idomeneus, the warlike bands of Crete 
Were arming for thp fight; Idomeneus, 

Of courage stubborn as the forest boar, 

The foremost ranks array’d; Meriones 
The rearmost squadrons had in charge; with joy 
The monarch Agamemnon saw, and thus 
In flatt’ring terms Idomeneus address’d: 300 

“ Idomeneus, above all other Greeks, 
la battle and elsewhere, I honour thee ; 

And in the banquet, where the noblest Greeks 
In lordly goblets mixihe ruddy wine, 

•Though others drink their share, yet by thy side 
Thy cup, like mine, still new replenish’d stands 
To drink at pleasure. Up then to the fight. 

And show thyself the w’arrior that thou art.” 

To whom the Cretan King, Idomeneus : 

“ In me, Atrides, thou shalt ever find, 310 

As at the first I promis’d, comrade true ; 

But go, and stir the ether long-hair’d Greeks 
To speedy battle; since the Trojans now 
The truce have broken ; and defeat and death 
Must wait on those who have their oaths forsw'om.” 

He said, and Agamemnon went his way 
Rejoicing; through the crowd he pass’d, and came 
Where stood th’ Ajaces; them, in act to arm. 

Amid a cloud of infantry he found ; 

And as a goat-herd from his watch-tow’r crag 320 

Be^lds a cloud advancing o’er the sea. 

By Zephyr’s breath impell’d; as from afar 
He gazes, nlack as pitch, it sweeps along 
O’er the dark ocean’s face, and with it brings 
. A hurricane of rain ; he, shudd’ring, sees. 

And drives his flock beneath the shelt’rinycave; 

So thick andNdark, about th* Ajaqps stirr’d. 
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Impatient for the war, the stalwart youths, ^ 

Black masses, bristling dose with spear and shield. 

Well pleas’d, the monarch Agamemnon saw, 330 

And thus address’d them: “ Valiant chiefs, to you, 

The leaders of the brass-clad Greeks, I give \ 

(’Twere needless and unseemly) no commands; 

For well ye understand your troops to rouse 
To deeds of dauntless courage; would to Jove, 

To Pallas and Apollo, that such mind 
As is in you, in all the camp were found; 

Then soon should Priam’s lofty city fall, 

Tak'n and destroy’d by our victorious hands.” 

Thus saying, them he left, and onward mov’d. 340 
Nestor, the smooth-tongu’d Pylian chief, he found 
The troops arraying, and to valiant deeds 
His friends encouraging; stout Pelagon, 

Alastor, Chromius, Haemon, w'arlike Prince, 

And Bias bold, his people’s sure defence. 

In the front rank, with chariot and w’ith horse. 

He plac’d the mounted warriors; In the rear, 

Num’rous and brave, a cloud of infantry, • 

Compactly mass’d, to stem the tide of war. 

Between the two he plac’d th’ inferior troops, 350 

That e’en against their will they needs must hght. 

The horsemen first he charg’d, and bade them keep 
Their horses well in hand, nor wildly rush 
Amid the tumult; “ See,” he said, ” that none. 

In skill or valour over-confident. 

Advance before his comrades, nor alone 
Retire; for so your lines were easier forc’d; 

But ranging each beside a hostile car, 

Thrust with your spears; for such the better w’ay; 

By men so disciplin’d, in elder days 360 

Were lofty w'alls and fenced towms destroy’d.” 

Thus he, experienc’d in the w^ars of old ; 

Well pleas’d, the monarch Agamemnon saw, 

And thus address’d him : “ Would to Heav’n, old man, 
That, as thy spirit, such too were thy strength 
And vigour of thy limbs; but now old age. 

The common lot of mortals, weiglis thee down; 

Would* I could see some others in thy place, 

And thou the^rigour of thy youth retain ! ” 

To whom Gerenian Nestor thus replied 
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“ Atrides, I too fain would see restor’d 
The Strength I once possess’d, what time I slew 
The godlike Ereuthalion; but the Gods 
On man bestow not all their gifts at once; 

I then was young, and now am bow'd with age, 

Yet with the chariots can I still go forth. 

And aid with sage advice: for such the right 
And privilege of age ; to hurl the spear 
Belongs to younger men, who after me 
Were bom, who boast their vigour unimpair’d." 380 
He said ; and Agamemnon went his way, 

Rejoicing: to Menestheus next he came. 

The son of Peteus, charioteer renown’d ; 

Him found he, circled by th* Athenian bands, 

The raisers of the war-cry; close beside 
The sage Ulysses stood, around him rang’d. 

Not unrenown’d, the Ccphalonian troops : 

The sound of battle had not reach’d their ears ; 

For but of late the Greek and Trojan hosts 

Were set in motion; they expecting stood, 390 

Till other Grecian columns should advance, 

Xssail the Trojans, and renew the war. 

Atrides saw, and thus, reproachful, spoke: 

“ 0 son of Peteus, Heav’n-descended King I 
And thou too, master of all tricky arts, 

Why, ling’ring, stand ye thus aloof, and wait 
For others coming ? ye should be the first 
The hot assault of battle to confront; 

For ye are first my summons to receive. 

Whene’er the honour’d banquet we prepare: 400 

And well ye like to eat the sav’ry meat. 

And, at your will, the luscious wine-cups drain: 

Now stand ye here, and unconcern’d would see 
Ten columns pass before you to the fight.” 

To whom, with stem regard, Ulysses thus: 

" What words have pass’d the barrier of thy lips, 

Atrides? how with want of warlike zeal 

Canst thou reproach us? when the Greeks again 

The* fires dii'war shall kindle, thou shalt see 

(If that thou care to see) amid the ranks 410 

Of Troy the father of Telemachus 

In the fore-front: thy words are empty w^d.” 

Atrides smd’d to see him chafe, and thus 
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Again took up the word: “ Ulysses sage^ 

Laertes’ high-born son^ not over-much 
I give thee blame, or orders; for I know 
Thy mind to gentle counsels is inclin’d ; 

Thy thoughts are one with mine; then come, henceforth 
Shall all be well; and if a hasty word 
Have pass’d, Heav’n grant no ill may thence ensue.” 420 
Thus saying, them he left, and onward mov’d. 

The son of Tydeus, valiant Diomed, 

Standing he found amid his warlike steeds 
And well-built cars; beside him, Sthenelus, 

The son of Capaneus ; Atrides saw. 

And thus address’d him with reproachful words; 

” Alas 1 thou son of Tydeus, w'ise and bold, 

Why crouch with fear? why thus appall’d survey 
The pass of war? not so had Tydeus crouch’d; 

His hand was ever ready from their foes 430 

To guard his comrades; so, at least, they say 
\Miose eyes beheld his labours; I myself 
Nor met him e’er, nor saw; but, ^^y report, 

Thy father was the foremost man of men. 

A stranger to Mycenae once he came, 

With godlike Polyniccs ; not at war. 

But seeking succour for the troops that lay 
Encamp’d before the sacred walls of^ Thebes; 

For reinforcements earnestly they sued; 

The boon they ask’d was granted them, but Jove 440 
With unpropitious omens turn’d them back. 

Advancing on their journey, when they reach’d 
Asopus’ grassy banks and rushes deep. 

The Greeks upon a mission Tydeus sent: 

He went; and many Thebans there he found 
Feasting in Eteocles’ royal haU: 

Amid them all, a stranger and alone. 

He stood unterrihed, and challeng’d all 
To wrestle with him, and with ease o’erthrew: 

So mighty was the aid that Pallas gave. 450 

Whereat indignant, they, on his return. 

An ambush set, of fifty chosen youths; 

Two were their leaders; Haemon’s godlike son, 

Maeon, and Lycophontes, warrior brave, 

Son of Autophonus ; and these too far’d 
But ill at Tydeus’ hand; he slew them all: 
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Msoqn alone^ obedient to the Gods, 

He spar’d, and bade him bear the tidings home. 

Such Tydeus was: though greater in debate, 

His son will never rival him in arms.” 460 

He said: brave Diomed in silence heard, 

Submissiv ; to the monarch’s stem rebuke ; 

Then ans' /er’d thus the son of Capaneus : 

” Atrides, speak not falsely: well thou know’st 
The truth, that we our fathers far surpass. 

The seven-gated city, Thebes, we took. 

With smaller force beneath the wall of Mars, 

Trusting to heav’nly signs, and fav’ring Jove, 

Where they by blind, presumptuous folly fail’d; 

Then equal not our fathers' deeds with ours.” 47c 

To whom thus Diomed, with stem regard : 

“ Father, be silent; hearken to my words: 

I blame not Agamemnon, King of men, 

Who thus to battle stirs the well-greav'd Greeks : 

Great will his glory be if we o'ercome 
The valiant Trojans, and their city take; 
jGreat too his loss, if they o'er us prevail: 

Then come, let us too for the fight prepare.” 

He said; and from the car leap’d down in arms: 

Fierce rang the armour on the warrior’s breast, 480 

That ev’n the stou^st heart might quail with fear. 

As by the west wind driv’n, the ocean waves 
Dash forward on the far-resounding shore, 

Wave upon wave; first curls the ruffled sea 
With whit’nirg crests; anon with thund’ring roar 
It breaks upon the beach, and from the crags 
Recoiling flings in giant curves its head 
Aloft, and tosses high the wild sea-spray: 

Column on column, so the hosts of Greece 

Pour’d, ceaseless, to the war; to each the chiefs 490 

Their orders gave; the rest in silence mov'd: 

Nor would ye deem that such a mighty mass, 

So passing, could restrain their tongues, in awe 
Of their g^eat captains: far around them flash'd 
The glitt’hng armour they were girt withal. 

On th’ other hand, the Trojans, as the flocks 
That in the court-yard of some wealthy Lord 
In countless numbers stand, at milking-time. 

Incessant blei^ting, as their lambs they hear; 
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So rose their mingled clamours through thf camp; ^ . 500 

For not one language nor one speech was there. 

But many nations call’d from distant lands : 

These Mars inspir’d, and those the blue-ey’d Maid; 

And Fear, and Flight, and Discord unappeas’d, 

Of blood-stain ’d Mars the sister and the friend: 

With humble crest at first, anon her head, 

While yet she treads the earth, affronts the skies. 

The gage of battle in the midst she threw. 

Strode through the crowd, and woe to mortals wrought. 
\\Tien to the midst they came, together rush’d 510 

Bucklers and lances, and the furious might 
Of mail-clad warriors; bossy shield on sh clj 
Clatter’d in conflict ; loud the clamour rose. 

Tlien rose too mingled shouts and groans of men 
Slaying and slain; the earth ran red with blood. 

As when, descending from the mountain's brow. 

Two wintr)' torrents, from their copious sc'urce 
Pour downward to the narrow pass, where meet 
Their mingled waters in some de^.p ravine. 

Their weight of flood ; on the far mountain's side 520 • 
The shepherd hears the roar; so loud arose 
The shouts and yells of those commingling hosts. 

First ’mid the foremost ranks Antilochus, 

A Trojan warrior, Echepolus, slew, , 

A crested chief, Thalesius’ noble son. 

Beneath his horsehair-plumed helmet’s peak 
The sharp spear struck; deep in his forehead fix’d 
It pierc’d the bone; then darkness veil’d his eyes, 

And, like a tow’r, amid the press he fell. 

Him Elephenor, brave Abantian chief, 530 

Son of Chalcodon, seizing by the feet, 

Dragg’d from beneath the darts, in haste to strip 
His armour off ; but short-liv’d was th’ attempt ; 

For bold Agenor mark’d him as he drew 

The corpse aside, and with his brass-lipp’d spear 

Thrust through his flank, unguarded, as he stoop’d, 

Beside his shield; and slack’d his limbs in death. 

The spirit was fled; but hotly o’er him rag’d 
The war of Greeks and Trojans; fiercf as wolves 
They fought, man struggling hand to hand witli man. 540 
Then Ajajs Telamon Anthemion’s son, 

A stalwart stripling, Simoisius, slew; - 



Book iV. Homcr’s Iliad 69 

Whose mother gave him birth on Simois' banks, 

WheA with ln^r parents down from Ida’s heights 
She drove her flock; thence Simoisius nam’d: 

Not destin’d he his parents to repay 
Their early care; for short his term of life. 

By godlike Ajax’ mighty spear subdued. 

Him, to the front advancing, in the breast, 

By the right nipple, Ajax struck; right through, 550 
From front to back, the brass-tipp’d spear was driv’n, 

Out through the shoulder; prone in dust he fell: 

As some tall poplar, grown in marshy mead, 
Smooth-stemm’d, with boughs up-springing tow’rd the 
her d ; 

Which with the biting axe the wheelwright fells, 

To bend the felloes of his well-built car; 

Sapless, beside the river, lies the tree; 

So lay the youthful Simoisius, fell’d 
By godlike Ajax’ hand. At him, in turn. 

The son of Priam, Antiphus, encas’d 560 

In radiant armour, from amid the crowd 
His jav’lin threw; his mark, indeed, he miss’d; 
iut through the groin Ulysses’ faithful friend, 

Leucus, he struck, in act to bear away 

The youthful dead; down on the corpse he fell, 

And, dying, of the dead relax’d his grasp. 

Fierce anger, at his comrade’s slaughter, fill’d 

Ulysses’ breast; in burnish’d armour clad 

Forw^ard he rush’d; and standing near, around 

He look d, and pois’d on high his glitt’ring lance: 570 

Beneath his aim the Trojans back recoil’d; 

Nor vainly flew the spear; Democoon, 

A bastard son of Priam, met the blow: 

He, on a chariot drawn by speedy mares, 

Came from Abydos; him Ulysses, fill’d 
With fury at his lov’d companion’s death. 

Smote on the head; through either temple pass’d 
The pointed spear, and darkness veil’d his eyes. 
Thund’ring he fell, and loud his armour rang. 

At this the Trojan chiefs, and Hector’s self, 580 

’Gan to give ground: the Greeks with joyful shouts 
Seiz’d on the dead, and forward urg’d their (;purse. 

From Ilium’s heights Apollo, fill’d with wra(h. 

Look’d down, ^nd to the Trojans shouted loud: 
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Uprouse ye, valiant Trojans 1 give not way 
Before the Greeks; their bodies are not stone, 

Nor iron, to defy your trenchant swords; 

And great Achilles, fair-hair’d Thetis* son, 

Fights not, but o*er his anger broods apart.” 

So from the city call’d the heav'nly voice; 590 

The Greeks, meanwhile, all -glorious Pallas fir’d, 

Mov’d ’mid the tumult, and the laggards rous’d. 

Then fell Diores, Amarynceus’ son: 

A rugged fragment of a rock had crush’d 
His ancle and right knee ; from Mnon came 
The Thracian chief who hurl’d it, Peirous, son 
Of Imbrasus; the tendons both, and bones, 

The huge mass shatter’d ; backward in the dust 
He fell, both hands extending to his friends. 

Gasping his life away; then quick up-ran 600 

He who the blow had dealt, and with his spear 
Thrust through him, by the navel; from the wound 
His bowels gush’d, and darkness veil’d his eyes. 

But he, advancing, through breast was struck 
Above the nipple, by th’ i£tolian chief, 

Thoas; and through his lungs the spear ivas driv’n. 

Thoas approach’d, and from his breast withdrew 
The sturdy spear, and with his sharp-edg’d sw-ord 
Across his waistband gave the mortal stroke: 

Yet could not touch his arms; for all around 6ro 

The Thracian warriors, with their tufted crowns. 

Their long spears held before them, him, though stout, 
And strong, and valiant, kept at bay ; perforce 
He yielded; and thus side by side wxre laid 
The two, the Thracian and th’ Epeian chief; 

And round them many a valiant soldier lay. 

Then well might he his fav’ring fortune bless 
Who in that bloody field took part, and pass’d 
By sword or spear unwounded, by the hand 
Of Pallas guarded from the weapon’s flight ; 

For many a Trojan, many a Greek, that day 
Prone in the dust, and side by side, were laid. 
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Diomeo is extraordinarily distinguished. He kills Pandarus, who had 
violated the truce, and wounds first Venus, and then Mars. 

Such strength and courage then to Diqmed, 

The son of Tydeus, Pallas gave, as raised, 

’Mid all the Greeks, the glory of his name. 

Forth from his helm and shield a fiery light 

There flash’d, like autumn’s star, that brightest shines 

When newly risen from his ocean bath. 

So from the warrior’s head and shoulders flash’d 

That fiery light, as to the midst he urg’d 

His furious course, where densest masses fought. 

• There was one Dares mid the Trojan host, lo 

The priest of Vulcan, rich, of blameless life; 

Two gallant sons he had, Idaeus nam’d. 

And Phegeus, skill’d in all the points of war. 

These, parted from the throng, the warrior met; 

They on their car, while he on foot advanc’d. 

When near they came, first Phegeus threw his spear; 

O’er the left shoulder of Tydidcs pass’d 

The erring weapon’s point, and miss'd its mark. 

His pond’rous spear in turn Tydides threw, 

And not in vain; on Phegeus’ breast it struck, 20 

Full in the midst, and hurl’d him from the car. 

Idaeus from the well-wrought chariot sprang. 

And fled, nor durst his brother’s corpse defend. 

Nor had he so escap’d the doom of death. 

But Vulcan bore him safely from the field, 

In darkness shrouded, that his aged sire 
Might not;^e wholly of his sons bereav’d. 

The 'car T>Mides to his comrades gave. 

And bade them to the ships the horses drive. 

Now when the Trojans Dares* sons beheld, 30 

The one in flight, the other stretch’d in de^. 

Their spirits within them quail’d; but Pallas took 
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The hand of Mars^ and thus address’d the God: 

** Mars, Mars, thou bane of mortals, blood-stain’d Lord, 
Razer of cities, wherefore leave we not 
The Greeks and Trojans to contend, and see 
To which the sire of all will vict’ry give; 

While we retire, and shun the wrath of Jove? ” 

Thus saying, from the battle Mars she led, 

And plac’d him on Scamander’s steepy banks. 40 

The Greeks drove back the Trojan host; the chiefs 
Slew each his victim; Agamemnon first. 

The mighty monarch, from his chariot hurl'd 
Hodius, the sturdy Halizonian chief; 

Him, as he turn’d, between the shoulder-blades 
The jav’lin struck, and through his chest was driv’n ; 
Thund’ring he fell, and loud his armour rang. 

On Phaestus, Borus’ son, Maeonian chief, 

Who from the fertile plains of Tama came, 

Then sprang Idomeneus ; and as he sought 50 

To mount upon his car, the Cretan King 

Through his right shoulder drove «the pointed spear; 

He fell; the shades of death his eyes o’erspread, 

And of his arms the followers stripp’d his corpse. 

The son of Atreus, Menelaus, slew 
Scamandrius, son of Strophius, sportsman keen. 

In woodcraft skilful ; for his practisM hand 
Had by Diana’s self been taught to slay 
Each beast of chase the mountain forest holds. 

But nought avail’d him then the Archer-Queen 60 

Diana’s counsels, nor his boasted art 
Of distant aim ; for as he fled, the lance 
Of Menelaus, Atreus’ warlike son. 

Behind his neck, between the shoulder-blades, 

His flight arresting, through his chest was driv’n. 

Headlong he fell, and loud his armour rang. 

Phereclus by Meriones was slain, 

Son of Harmonides, whose practis’d hand 
Knew w'ell to fashion many a work of art; 

By Pallas highly favour’d; he the ships , 70 

For Paris built, first origin of ill. 

Freighted with evil to the men of Troy, 

And to himself, who knew not Heav’n’s decrees. 

Him, in his Ubadlong flight, in hot pursuit 
Meriones o’ertook, and thrust his lance ^ 
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Through his right flank; beneath the bone was driv'n 
The spear^ and pierc’d him through: prone on his knees, 
Groaning, he fell, and death his eyelids clos’d,i 
Megcs Pedaeus slew, Antenor’s son, 

A bastard bom, but by Theano rear’d 8o 

With tender care, and nurtur’d as her son, 

With her own children, for her husband’s sake. 

Him, Phyleus’ warrior son, approaching near, 

Thrust through the junction of tKe head and neck; 

Crash’d through his teeth the spear beneath the tongue ; 
Prone in the dust he gnash’d the brazen pointy 
Eurypylus, Euaemon’s noble son, 

Hypsenor slew, the worthy progeny 
Of Dolopion brave; Scamander’s priest, 

And by the people as a God rever’d: 90 

Him, as he fled before him, from behind 
Eurypylus, Euamon’s noble son. 

Smote with the sword; and from the shoulder-point 
The brawny arm he sever’d; to the ground 
Down fell the gory hand ; the darkling shades 
Of death, and rig*rous*doom, his eyelids clos’d. 

Thus labour’d they amid ^e stubborn fight ; 

But of Tydides none might say to whom 

His arm belong’d, or whether with the hosts 

Of Troy or Greece he mingled in the fight: 100 

Hither and thither o’er the plain he rush’d, 

Like to a wintry stream, that brimming o’er 
Breaks down its barriers in its rapid course ; 

Nor well-built bridge can stem the flood, nor fence 
That guards the fertile fields, as down it pours 
Its sudden torrent, swoll’n with rain from Heav'n, 

And many a goodly work of man destroys: 

So back were borne before Tydides’ might 
The serried ranks of Troy, nor dar’d await, 

Despite their numbers, his impetuous charge^ no 

Him when Lycaon’s noble son beheld 
Careering o’er the plain, the serried ranks 
Driving before him, quick at Tydeus’ son 
He bent hk? bow; and onward as he rush’d. 

On the right shoulder, near the breastplate’s joint, 

The stinging arrow struck; right through it pass’d, 

And held its way, that blood the breastpla|e stain’d. 

Then shouted loud Lycaon’s noble son: 
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“ Arouse ye, valiant Trojans, ye who goad 
Your flying steeds; the bravest of the Greeks ^ 120 

Is wounded, nor, I deem, can long withstand 
My weapon, if indeed from Lycia’s shore 
By Phoebus’ counsel sent I join’d the war.” 

Thus he, vain -glorious; but not so was quell’d 
The godlike chief ; back he withdrew, and stood 
Beside his car, and thqs to Sthenelus, 

The son of Capaneus, his speech address’d: 

“ Up, gentle son of Capaneus, descend 

From off the car, and from my shoulder draw 

This stinging arrow forth.” He said, and down 130 

Leap’d from the chariot Sthenelus, and stood 

Beside him ; and as forth he drew the shaft, 

Gush’d out the blood, and dyed the twisted maiU 
Then thus the valiant son of Tydeus pray’d: 

“ Hear me, thou child of cgis-bearing Jove, 

Unconqucr’d ! if amid the deadly fight 
Thy friendly aid my father e’er sustain’d. 

Let me in turn thy favour find; Bfid grant 

Within my reach and compass of my spear 

That man may find himself, who unawares 140 

Hath wounded me, and vainly boasting deems 

I shall not long behold the light of day.” 

Thus pray’d the chief, and Pallas heard his pray V; 

To all his limbs, to feet and hands alike, 

, She gave fresh vigour; and with wingdd words, 

Beside him as she stood, address’d him thus: 

“ Go fearless onward, Dioraed, to meet 
The Trojan hosts ; for I within thy breast 
Thy father’s dauntless courage have infus’d, ^ 

Such as of old in Tydeus’ bosom dwelt, 150 

Bold horseman, buckler-clad ; and from thine eyes 
The film that dimm’d them I have purg’d aw^ay. 

That thou mayst well ’twixt Gods and men discern. 

If then some God make trial of thy force. 

With other of th* Immortals fight thou not ; 

But should Jove’s daughter Venus dare the fray, 

Thou needst not shun at her to cast thy speai .” 

This said, the blue-ey’d Goddess disappear’d. 

Forthwith again amid the foremost ranks 

Tydides mingled ; keenly as before 160 

His spirit against the Trojans bum’d to fight, 
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With threefold fury now he sought the fray^ 

As when a hungry lion has overleap’d 
The sheepfold; him the guardian of the flock 
Has wounded, not disabled; by his wound 
To rage excited, but not forc’d to fly. 

The fold he enters, scares the trembling sheep. 

That, closely huddled, each on other press. 

Then pounces on his prey, and leaps the fence: 

So pounc’d Tydides on the Trojan host. 

As ty nous and Hypeiron then he slew, 

His people’s guardian; through the breast of one 
He drove his spear, and with his mighty sword 
He smote the other on the collar-bone, 

The shoulder sev’ring from the neck and back. 

Them left he there to lie; of Abas then 
And Polyeidus went in hot pursuit. 

Sons of Eurydamas, an aged seer. 

Whose visions stay’d them not; but both were doom’d 
A prey to valiant Diomed to fall. 

Xanthus and Thoon t^ien the hero slew, 

•The sons of Phaenops, children of his age: 

He, worn with years, no other sons begot, 

Heirs of his wealth; they two together fell, 

And to their father left a load of grief. 

That from the battje they return’d not home, 

And distant kindred all his substance shar’d^ 

On Chromius and Echemon next he fell, 

Two sons of Priam on one chariot borne ; 

And as a lion springs upon a herd. 

And breaks the neck of heifer or of steer. 

Feeding in woodland glade ; with such a spring 
These two, in vain resisting, from their car 
Tydides hurl’d ; then stripp’d their arms, and bade 
His followers lead their horses to the ships. 

Him when ^neas saw amid the ranks 
Dealing destruction, through the fight and throng 
Of spears he plung’d, if haply he might find 
The godlike Pandarus ; Lycaon’s son, 

Strong ariH of courage unreprov’d, he found, 

And stood before him, and address’d him thus: 

“ Where, Pandarus, are now thy winged shafts, 

Thy bow, and well-known skill, wherein vmth thee 
Can no man*here contend? nor Lycia boasts. 
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Through all her wide-spread plains, a truer aim; 

Then raise to Jove thy hands, and with thy shaft 
Strike down this chief, whoe'er he be, that thus 
Is making fearful havoc in our host. 

Relaxing many a warrior’s limbs in death: 

If he be not indeed a God, incens’d 216 

Against the Trojans for neglected rites; 

For fearful is the vengeance of a God.” 

Whom answer’d thus Lycaon’s noble son : 

“ .tineas, chief and councillor of Troy, 

Most like in all respects to Tydeus’ son 
He seems ; his shield I know, and visor ’d helm. 

And horses ; whether he himself be God, 

I cannot tell ; but if he be indeed 

The man I think him, Tydeus’ valiant son. 

He fights not thus without the aid of Heav’n; 220 

But by his side, his shoulders veil’d in cloud, 

Some God attends his steps, and turns away 
The shaft that just hath reach’d him ; for ev’n now 
A shaft I shot, which by the breastplate’s joint 
Pierc’d his right shoulder through: full sure I deem'd « 
Tliat shaft had sent him to the shades, and yet 
It slew him not; ’tis sure some angry God. 

Nor horse have I, nor car on which to mount; 

But in my sire Lycaon’s wealthy house 

Elev’n fair chariots stand, all newly built, 230 

Each with its cover; by the side of each 

Two steeds on rye and barley white are fed ; 

And in his well-built house, when here I came, 

Lycaon, aged warrior, urg’d me oft, 

With horses and with chariots high upborne, 

To lead the Trojans in the stubborn fight; 

I hearken’d not — ’twere better if I had — 

Yet fear’d I lest my horses, wont to feed 

In plenty unstinted, by the soldiers’ wants 

Might of their custom’d forage be depriv’d; 24c 

I left them there, and hither came on foot, 

And trusting to my bow: vain trust, it seems; 

Two chiefs dready have I struck, the sons 

Of Tydeus and of Atreus; with true aim 

Drawn blood from both, yet but increas’d their rage. 

Sad was the hour when down from where it hung 
I took my bow, and hasting to the aid 
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Of' godlike Hector, hither led my troops; 

But should I e’er return, and see again 

My native land, my wife, my lofty hall, 250 

Then may a stranger’s sword cut off my head. 

If with these hands I shatter not, and bum. 

The bow that thus hath fail’d me at my need.” 

Then answer’d thus iEneas, chief of Troy: 

“ Speak thou not thus; our fortunes shall not change 
Till thou and 1 , with chariot and with horse. 

This chief encounter, and his prowess prove; 

Then mount my chariot, that thyself mayst see, 

Hither and thither, in pursuit or flight. 

How swift our Trojan horses scour the plain. 260 

So if the victory to Diomed, 

The son of Tydeus, should by Jove be giv’n, 

We yet may safely reach the walls of Troy. 

Take thou the whip and reins, while I descend 
To fight on foot; or thou the chief engage, 

And leave to me the conduct of the car.” 

Whom answer’d thus Lycaon’s noble son: 

• ‘‘ .tineas, of thy horses and thy car 
Take thou the charge; beneath th* accustom’d hand, 

With more assurance would they draw the car, 270 

If we from Tydeus’ son be forc’d to fly; 

Nor, struck with panic, and thy voice unheard. 

Refuse to bear us from the battle-field ; 

Then should ourselves be slain, and Tydeus’ son 
In triumph drive thy horses to the ships. 

But thou thy horses and thy chariot guide. 

While 1 his onset with my lance receive.” 

Thus saying, on the car they mounted both. 

And tow’rd Tydides urg’d their eager steeds. 

Them Sthenelus beheld, the noble son 280 

Of Capaneus, and to Tydides cried: 

” Oh son of Tydeus, dearest to my soul, 

Two men I see, of might invincible. 

Impatient to engage thee; Pandarus, 

Well skill’d in archery, Lycaon’s son; 

With him iEneas, great Anchises’ son. 

Who from immoftal Venus boasts his birth. 

Then let us timely to the car retreat, 

Lest, moving thus amid the foremost ranlft. 

Thy daring p'ay the forfeit of thy life.” 


290 
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To whom brave Diomed with stern regard: 

** Talk not to me of flight I I heed thee not I 
It is not in my nature so to fight 
With skulking artifice and faint retreat; 

My strength is yet unbroken; I should shame 
To mount the car; but forward will I go 
To meet these chiefs’ encounter; for my soul 
Pallas forbids the touch of fear to know. 

Nor shall their horses’ speed procure for both 
A safe return, though one escape my arm. 

This too I say, and bear my words in mind ; 

By Pallas’ counsel if my hap should be 
To slay them both, leave thou my horses here. 

The reins attaching to the chariot-rail, 

And seize, and from the Trojans to the ships 
Drive off the horses in i^^neas* car; 

From those descended, which all-seeing Jove 
On Tros, for Ganymede his son, bestow’d; 

With these may none beneath the sun compare. 
Anchises, King of men, the breed .obtain’d 
By cunning, to the horses sending mares 
Without the knowledge of Laomedon. 

Six colts were thus engender’d: four of these 
In his own stalls he rear’d ; the other two 
Gave to iEneas, fear-inspiring chief 
These could we win, our praise w'ere great indeed.” 

Such converse while they held, the twain approach’d 
Their horses urg’d to speed; then thus began, 

To Diomed, Lycaon’s noble son: 

“ Great son of Tydeus, warrior brave and skill’d. 

My shaft, it seems, has fail’d to reach thy life ; 

Try we then now what hap attends my spear.” 

He said; and, poising, hurl’d his pond’rous spear. 

And struck Tydides’ shield; right through the shield 
Drove the keen weapon, and the breastplate reach’d. 
Then shouted loud Lycaon’s noble son: 

** Thou hast it through the flank, nor canst thou long 
Survive the blow; great gloiy now is mine.” 

To whom, unmov’d, the valiant Diomed: 

** Thine aim has fail’d, I am not touch’ll ; and now 

I deem we part not hence till one of ye 

Glut with his4>lood th’ insatiate Lord of War.” 

He said;' the spear, by Pallas guided, struck 
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Beside the nostril^ underneath the eye; 

Crash’d through the teeth, and cutting through the tongue 
Beneath the angle of the jaw came forth: 

Down from the car he fell; and loudly rang 

His glitt’ring arms: aside the startled starUed steeds 

Sprang devious: from his limbs the spirit fled. 

Down leap’d ^neas, spear and shield in hand, 340 

Against the Greeks to guard the valiant dead; 

And like a lion, fearless in his strength, 

Around the corpse he stalk’d, this way and that. 

His spear and buckler round before him held, 

To all who dar’d approach him threat’ning dearth. 

With fearful shouts; a rocky fragment then 
Tydides lifted up, a mighty mass. 

Which scarce two men could raise, as men are now: 

But he, unaided, lifted it with ease. 

With this he smote iEneas near the groin, 350 

Where the thigh-bone, inserted in the hip. 

Turns in the socket-joint; the rugged mass 
The socket crush’d, aryi both the tendons broke, 

And tore away the flesh: down on his knees. 

Yet resting on his hand, the hero fell; 

And o’er his eyes the shades of darkness spread. 

Then had JEnesiS, King of men, been slain. 

Had not his mother, Venus, child of Jove, 

Who to Anchises, where he fed his flocks, 

The hero bore, his peril quickly seen: ^ 360 

Around her son she threw her snowy arms, 

And with a ve^’l, thick-folded, wrapt him round. 

From hostile spears to guard him, lest some Greek 
Should pierce his breast, and rob him of his life. 

She from the battle thus her son remov’d ; 

Nor did the son of Capaneus neglect 
The strict injunction by Tydides giv’n; 

His reins attaching to the chariot-rail, 

* Far from the battle-dirt he check’d, and left. 

His own fleet steeds; then rushing forward, seiz’d, 370 
And from the Trojans tow’rd the camp drove off, 
Thc’sleek-Skinn’d horses of iEneas’ car. 

These to Deipylu^, his chosen friend. 

He gave, of all his comrades best esteem’d. 

Of soundest judgment, tow’rd the ships to^rive. 

Then, his own car remounting, seiz’d the reins. 
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111 Vewi pursuit oi V enus ; her he knew 
A weak, unwarlike Goddess, not of those 
That like Bellona fierce, or Pallas, range 
Exulting through the blood-stain ’d fields of war. 

Her, searching through the crowd, at length he found. 
And springing forward, with his pointed spear 
A wound inflicted on her tender hand. 

Piercing th’ ambrosial veil, the Graces’ work. 

The sharp spear graz’d her palm below the wrist. 

Forth from the wound th’ immortal current flow’d. 

Pure ichor, life-stream of the blessed Gods ; 

They eat no bread, they drink no ruddy wine, 390 

And bloodless thence and deathless they become. 

The Goddess shriek’d aloud, and dropp’d her son ; 

But in his arms Apollo bore him off 

In a thick cloud envelop’d, lest some Greek 

Might pierce his breast, and rob him of his life. 

Loud shouted brave Tydidcs, as she fled: 

“ Daughter of Jove, from battle-fields retire; 

Enough for thee weak women to delude ; 

If war thou seek’st, the lesson thou shalt learn 

Shall cause thee shudder but to hear it nam’d.” 400 

Thus he; but ill at ease, and sorely pain’d. 

The Goddess fled; her, Iris, swift as wind, 

Caugl)t up, and from the tumult bore away, 

Weeping with pain, her fair skin soil’d with blood. 

Mars on the left hand of the battle-field 
She found, his spear reclining by his side. 

And, veil’d in cloud, his car and flying steeds. 

Kneeling, her brother she besought to lend 
The flying steeds, with golden frontlets crown’d; 

“ Dear brother, aid me hence, and lend thy car 410 

To bear me to Olympus, seat of Gods; 

Great is the pain I suffer from a wound 
Receiv’d from Diomed, a mortal man,' 

Who now would dare with Jove himself to fight.” 

He lent the steeds, with golden frontlets cro.vn’d; 

In deep distress she mounted on the car: 

Beside her Iris stood, and took the reins. 

And urg’d the^coursers; nothing loth, they flew, 

And soon to high Olympus, seat of Gods, . 
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They came: swift Iris there the coursers stay’d, 420 
Loos’d from the chariot, and before them plac’d 
Ambrosial forage: on her mother’s lap, 

Dione, Venus fell; she in her arms 

Embrac’d, and sooth’d her with her hand, and said: 

“ Which of the heav’nly pow’rs hath wrong’d thee thus, 
My child, as guilty of some open shame? ” 

Whom answer’d thus the laughter-loving Queen: 

“ The haughty son of Tydeus, Diomed, 

Hath wounded me, because my dearest son, 

^Eneas, from the field I bore away. 430 

No more ’twixt Greeks and Trojans is the fight, 

But with the Gods themselves the Greeks contend.” 

To whom Dione, heav’nly Goddess, thus : 

” Have patience, dearest child; though much enforc’d. 
Restrain thine anger: we, in Heav’n who dwell. 

Have much to bear from mortals; and ourselves 
Too oft upon each other suff ’rings lay. 

Mars had his suff ’rings; by Aloeus’ sons, 

Otus and Ephialtes, strongly bound, 

^e thirteen months in brazen fetters lay: 442 

And there had pin’d away the God of War, 

Insatiate Mars, had not their step-mother. 

The beauteous Eriboea, sought the aid 
Of Hermes; he by Stealth releas’d the God, 

Sore worn and wasted by his galling chains. 

I uno too suffer’d, when Amphitryon’s son 
Through her right breast a three-barb’d arrow sent: 

Dire, and unheard of, were the pangs she bore. 

Great Pluto’s self the stinging arrow felt. 

When that same son of aegis-bearing Jove 450 

Assail’d him in the very gates of hell, 

And wrought him keenest anguish; pierc’d with pain 
To high Olympus, to the courts of Jove, 

Groaning, he came; the bitter shaft remain’d 
> Deep in his shoulder fix’d, and griev’d his soul. 

But soon with soothing ointments Paeon’s hand 
(Fo^ deatlj on him was pow’rless) heal’d the wound. 
Accurs’d was he, of daring over-bold. 

Reckless of evil dteeds, who with his bow 

Assail’d the Gods, who on Olympus dwell. 460 

The blue-ey’d Pallas, well I laiow, has urgM 

Tydides to assail thee; fool and blind! 
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Unknowing he how short his term of life 
^^^o fights against the Godsl for him no child 
Upon his knees shall lisp a father’s name. 

Safe from the war and battle-field return’d. 

Brave as he is, let Diomed beware 
He meet not with a mightier than himself. 

Then fair ^Egiale, Adrastus’ child. 

The noble wife of valiant Diomed, 470 

Shall long, with lamentations loud, disturb 
The slumbers of her house, and vainly mourn 
Her youthful Lord, the bravest of the Greeks.” 

She said ; and w-ip’d the ichor from the wound ; 

The hand was heal’d, the grievous pains allay’d. 

But Juno and Minerva, looking on, 

With words of bitter mock’ry Saturn’s son 
Provok’d: and thus the blue-ey’d Goddess spoke: 

” O Father! may I speak without offence? • 

Venus, it seems, has sought to lead astray 480 

Some Grecian woman, and persuade to join 
Those Trojans, whom she holds in high esteem ; 

And as her hand the gentle dame caress’d, 

A golden clasp has scratch’d her slender arm.” 

Thus she: and smil’d the Sire of Gods and men; 

He call’d the golden Venus to his side. 

And, “ Not to thee, my child,” he said, ” belong 
The deeds of war; do thou b^tow thy care 
. On deeds of love, and tender marriage ties ; 

But leave to Mars and Pallas feats of arms.” 490 

Such converse while they held, brave Diomed 
Again assail’d /Eneas ; well he knew 
Apollo’s guardian hand around him thrown; 

Yet by the God undaunted, on he press’d 
To slay /Eneas, and his arms obtain. 

Thrice was his onset made, with murd’rous aim; 

And thrice Apollo struck his glitt’ring shield ; 

But when, with godlike force, he sought to make 
His fourth attempt, the Far-destroycr spoke 
In terms of awful menace: ” Be advis’d, 500 

Tydides, and retire; nor as a God ^ 

Thyself esteem; since not alike the race 
Of Gods immortal and of earth-born men.” 

He said ; aad Diomed a little way 
Before the Far-destroyer’s wrath retir’d: 
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Apollo then iEneas bore away 

Far from the tumult; and in Pergamus, 

Where stood his sacred shrine, bestow’d him safe. 

Latona there, and Dian, Archer-Queen, 

In the great temple’s innermost recess, 510 

Gave to his wounds their care, and sooth’d his pride. 
Meanwhile Apollo of the silver bow 
A phantom form prepar’d, the counterpart 
Of great JEnG&s, and alike in arms : 

Around the form, of Trojans and of Greeks, 

Loud was the din of battle; fierce the strokes 
That fell on rounded shield of tough bull’s-hide, 

And lighter targe, before each warrior’s breast. 

Then thus Apollo to the God of War: 

“ Mars 1 Mars 1 thou bane of mortals, blood-stain’d Lord, 
Razer of cities, wer’t not well thyself 521 

ffo interpose, and from the battle-field 
Withdraw this chief, Tydides? such his pride. 

He now would dare with Jove himself to fight. 

Venus, of late, he woynded in the wTist; 

.And, like a God, but now confronted me.” 

He said, and sat on Ilium’s topmost height: 

While Mars, in likeness of the Thracian chief. 

Swift Acamas, amid the Trojan ranks 

Mov’d to and fro, yid urg’d them to the fight. 530 

To Priam’s Heav’n-descended sons he call’d; 

” Ye sons of Priam, Heav’n-descended King, 

How long will ye beheld your people slain ? 

Till to your very doors the war be brought? 
iSneas, nobk-soul’d Anchises’ son, 

In like esteem with Hector held, is down; 

On to his aid! our gallant comrade save! ” 

He said; his words fresh courage gave to all: 

Then thus Sarpedon, in reproachful tone. 

Address’d the godlike Hector: “ Where is now, 540 
Hector, the spirit that heretofore was thine? 

'/ 'Twas once thy boast that ev’n without allies 
Thyself, thy brethren, and thy house, alone 
The city tould defend: for all of these 
1 look in vain, apd see not one; they all. 

As curs around a lion, cow’r and crouch: 

We, strangers and allies, maintain the figl^t. 

I to your aid, from lands afar remote, 
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From Lycia came^ by Xanthus* eddying stream; 

There left a cherish’d wife, and infant son, * 550 

And rich possessions, which might envy move; 

Yet I my troops encourage; and myself 

Have play’d my part, though nought have I to lose, 

Nought that the Greeks could drive or bear away; 

But thou stand’st idly by; nor bidd’st the rest 

Maintain their ground, and guard their wives and homes. 

Beware lest ye, as in the meshes caught 

Of some wide-s'weeping net, become the prey 

And booty of your foes, who soon shall lay 

Your prosperous city level with the dust. 560 

By day and night should this thy thougiits engage. 

With constant pray’r to all thy brave allies. 

Firmly to stand, and wipe this shame away.'' 

He said; and Hector felt the biting speech; 

Down from his car he leap’d; and through the ranks, 

Two jav'lins brandishing, he pass'd, to arms ^ 

Exciting all, and rais’d his battle-cry. 

The tide was turn’d; again they fac’d the Greeks: 

In serried ranks the Greeks, undaunted, stood. 

As when the wind from off a threshing-floor, 570 

W'here men are winnowing, blows the chaff away ; 

When yellow Ceres with the breeze divides 
The com and chaff, which lies in whit’ning heaps; 

So thick the Greeks w^ere whiten’d o’er with dust, 

Which to the brazen vault of Heav’n arose 
Beneath the horses’ feet, that with the crowii 
Were mingled, by their drivers turn’d to flight. 

Unw^earied still, they boTe the brunt; but Mars 
The Trojans succouring, the battle-field 
Veil’d in thick clouds, from ev’ry quarter brought. 5S0 
Thus he of Phoebus of the golden sword 
Obey’d th’ injunction, bidding him arouse 
The courage of the Trojans, when he saw 
Pallas approaching to support the Greeks. 

Then from the wealthy shrine Apollo’s self 
iEneas brought, and vigour fresh infus’d; 

Amid his comrades once again he stood; 

They joy’d to sec him yet alive, and sound. 

And full of vigour; yet no question askM: 

No time for question then, amid the toils 
Impos’d by Pffoebus of the silver bow. 
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And blood-stain’d Mars, and Discord unappeas’d. 
Meanwhile Ulysses, and th’ Ajaces both. 

And Diomed, with courage for the fight 
The Grecian force inspir’d; they undismay’d 
Shrank not before the Trojans’ rush and charge; 

In masses firm they stood, as when the clouds 
Are gather’d round the misty mountain top 
By Saturn’s son, in breathless calm, while sleep 
The force of Boreas and the stormy winds, 600 

That with their breath the shadowy clouds disperse; 

So stood the Greeks, nor shunn’d the Trojans’ charge. 
Through all the army Agamemnon pass’d, 

And cried, Brave comrades, quit ye now like men; 

Bear a stout heart; and in the stubborn fight. 

Let each to other mutual succour give; 

By mutual succour more are sav’d than fall; 
tn timid flight nor fame nor safety lies.” 

Thus he: and straight his jav’lin threw, and struck 
A man of mark, Aincas’ faithful friend, 610 

Deicdon, the sun of Ifergasus, 

• By Truy, as ever foremost in the field. 

In equal honour held with Priam’s sons, 
llis shield the monarch Agamemnon struck; 

The shield’s defence was vain; the spear pass’d through 
Beneath the belt, and in his groin was lodg’d ; 

Thund’ring he fell, and loud his armour rang. 

On th’ other side, *^neas slew two chiefs, 

The bravest of the Greeks, Orsilochus 

And Crethon, jons of Diodes, who dwelt 620 

In thriving Phera; rich in substance he. 

And from the mighty River Alpheus trac’d 
His high descent, who through the Pylian land 
His copious waters pours ; to him was bom 
Orsilorhus, of num’rous tribes the chief; 

To him succeeded valiant Diodes; 

To whom w'cre born twin sons, Orsilochus 
And Crethon, skill’d in cv’ry point of war. 

They, in the vigour of their youth, to Troy « 

Had sail’d amid the dark-ribb’d ships of Greece, 630 
Of Atreus’ sons Uie quarrel to uphold; 

But o’er them both the shades of death were spread. 

As two young lions, by their tawny dam • 

Nurs’d in the mountain forest’s deep recess, 
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On flocks and herds their youthful fury pour, 

With havoc to the sheepfolds, till themselves 
Succumb, o’ermaster’d by the hand of man: 

So fell these two beneath ^Eneas* hand, 

And like two lofty pines in death they lay. 

The warlike Menelaus saw their fall 640 

With pitying eye; and through the foremost ranks 
With brandish'd spear advanc'd, by Mars impell’d, 

Who hop’d his death by great Eneas’ hand. 

Him Nestor’s son, Antilochus, beheld, 

And hasten’d to his aid; for much he fear’d 
Lest ill befall the monarch, and his death 
Deprive them of their warlike labours’ fruit. 

They two, with force combin’d of hand and spear. 

Press’d onward to the fight; Antilochus 

His station keeping close beside the King. O50 

Before the two combin’d, iEneas fear’d, 

Bold w^arrior as be was, to hold his ground. 

The slain they drew within the Grecian lines, 

Plac’d in their comrades’ hands, ^nd turning back 
Amid the foremost mingled in the fray. 

Then, brave as Mars, Pylaemenes they slew, 

The buckler’d Paphlagonians’ warlike chief ; 

Him Menelaus, hand to hand engag’d. 

Pierc’d wdth a spear-thrust through. the collar-bone ; 

\A'hile, with a pond’rous stone, Antilochus 660 

Full on the elbow smote Atymnius’ son, 

My don, his charioteer, in act to turn 

His fiery steeds to flight; down from his hands 

Fell to the ground the iv’ry-mounted reins. 

On rush’d Antilochus, and with his sword 

Across the temples smote him ; gasping, he 

Upon his neck and shoulders from the car 

Pitch’d headlong ; and (for there the sand was deep) 

Awhile stood balanc’d, till the horses’ feet 

Dash’d him upon the ground; Antilochus, 670 

The horses seizing, drove them to the ships. 

« Hector beheld athwart the ranks, and rush’d, 

Loud shouting, to th’ encounter; at his bacl^ 

Follow’d the thronging bands of Troy by Mars 
And fierce Bellona led: she by the hand 
Wild Uproar^held; while Mars a giant spear 
Brandish’d aloft; and stalking now before, 
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Nov following after Hector, urg’d them on. 

Quail’d at the sight the valiant Diomed: 

As when a man, long journeying o’er the plain, 680 

All unprepar’d, stands sudden on the brink 
Of a swift stream, down rushing to the sea, 

Boiling with foam, and back recoils; so then 
Recoil’d Tydides, and address’d the crowd: 

“ O friendS; we marvel at the might display’d 
By Hector, spearman skill’d and warrior bold; 

But still some guardian God his steps attends. 

And shields from danger; now beside him stands, 

In likeness of a mortal. Mars himself. 

Then turning still your faces to your foes, 690 

Retire, nor venture with the Gods to fight.” 

He said; the Trojans now were close at hand, 

And, mounted both upon a single car. 

Two chiefs, Menesthes and Anchialus, 

Well skill’d in war, by Hector’s hand were slain- 
With pitying eyes great Ajax Telamon 
Beheld their fall ; advancing close, he threw 
His glitt’ring spear; the son of Selagus 
It struck, Amphius, who in Paesus dwelt. 

In land and substance rich; by evil fate 700 

Impell’d, to Priam’s house he brought his aid. 

Below the belt the spear of Ajax struck, 

And in his groin the point was buried deep; 

Thund’ring he fell; then forward Ajax sprang 
To seize the spoils of war; but fast and fierce 
The Trojans shcw’r’d their weapons bright and keen, 

And many a lance the mighty shield receiv’d. 

Ajax, his foot firm planted on the slain, 

Withdrew the brazen spear; yet could not strip 

His armour off, so galling flew the shafts; 710 

And much he fear’d the foes might hem him in, 

Who closely press’d upon him, many and brave; 

And, valiant as he was, and tall, and strong, 

Still drove him backward; he perforce retir’d. 

Thus labour'd they amid the stubborn fight. 

Theri evil fhte induc’d Tlepolcmus, 

Valiant and strong, the son of Hercules, 

Heav’n-bom Sarpedon to confront in fight. 

When near they came, of cloud-compelling Jove 
Grandson and- son, Tlepolemus began : 7 20 



Homer’s Iliad 


Book V. 


!8 

“ Sarpedon, Lycian chief, what brings thee here, 
Trembling and crouching, all unskill’d in war? 

Falsely they speak who fable thee the son 
Of aegis-bearing Jove; so far art thou 
Beneath their mark who claim’d in elder days 
That royal lineage: such my father was, 

Of courage resolute, of lion heart. 

With but six ships, and with a scanty band. 

The horses by Laomedon withheld 

Avenging, he o’erthrew this city, Troy, 730 

And made her streets a desert; but thy soul 
Is poor, thy troops are wasting fast away ; 

Nor deem I that the Trojans will in thee 
(Ev’n were thy valour more) and Lycia’s aid 
Their safeguard find; but vanquish’d by my hand, 

This day the gates of Hades thou shalt pass.” 

To whom the Lycian chief, Sarpedon, thus: 

“ Tlepolemus, the sacred walls of Troy 
Thy sire o’erthrew, by folly of one man, 

Laomedon, who w'ith injurious words 740 

His noble service recompens’d ; nor gave 

The promis’d steeds, for which he came from far. 

For thee, I deem thou now shalt meet thy doom 
Here, at my hand; on thee my spear shall win 
Renown for me, thy soul to Hades send.” 

Thus as Sarpedon spoke, Tlepolemus 
Uprais’d his ashen spear; from both their hands 
The pond’rous weapons simultaneous flew. 

Full in the throat Tlepolemus receiv’d 

Sarpedon ’s spear; right through the neck it pass’d, 750 

And o’er his eyes the shades of death were spread. 

On th’ other side his spear Sarpedon struck 
On the left thigh; the eager weapon pass’d 
Right through the flesh, and in the bone was fixM; 

The stroke of death his father turn’d aside. 

Sarpedon from the field his comrades bore, 

By pain o’erpow’r’d, as at the spear they tugg’d; 

None had the skill the weapon to withdraw. 

Which baffled all their efforts on the car • 

To place him: thus they labour’d, but in vain. 760 

Tlie Greeks too from the battle-field*convey*d 
The slain Tlef>olemu5; Ulysses saw, 

Patient of spirit, but deeply mov’d at hcatt; 
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And with conflicting thoughts his breast was tom. 

If first he should pursue the Thund*rer*s son, 

Or deal destruction on the Lycian host. 

But fate had not decreed the valiant son 
Of Jove to fall beneath Ulysses’ hand; 

So on the Lycians Pallas turn’d his wrath. 

Alastor then, and Cceranus he slew, 770 

Chromius, Alcander, Halius, Prytanis, 

Nocmon; nor had ended then the list 
Of Lycian warriors by Ulysses slain; 

But Hector of the glancing helm beheld; 

Through the front ranks he rush’d, with burnish’d crest 
Resplendent, flashing terror on the Greeks; 

With joy Sarpedon saw his near approach, 

And with imploring tones address’d him thus: 

“ Hector, thou son of Priam, leave me not 
A victim to the Greeks, but lend thine aid: 780 

Then in your city let me end my days : 

For not to me is giv’n again to see 
Hy native land; or, safe returning home, 

. *10 glad my sorrowing wife and infant child.” 

Thus he : but Hector, answ’ring not a word. 

Pass’d on in silence, hasting to pursue 

The Greeks, and pour destruction on their host. 

Beneath the oak ©f aegis-bearing Jove 
His faithful comrades laid Sarpedon down. 

And from his thigh the valiant Pelagon, 790 

His lov’d companion, drew the ashen spear. 

He swoon’d, and giddy mists o’erspread his eyes: 

But soon reviv’d, as on his foreliead blew, 

While yet he gasp’d for breath, the cooling breeze. 

By Mars and Hector of the brazen helm 
The Greeks hard-press’d, yet fled not to their ships. 

Nor yet sustain’d the fight; but back retir’d 
Soon as they leam’d the presence of the God. 

Say then who first, who last, the prowess felt 

Of Hector, Priam’s son, and mail-clad MaA ? 800 

The godlike Teuthras first, Orestes next, \ 

Bold charlbteer; th’ iGtolian spearman skill’d, 

Trechus, (Enomaus, and Helenus, 

The son of (Enops; and Orcsbius, girt 
With sparkling girdle; he in Hyla dwelt, • 

The careful Lbrd of boundless wealth, beside 
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Cephisus’ marshy banks; Boeotia’s chiefs 
Around him dwelt, on fat and fertile soil. 

Juno, the white-arm*d Queen, who saw these two 
The Greeks destroying in the stubborn fight, 810 

To Pallas thus her wingM words address'd: 

** O Heav’n I brave child of a^is-bearing Jove, 

Vain was our word to Menelaus giv'n. 

That he the well-built walls of Troy should raze, 

And safe return, if unrestrain'd we leave 
Ferocious Mars to urge his mad career. 

Come then; let us too mingle in the fray." 

She said: and Pallas, blue-ey’d Maid, complied. 
Offspring of Saturn, Juno, heav'nly Queen, 

Herself immort^ steeds caparison’d, 820 

Adorn'd with golden frontlets: to the car 
Hebe the circling wheels of brass attach’d, 

Eight-spok’d, that on an iron axle turn’d; 

The felloes were of gold, and fitted round 
With brazen tires, a marvel to behold; 

The naves were silver, rounded cv’ry way: 

The chariot-board on gold and silver bands 
Was hung, and round it ran a double rail: 

The pole was all of silver ; at the end 
A golden yoke, with golden yoke-bands fair: 830 

And Juno, all on fire to join the fray. 

Beneath the yoke the dying coursers led. 

Pallas, the child of aegis-bearing Jove, 

Within her father’s threshold dropp’d her veil, 

Of airy texture, work of her own hands; 

The cuirass donn’d of clbud-compelling Jove, 

And stood accoutred for the bloody fray. 

Her tassell'd aegis round her shoulders next 
She threw, with Terror circled all around ; 

And on its face were figur’d deeds of arms, 840 

And Strife, and Courage high, and panic Rout; 

There too a Gorgon’s head, of monstrous size. 

Frown'd ter.fole, portent of angry Jove: 

And on her^tiead a golden helm she plac’d, 

Four-crested, double-peak’d, whose ample ve:gc 
A hundred cities’ champions might su@ice: 

Her fiery car she mounted: in her hand 
A spear she bore, long, weighty, tough ; wherewith 
The mighty daughter of a mighty sire 
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Sweeps down the ranks of those her hate pursues. ^ 850 
Then Juno sharply touch'd the dying steeds; 

Forthwith the gates of Heav’n their portals wide 
Spontaneous open’d, guarded by the Hours, 

Who Heav’n and high Olympus have in charge 
To roll aside, or draw the veil of cloud. 

Through these th’ excited horses held their way. 

They found the son of Saturn, from the Gods 
Sitting apart, upon the highest crest 
Of many-ridg*d Olympus ; there arriv’d. 

The white-arm’d Goddess Juno stay’d her steeds, 860 
And thus address’d the Sov’reign Lord of Heav’n: 

“ O Father Jove! canst thou behold unmov’d 
The violence of Mars ? how many Greeks, 

Reckless and uncontroll’d, he hath destroy’d; 

To me a source of bitter grief; meanwhile 

Venus and Phoebus of the silver bow 

Look on, well pleas’d, who sent this madman forth. 

To whom both law and justice are unknown. 

Say, Father Jove, sh^l I thine anger move, 

Jf with disgrace I drive him from the field? ” 870 

To whom the Cloud-compeller thus replied: 

Go, send against him Pallas; she, I know. 

Hath oft inflicted on him grievous pain.” 

He said : the whi^e-arm’d Queen with joy obey’d : 

She urg’d her horses ; nothing loth, they flew 
Midway between the earth and starry Heav’n: 

Far as his sight extends, who from on high 
Looks from his watch-tow’r o’er the dark-blue sea. 

So far at once the neighing horses bound. 

But when to Troy they came, beside the streams 8S0 
\Vhere Simois’ and Scamander’s waters meet. 

The white-ami’d Goddess stay’d her flying steeds. 

Loos’d from the car, and veil’d in densest cloud. 

For them, at bidding of the river-God, 

Ambrosial forage grew: the Goddesses, 

Swift as the wild wood-pigeon’s rapid flight. 

Sped to the battle-field to aid the Greeks. 

But when^they reach’d the thickest of the fray. 

Where throng’d |round the might of Diomed 

The bravest and the best, as lions fierce, 890 

Or forest-boars, the mightiest of their kin 4 , 

There stood the white-arm’d Queen, and c^l’d aloud. 
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In form of Stentor, of the brazen voice, 

Whose shout was as the shout of fifty men: 

** Shame on ye, Greeks, base cowards I brave alone 
In outward semblance ; while Achilles yet 
Went forth to battle, from the Dardan gates 
The Trojans never ventur’d to advance, 1 

So dreaded they his ponderous spear; but now 
Far from the walls, beside your ships, they fight." 900 
She said: her words their drooping courage rous'd. 
Meanwhile the blue-ey’d Pallas went in haste 
In search of Tydeus’ son; beside his car 
She found the King, in act to cool the wound 
Inflicted by the shaft of Pandanis: 

Beneath his shield’s broad belt the clogging sweat 
Oppress'd him, and his arm was faint with toil; 

The belt was lifted up, and from the wound 
He wip’d the clotted blood: beside the car 
The Goddess stood, and touch’d the yoke, and said: 910 
“ Little like Tydeus’ self is Tydeus’ son: 

Low was his stature, but his spirit was high : 

And ev’n when I from combat raslily wag’d 
Would fain have kept him back, what time in Thebes 
He found himself, an envoy and alone. 

Without support, among the Thebans all, 

I counsell’d him in peace to share the feast: 

But by his own impetuous courage led, 

He challeng’d all the Thebans to contend 

With him in wrestling, and o’erthrew them all 920 

VV’ith ease; so mighty was the aid I gave. 

Thee now I stand beside, and guard from harm. 

And bid thee boldly with the 'Trojans fight. 

But, if the labours of the battle-field 
O’ertask thy limbs, or heartless fear restrain. 

No issue thou of valiant Tydeus’ loins.” 

Whom answer’d thus the valiant Diomed: 

" I know' thee. Goddess, who thou art; the child 
Of aegis-bearing Jove: to thee my mind 
I freely speak, nor aught will I conceal. 930 

Nor heartless fear, nor hesitating doubt, ^ 

Restrain me; but I bear thy words in mind. 

With other of th' Immortals not to figWt; 

But should Jove’s daughter, Venus, dare the fray, 

At her I nec^not shun to throw my spear.. 
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Therefore I thus withdrew, and others too 
Exhorted to retire, since Mars himself 
I saw careering o'er the battle-field." 

To whom the blue-ey'd Goddess, Pallas, thus: 

" Thou son of Tydeus, dearest to my soul, 940 

Fear now no more with Mars himself to fight. 

Nor other God; such aid will I bestow. 

Come then; at him the first direct thy car; 

Encounter with him hand to hand; nor fear 
To strike this madman, this incarnate curse, 

This shameless renegade ; who late agreed 
With Juno and with me to combat Troy, 

And aid the Grecian cause; who now appears. 

The Gieeks deserting, in the Trojan ranks." 

Thus Pallas spoke, and stretching forth her hand, 950 
Backward his comrade Sthenelus she drew 
From off the chariot; down in haste he sprang^ 

His place beside the valiant Diomed 
The eager Goddess took; beneath the weight 
LfOud groan'd the oak^ axle; for the car 
A mighty Goddess and a Hero bore. 

Then Pallas took the whip and reins, and urg'd 
Direct at Mars the fiery coursers' speed. 

The bravest of th' iEtolians, Periphas, 

Ochesius’ stalwart sgn, he just had slain, 960 

And stood in act to strip him of his arms. 

The helmet then of Darkness Pallas donn’d. 

To hide her presence from the sight of Mars ; 

But when the hlood-stain'd God of War beheld 
Advancing tow'rd him godlike Diomed, 

The corpse of stalwart Periphas he left, 

There where he fell, to lie; while he himself 
Of valiant Diomed th’ encounter met. 

When near they came, first Mars his pond’rous spear 
Advanc'd beyond the yoke and horses' reins, 970 

With murd’rous aim; but Pallas from the car 
Turn’d it aside, and foil'd the vain attempt. 

Then Diomed thrust forward in his turn 
His pond’nus spear; low on the flank of Mars, 

Guided by Pallas, with successful aim, 

Just where the bdt was girt, the weapon struck: 

It pierc'd the flesh, and straight was back ^thdrawn: 
Then Mars cried out aloud, with such a shout 
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As if nine thousand or ten thousand men 

Should simultaneous raise their battle-cry : 980 

Trojans and Greeks alike in terror heard. 

Trembling ; so fearful was the cry of Mars. 

As black with clouds appears the darken’d air. 

When after heat the blust’ring winds arise, » 

So Mars to valiant Diomed appear’d. 

As in thick clouds he took his heav’nward flight. 

With speed he came to great Olympus’ heights, 

Th’ abode of Gods; and sitting by the throne 
Of Saturn’s son, with anguish tom, he show’d 
Th’ immortal stream that trickled from the wound, 990 
And thus to Jove his piteous words address’d: 

“ O Father Jove, canst thou behold unmov’d 
These acts of violence? the greatest ills 
We Gods endure, we each to other owe 
\Mio still in human quarrels interpose. 

Of thee we all complain; thy senseless child 
Is ever on some evil deed intent. 

The other Gods, who on OUrnipu^ dwell. 

Are all to thee obedient and submiss : , 

But thy pernicious daughter, nor by word 1000 

Nor deed dost thou restrain; who now excites 
Th’ o’erbearing son of Tydeus, Diomed, 

Upon th’ immortal Gods to vent his rage. 

Venus of laic he wounded in the wrist, 

And, as a God, but now encounter’d me: 

Barely I ’scap’d by swiftness of my feet; 

Else, ’mid a ghastly heap of corpses slain. 

In anguish had I lain; and, if^live, 

Yet liv’d disabled by his weapon’s stroke.” 

Whom answer’d thus the Cloud-compeller, Jove, 1010 
With look indignant: ” Come no more to me, 

Thou wav’ring turncoat, with thy whining pray’rs: 

Of all the Gods who on Olympus dwell 
I hate thee most; for thou dclight’st in nought 
But strife and war; thou hast inherited 
Thy mother, Juno’s, proud, unbending mood. 

Whom I can scarce control; and thou, methmks, 

To her suggestions ow’st thy present plight. 

Yet since thou art my offspring, and to me 
Thy mothcrfborc thee, I must not permit 
That thou shouldst long be doom’d to suffer pain; 
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But had thy birth been other than it is. 

For thy misdoings thou hadst long ere now 
Been banish’d from the Gods’ companionship.” 

He said: and straight to Paeon gave command 
To heal the wound ; with soothing anodynes 
He heal’d it quickly; soon as liquid milk 
Is curdled by the fig-tree’s juice, and turns 
In whirling fiakes, so soon was heal’d the wound. 

By Hebe b^ath’d, and rob’d afresh, he sat IC30 

In health and strength restor’d, by Saturn’s son. 

Mars thus arrested in his murd’rous course, 

Together to th’ abode of Jove return’d 
The Queen of Argos and the blue-ey’d Maid. 
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battle is contiaued. The Tiojans being closely pursued, Hectoi 
by the ad^'ice of Helenus enters Troy, and recommends it to 
Hecuba to go in solemn procession to the temple of Minerva; 
she with the matrons goes accordingly. Hector takes the oppor- 
tunity to find out Paris, and exhorts him to return to the field 
of battle. An inter\'iew succeeds between Hector and Andrcv 
mache, and Paris, having armed himself m the meantime, 
up uith Hector at the close of it, when they sally from the gate 
together. 

The Gods had left the held, and o’er the plain 
Hither and thither surg’d the tide of war, 

As couch’d th* opposing chiefs their brass-tipp’d spears, 
Midway ’twixt Simois’ and Scamander’s streams. 

First through the Trojan phalanx broke his way ^ 
The son of Telamon, the prop of Greece, 

The mighty Ajax; on his friends the light 
Of triumph shedding, as Eusorus* son 
He smote, the noblest of the Thracian bands, 

Valiant and strong, the gallant Acamas. lo 

Full in the front, beneath the plumed helm, 

The sharp spear struck, and crashing through the bone. 
The warrior’s eyes were clos’d in endless night. 

Next valiant Diomed Axylusfislew, 

The son of Teuthranes, who had his home 
In fair Arisba; rich in substance he, 

And lov’d of all; for, dwelling near the road, 

He op’d to all his hospitable gate; 

But none of all he entertain’d was there 

To ward aside the bitter doom of death; 30 

Tliere fell they both, he and his charioteer, 

Calesius, who athwart the battle-field 

His chariot drove; one fate o’ertook them bolh^ 

Then Dresus and Opheltius of their arms 
Euryalus despoil’d; his hot pursuit 
.Esepus next, •and Pedasus assail’d. 

Brothers, whom Abarbarea, Naiad nymph; 

• 96 
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To bold Bucolion bore; Bucolion, son 
Of great Laomedon, his eldest bom^ 

Though bastard: he upon the mountain side, 30 

On which his flocks he tended, met the nymph, 

And of their secret loves twin sons were born; 

Whom now at once Euryalus of strength 
And life depriv’d, and of their armour stripp’d. 

By Polypoetes’ hand, in battle strong, 

Was slain Astyalus; Pidutes fell, 

Chief of Pcrcote, by Ulysses’ spear; 

And Teucer godlike Aretaon slew. • 

Antilochus, the son of Nestor, smote 

With gleaming lance Ablerus; Elatus 40 

By Agamemnon, King of men, was slain. 

Who dwelt by Satnois’ widely-flowing stream. 

Upon the lofty heights of Pedasus. 

By Leitus was Phylacus in flight 
O’erta’en; Eurypylus Melanthius slew^ 

Then Menelaus, good in battle, took 
Adrastus captive; forjiis horses, scar’d 
And rushing wildly o’er the plain, amid 
The tangled tamarisk scrub his chariot broke, 

Snapping the pole; they with the flying crowd 50 

Held city-ward their course; he from the car 
Hurl’d headlong, prostrate lay beside the wheel. 

Prone on his face in dust; and at his side, 

Poising his mighty spear, Atrides stood. 

Adrastus clasp’d his knees, and suppliant cried, 

“ Spare me, great son of Atreus I for my life 
Accept a price; my wealthy father’s house 
A goodly store contains of brass, and gold, 

And well-wrought iron; and of these he fain 
Would pay a noble ransom, could he hear 60 

That in the Grecian ships I yet surviv’d.” 

His words to pity mov’d the victor’s breast; 

^ Tlien had he bade his followers to the ships 
The captive bear; but running up in haste. 

Fierce Agamemnon cried in stem rebuke; 

' ” Soft-h«earted Menelaus, why of life 
So tender? Hat]), thy house receiv’d indeed 
Nothing but benefits at Trojan hands? 

Of that abhorred race, let not a man • 

Escape the deadly vengeance of our arms; 
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No, not the infant in its mother’s womb; 

No, nor the fugitive; but be they all, 

They and their city, utterly destroy’d, 

Uncar’d for, and from mem’ry blotted out.” 

Thus as he spoke, his counsel, fraught with death. 

His brother’s purpose chang’d: he with his hand 
Adrastus thrust aside, whom with his lance 
Fierce Agamemnon through the loins transfix’d; 

And, as he roll’d in death, upon his breast 
Planting his foot, the ashen spear withdrew. 8o 

Then Idlidly Nestor shouted to the Greeks: 

“ Friends, Grecian heroes, ministers of Marsl 
Loiter not now behind, to throw yourselves 
Upon the prey, and bear it to the ships; 

Let all your aim be now to kill ; anon 
Ye may at leisure spoil your slaughter’d foes.” 

With words like these he fir’d the blood of all. 

Now had the Trojans by the warlike Greeks 
In cow'ard flight within their walls been driv’n; 

But to i^lneas and to Hector thus. ^ 

The son of Priam, Helenus, the best 

Of all the Trojan seers, address’d his speech: 

” iCneas, and thou Hector, since on you. 

Of all the Trojans and the Lycian hosts. 

Is laid the heaviest burthen, for that ye 
Excel alike in council and in fight. 

Stand here awhile, and moving to and fro 
On evVy side, around the gates exhort 
The troops to rally, lest they fall disgrac’d, 

Flying for safety to their women’s arms, loo 

And foes, exulting, triumph in their shame. 

Their courage thus restor’d, w'om as w’e are, 

We with the Greeks will still maintain the fight. 

For so, perforce, we must; but. Hector, thou 
Haste to the city; there our mother find, 

Both tliine and mine; on Ilium’s topmost height 
By all the aged dames accompanied. 

Bid her the shrine of bluc-cy’d Pallas seek ; 

Unlock the sacred gates ; and on the knees % 

Of fair-hair’d Pallas place the fairest rpbe no 

In all the house, the amplest, best esteem’d; 

And at her aitar vow to sacrifice 

Twelve yearling kine that never felt the goad. 
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So she have pity on the Trojan state^ 

Our wives, and helpless babes, and turn away 
The fiery son of Tydeus, spearman fierce, 

The Minister of Terror; bravest he, 

In my esteem, of all the Grecian chiefs; 

For not Achilles’ self, the prince of men, 

Though Goddess-bom, such dread inspir’d ; so fierce 120 
His rage; and with his prowess none may vie.” 

He said, nor uncomplying. Hector heard 
His brother’s counsel ; from his car he leap’d 
In arms upon the plain; and brandish’d high * 

His jav’lins keen, and moving to and fro 
The troops encourag’d, and restor’d the fight. 

Rallying they turn’d, and fac’d again the Greeks: 

These ceas’d from slaughter, and in turn gave w-ay. 
Deeming that from the starry Heav’n some God 
Had to the rescue come; so fierce they turn’d- 130 

Then to the Trojans Hector call’d aloud: 

“ Ye valiant Trojans, and renown’d Allies, 

Quit you like men; remember now, brave friends, 

^our wonted valour; I to Ilium go 

To bid our wives and rev’rend Elders raise 

To Heav’n their pray’rs, with vows of hecatombs.” 

Thus saying. Hector of the glancing helm 
Turn’d to depait; and as he mov’d along. 

The black bull’s-hide his neck and ancles smote, 

The outer circle of his bossy shield. 140 

Then Tydeus’ son, and Glaucus, in the midst. 

Son Hippolochus, stood forth to fight; 

But when they near were met, to Glaucus first 
The valiant Diomed his speech address’d: 

” Who art thou, boldest man of mortal birth? 

Fur in the glorious conflict heretofore 

I ne’er have seen thee; but in daring now 

Thou far surpassest all, who hast not fear’d 

To face my spear; of most unhappy sires 

The children they, who my encounter meet. 150 

But if from Heav’n thou com’st, and art indeed 

A God, I fight not with the heav’nly powers. 

Not long did Dry^s’ son, Lycurgus brave. 

Survive, who dar’d th’ Immortals to defy: 

He, ’mid their frantic orgies, in the groves* 

Of lovely Ny$sa, put to shameful rout 
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The youthful Bacchus* nurses; they, in fear, 

Dropp’d each her thyrsus, scatter’d by the hand 
Of fierce Lycurgus, with an ox-goad arm’d. 

Bacchus hunself beneath the ocean wave 160 

In terror plung’d, and, trembling, refuge found 
In Thetis’ bosom from a mortal’s threats: 

The Gods indignant saw, and Saturn’s son 
Smote him wi& blindness; nor surviv’d he long. 

Hated alike by all th’ immortal Gods. 

I dare not then the blessed Gods oppose; 

But be thou mortal, and the fruits of earth 
Thy food, approach, and quickly meet thy doom.” 

To whom the noble Glaucus thus replied : 

” Great son of Tydeus, why my race enquire? 170 

The race of man is as the race of leaves: 

Of leaves, one generation by the wind 
Is scatter'd on the earth ; another soon 
In spring’s luxuriant verdure bursts to light. 

So with our race; these flourish, those decay. 

But if thou wouldst in truth enquire and learn 
The race I spring from, not unknown of men; 

There is a city, in the deep recess 
Of pastoral Argos, Ephyrc by name: 

There Sisyphus of old his dw’eliing had, 180 

Of mortal men the craftiest; Sisyphus, 

The son of -^lus; to him was bom 
Glaucus; and Glaucus in his turn begot 
Bellerophon, on whom the Gods bestow’d 
The gifts of beauty and of manly grace. 

But Proetus sought his death; and, mightier far, 

From all the coasts of Argos drove him forth, 

To Proetus subjected by Jove’s decree. 

For him the monarch’s wife, Antsea, nurs’d 
A madd’ning passion, and to guilty love 190 

Would fain have tempted him; but fail’d to move 
The upright soul of chaste Bellerophon. 

With lying words she then address’d the King: 

‘ Die, Proetus, thou, or slay Bellerophon, 

Who basely sought my honour to assail.’ ♦ 

The King with anger listen’d to her words; 

Slay him he would not; that his soul abhorr’d; 

But to the fitther of his wife, the King 
Of Lycia, sent him forth, with tokens chafg’d 
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Of dire import, on folded tablets trac’d, 200 

Pois’ning the monarch’s mind, to work his deaths 
To Lycia, guarded by the Gods, he went; 

But when he came to Lycia, and the streams 
Of Xanthus, there with hospitable rites 
The King of wide-spread Lycia welcom’d him^ 

Nine days he feasted him, nine oxen slew; 

But with the tenth return of rosy mom 
He question’d him, and for the tokens ask’d 
He from his son-in-law, from Prcetus, bore. 

The tokens’ fatal import understood, 210 

He bade him first the dread Chimxra slay ; 

A monster, sent from Heav’n, not human bom, 

With head of lion, and a serpent’s tail. 

And body of a goat; and from her mouth 
There issued flames of fiercely-burning fire: 

Yet her, confiding in the Gods, he slew. 

Next, with the valiant Solymi he fought. 

The fiercest fight that e’er he undertook. 

Thirdly, the women-warriors he o’erthrew, 

fThe Amazons; from whom returning home, 220 

The King another stratagem devis’d; 

For, choosing out the best of Lycia’s sons. 

He set an ambush ; they return’d not home. 

For all by brave BeUerophon were slain. 

But, by his valour when the King perceiv’d 
His heav’nly birtljif, he entertain’d him well ; 

Gave him his daughter ; and with her the half 
Of all his royal honours he bestow’d: 

A portion too the Lycians meted out. 

Fertile in com and wine, of all the state 230 

The choicest land, to be his heritage. 

Three children there to brave BeUerophon 
Were horn; Isander, and Hippolochus, 

Laodamia last, belov’d of Jove, 

The Lord of counsel ; and to him she bore 
Godlike Sarpedon of the brazen helm. 

BeUerophon at length the wrath incurr’d 

Of all the£ods; and to th’ Aleian plain 

Alone he wander there he wore away 

His soul, and shunn’d the busy haunts of men^ 240 

Insatiate Mars his son Isander slew • 

In battle with the valiant Solymi: 
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His daughter perish’d by Diana’s wraths 
1 from Hippolochus my birth derive: 

To Troy he sent me, and enjoin’d me oft 
To aim at highest honours, and surpass 
My comrades all ; nor on my father’s name 
Discredit bring, who held the foremost place 
In Ephyre, and Lycia’s wide domain. 

Such is my race, and such the blood I boast.” S50 

He said ; and Diomed rejoicing heard : 

His spear he planted in the fruitful ground, 

And thus with friendly words the chief address'd: 

“ By ancient ties of friendship are we bound; 

For godlike CEncus in his house receiv'd 
For twenty days the brave Bellerophon ; 

They many a gift of friendship interchang’d. 

A belt, with crimson glowdng, CEneus gave 
Bellerophon a double cup of gold. 

Which in my house I left when here I Citnie. 260 

Of Tydeus no remembrance 1 retain ; 

For yet a child he left me, w^hen ,he fell 
With his Achaians at the gate of Thebes. 

So I in Argos am thy friendly host; 

Thou mine in Lycia, when 1 thither come: 

Then shun we, cv'n amid the thickest fight, 

Each other's lance; enough there ye for me 
Of Trojans and their brave allies to kill, 

As Heav'n may aid me, and my speed of foot; 

And Greeks enough there are for thee’ to slay, 270 

If so indeed thou canst; but let us now 
Our armour interchange, that these may know 
What friendly bonds of old our houses join.” 

Thus as they spoke, they quitted each his car; 

Clasp’d hand in hand, and plighted mutual faith« 

Then Glaucus of his judgment Jove depriv’d. 

His armour interchanging, gold for brass, 

A hundred oxen’s worth for that of nine. 

Meanwhile, when Hector reach'd the oak beside 
The Scaean gate, around him throng’d the wives 280 
Of Troy, and daughters, anxious to enquire « 

The fate of children, brothers, husbands, friends; 

He to the Gods exhorted all to pray, 

For deep tha sorrows that o’er many hung. 

But when to Priam’s splendid house he came, 
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With polish’d corridors adorn’d — within 
Were fifty chambers, all of polish’d stone, 

Plac'd each by oiher; there the fifty sons* 

Of Priam with their wedded wives repos’d ; 

On th* other side, within the court were built 290 

Twelve chambers, near the roof, of polish’d stone. 

Plac'd each by other; there the sons-in-law 
Of Priam with their spouses chaste repos'd; 

To meet him there his tender mother came. 

And with her led the young Laodice, 

Fairest of all her daughters; clasping then 

His hand, she thus address’d him: “ Why, my son. 

Why com’st thou here, and leav’st the battle-field? 

Are I’rojans by those hateful sons of Greece, 

Fighting around the city, sorely press’d? 300 

And coin’st thou, by thy spirit mov’d, to raise. 

On Ilium's heights, thy hands in pray'r to Jove? 

But tarry till I bring the luscious wine, 

That first to Jove, and to th' Immortals all. 

Thou mayst thine ofKring pour; then with the draught 
• Thyself thou mayst refresh; for great the strength 
Which gen’rous wine imparts to men who toil, 

As thou hast toil’d, thy comrades to protect.” 

To whom great Hector of the glancing helm: * 

“ No, not for me, mine honour’d mother, pour 310 

The luscious wine, lest thou unnerve my limbs. 

And make me all my wonted prowess lose. 

The rjddy wine I da*e not pour to Jove 
With hands unwash’d; nor to the c 5 oud-girt son 
Of Saturn may the voice of pray’r ascend 
From one with blood bespatter'd and defil’d. 

Thou, with the elder women, seek the shrine 

Of Pallas; bring your gifts ; and on the knees 

Of fair-hair’d I'allas place the fairest robe 

Tn all the house, the amplest, best esteem’d; 320 

And at her altar vow to sacrifice 

Twelve yearling kine, that never felt the goad; 

So she have pity on the Trojan state, 

OuV wivfs, and helpless babes ; and turn away 
The fiery son o^Tydeus, spearman fierce, 

^rhe Minister of Terror ; to the shrine 
Of Pallas thou ; to Paris I, to call • 

If haply he will hear; would that the earth 
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Would gape and swallow him I for great the curse . 

That Jove through him hath brought on men of Troy, 330 
On noble Priam, and on Priam’s sons. 

Could I but know that he were in his grave, 

Methinks my sorrows I could half forget.” ^ 

He said: she, to the house returning, sent 
Th’ attendants through the city, to collect 
The train of aged suppliants; she meanwhile 
Her fragrant chamber sought, wherein were stor’d 
Rich garments, by Sidonian women work’d, 

Whom godlike Paris had from Sidon brought. 

Sailing the broad sea o’er, the selfsame path 340 

By which the high-bom Helen he convey’d. 

Of these, the richest in embroidery, 

The amplest, and the brightest, as a star 
Refulgent, plac’d with care beneath the rest. 

The Queen her off ’ring bore to Pallas’ shrine: 

She went, and with her many an ancient dame. 

But when the shrine they reach'd on Ilium’s height, 
Theano, fair of face, the gates unlock’d, 

Daughter of Cisseus, sage Antenor’s wife, « 

By Trojans nam’d at Pallas’ shrine to serve. 350 

They with deep moans to' Pallas rais’d their hands; 

But fair Theano took the robe, and plac'd 
On Pallas’ knees, and to the heav’nly. Maid, 

Daughter of Jove, she thus address’d her pray’r; 

“ Guardian of cities, Pallas, awful Queen, 

Goddess of Goddesses, break thou the spear 
Of Tydeus’ son; and grant that he himself 
Prostrate before the Scaean gates may fall ; 

So at thine altar will we sacrifice 

Twelve yearling kine, that never felt the goad, 360 

If thou have pity on the state of I’roy, 

The wives of Trojans, and their helpless babes.” 

Thus she; but Pallas answer’d not her^ray’r. 

While thus they call’d up>on the heav’nly Maid, 

Hector to Paris’ mansion bent his way ; 

A noble structure, which himself had built 
Aided by all the ^t artificers ^ 

Who in the fertile realm of Troy were known ; 

With chambers, Imll, and court, on Ilium’s height. 

Near to where friam’s self and Hector dwelt. 

There enter’d Hector, well bclov’d of Jove- • 
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Aiud in his hand his ponderous spear he bore, 

Twelve cubits long; bright flash’d the weapon’s point 
Of polish’d brass, with circling hoop of gold. 

There in his chamber found he whom he sought. 

About his armour busied, polishing 

His shield, his breastplate, and his bended bow« 

While Argive Helen, ’mid her maidens plac’d. 

The skilful labours of their hands o’erlook’d. 

To him thus Hector with reproachful words; 380 

“ Thou dost not well thine anger to indulge; 

In battle round the city’s lofty wall 

The people fast are falling; thou the cause 

That fiercely thus around the city burns 

The flame of war and battle; and thyself 

Wouldst others blame, who from the fight should shrink. 

Up, ere the town be wrapp’d in hostile fires.” 

'I’o whom in answer godlike Paris thus : 

” Hector, I own not causeless thy rebuke; 

Yet will I speak ; hear thou and understand ; 390 

*Twas less from ange^with the Trojan host, 

V • And fierce resentment, that I here remain’d. 

Than that I sought my sorrow to indulge ; 

Yet hath my wife, ev’n now, with soothing words 
Urg’d me to join the battle; so, I own, 

’Twere best; and Vict’ry changes oft her side. 

Then stay, while I my armour don; or thou 
Go first: I, following, will o’ertake thee soon.” 

He said: but Hector of the glancing helm 
Mat le answer none; then thus with gentle tones 400 
Helen accosted him: ” Dear brother mine, 

(Of me, degiaded, sorrow-bringing, vile!) 

Oh that the day my mother gave me birth 
Some storm had on the mountains cast me forth! 

Or that the many-dashing ocean’s waves 

Had swept me off, ere all this woe were wrought I 

Yet if these evils were of Heaven ordain’d. 

Would that a better man had call’d me wife; 

A sounder judge of honour and disgrace: 

For'he, tl|ou know’st, no firmness ^th of mind, 410 
Nor ever will; a^want he well may rue. 

But come thou in, and rest thee here awhile, 

Dear brother, on this couch; for travail sdre 
Encompasseth thy soul, by me impos’d, 
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Degraded as I am, and Paris’ guilt; 

On whom this burthen Heav’n hath laid, that shame ^ 

On both our names through years to come shall rest.” 

To whom great Hector of the glancing helm: 

“ Though kind thy wish, yet, Helen, ask me not 

To sit or rest; I cannot yield to thee: 420 

For to the succour of our friends I haste, 

Who feel my loss, and sorely need my aid. 

But thou thy husband rouse, and let him speed, 

That he may find me still within the walls. 

For I too homeward go; to see once more 
My household, and my wife, and infant child: 

For whether I may e'er again return, 

I know not, or if Heav'n have so decreed, 

That I this day by Grecian hands should fall.” 

Thus saying, Hector of the glancing helm 43c 

Turn'd to depart; with rapid step he reach'd 
His owTi well-fumish'd house, but found not there 
His white-arm *d spouse, the fair Andromache. 

She with her infant child and maid the while 
Was standing, bath’d in tears, in bitter grief, 

On Ilium’s topmost tower: but when her Lord 
Found not within the house his peerless wife. 

Upon the threshold pausing, thus he spoke: 

Tell me, my maidens, tell me tnie^ which way 
Your mistress went, the fair Andromache; 

Or to my sisters, or my brothers' wives? 

Or to the temple where the fair-hair'd dames 
Of Troy invoke Minerva’s awful name? " 

To whom the matron of his house replied : 

” Hector, if truly we must answer thee, 

Not to thy sisters, nor thy brothers' waives. 

Nor to the temple wdiere the fair-hair'd dames 
Of Troy invoke Minerva’s awful name, 

But to the height of Ilium's topmost tow’r 
Andromache is gone; since tidings aime 
The Trojan force w^as overmatch’d, and great 
The Grecian strength; whereat, like one di.>lract, 

She hurried to the w'alls, and wdth her took, \ 

Borne !n the nurse’s arms, her infant c^iild.” 

So spoke the ancient dame; and Hector straight 
Through the Vide streets his rapid stejjs retrac’d. 

But when at last the mighty city’s lengU) * 
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Was travers'd, and the Scaean gates were reach’d 
Whence was the outlet to the plain, in haste 
Running to meet him came his priceless wife, 460 

EStion's daughter, fair Andromache; 

Eetion, who from Thebes Cilicia sway’d, 

ITiebes, at the foot of Placos’ wooded heights^ 

His child to Hector of the brazen helm 
Was giv’n in marriap;e: she it was who now 
Met him, and by her suit the nurse, who bore. 

Clasp’d to her breast, his all unconscious child, 

Hector’s lov’d infant, fair as morning star; 

Whom Hector call’d Scamandrlus, but the rest 
Astyanax, in honour of his sire, 470 

The matchless chief, the only prop of Troy. 

Silent he smil’d as on his boy he gaz’d: 

But at his side Andromache, in tears, 

Hung on his arm, and thus the chief address’d: 

** Dear Lord, thy dauntless spirit will work thy doom; 
Nor hast thou pity on this thy helpless child. 

Or me forlorn, to be thy widow soon : 

\ ^For thee will all the Greeks with force combin’d 
Assail and slay: for me, ’twere better far, 

Of tliee bereft, to lie beneath the sod; 480 

Nor comfort shall be mine, if thou be lost. 

But endless grief; to me nor sire is left, 

Nor honour’d mother; fell Achilles’ hand 
My sire E€tion slew, what time his arms 
The populous city of Cilicia raz’d, 

The lofty-gated Thebes; he slew indeed, 

But stripp’d him not; he reverenc’d the dead} 

And o’er his body, with his armour burnt, 

A mound erected; and the iftountain nymphs, 
rhe progeny of xgis-bearing Jove, 490 

Planted around his tomb a grove of elms. 

There were sev’n brethren in my father’s house; 

All in one day they fell, amid their herds ^ 

And fleecy flocks, by fierce Achilles’ hand. 

My mother, Queen of Placos’ wooded height, 

Brought «^ith the captives here, he soon releas’d 
For costly ransom; but by Dian’s shafts 
She, in her father’s house, was stricken down^ 

But, Hector, thou to me art all in one, • 

Sire, mother,lDrethrcnI thou, my wedded level 
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Then pitying us, within the tow’r remain, 

Nor make thy child an orphan, and thy wife 
A hapless widow; by the fig-tree here 
Array thy troops; for here the city wall, 

Easiest of access, most invites assault. 

Thrice have their boldest chiefs this point assail’d, 

The two Ajaces, brave Idomeneus, 

Th' Atridae both, and Tydeus’ warlike son. 

Or by the prompting of some Hcav'n-taught seer, 

Or by their own advent’rous courage led.” 5 ^® 

To whom great Hector of the glancing helm : 

“ Think not, dear wife, that by such thoughts as thc?e 
My heart has ne’er been wrung; but I should blush 
To face the men and long-rob’d dames of Troy, 

If, like a coward, I could shun the fight. 

Nor could my soul the lessons of my youth 
So far forget, whose boast it still has been 
In the fore-front of battle to be found. 

Charg’d with my father’s glory and mine own. 

Yet in my inmost soul too w^ell linow,* 520 

The day must come when this our sacred Troy, ^ 

And Priam’s race, and Priam’s royal self. 

Shall in one common ruin be o’erthrown. 

But not the thoughts of Troy’s impending fate. 

Nor Hecuba’s nor royal Priam’s w'oes, 

Nor loss of brethren, numerous and brave, 

By hostile hands laid prostrate in the dust, 

So deeply wring my heart as thoughts of th'^e, 

Thy days of freedom lost, and led away 
A weeping captive by some brass-clad Greek; 530 

Haply in Argos, at a mistress’ beck. 

Condemn’d to ply the looifi, or water draw 
From Hypereia’s or Messeis’ fount. 

Heart-wrung, by stem necessity constrain’d. 

Then they who see thy tears perchance may say, 

‘ Lo 1 this was Hector’s wife, who, when they fought 
On plains of Troy, was Ilium’s bravest chief.’ 

Thus may they speak ; and thus thy grief renew 
For loss of him, who might have been thy slr^ld 
To rescue thee from slav’ry's bitter hqpr. 

Oh may I sleep in dust, ere be condemn’d 
To hear thy «rics, and sec thee dragg’d away I ” 

Thus as he spoke, great Hector stretch’d his arms 
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To. take his child; but back the infant shrank, 

Crying, an*i sought his nurse’s shelt’ring breast, 

Scar'd by the brazen helm and horse>hair plume, 

That nodded, fearful, on the warrior’s crest. 

Laugh’d the fond parents both, and from his brow 
Hector the casque remov’d, and set it down. 

All glitt’ring, on the ground; then kiss’d his child, 550 
And danc’d him in his arms; then thus to Jove 
And to th’ Immortals alt address’d his pray’r: 

Grant, Jove, and all ye Gods, that this my son 
May be, as I, the foremost man of Troy, 

For valour fam’d, his country’s guardian King; 

That men may say, ‘ This youth surpasses far 
His father,’ when they sec him from the fight. 

From slaughter’d foes, with bloody spoils of war 
Returning, to rejoice his mother's heart! " 

nius saying, in his mother’s arms he plac’d 560 

His child ; she to her fragrant bosom clasp’d. 

Smiling through tears ; with eyes of pitying love 
Hector beheld, and {press’d her hand, and thus 
Address’d her — “ Dearest, wring not thus my heart! 

For till my day of destiny is come, 

No man may lake my life; and when it coma's, 

Nor brave nor coward can escape that day. 

But go thou homeland ply thy household cares. 

The loom and distaff, and appoint thy maids 

Their sev’ral tasks ; and leiwc to men of Troy 570 

And, cltief of all to me, the toils of war."’ 

llius as he spoke, his horsehair-plum<^d helm 

Great Hector took; and homeward turn’d his wife 

With falt’ring steps, and shedding scalding tears. 

Arriv'd at valiant Hector’s well-built house, 

Her maidens press'd around her; and in all 
Arose at once the sympathetic grief. 

For Hector, yet alive, his household mourn’d. 

Deeming he never would again return. 

Safe from the fight, by Grecian hands unharm’d. 580 
Nor linger'd Paris in his lofty halls; 

But donjj^’d his armour, glitt’ring o’er with brass. 

And through thp city pass’d with bounding steps. 

As some proud steed, at weil-fiU’d manger fed, 

His halter broken, neighing, scours tlie plain, 

And re\'els in the widely-flowing stream 
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To bathe his sides; then tossing high his head^ 

While o’er his shoulders streams his ample manCi 
Light borne on active limbs, in conscious pride. 

To the wide pastures of the marcs he flies; 59 

So Paris, Priam’s son, from Ilium’s height. 

His bright arms flashing like the gorgeous sun. 

Hasten’d, with boastfu) mien, and rapid step. 

Hector he found, as from the spot he turn’d 
Where with his wife he late hafl converse held; 

Whom thus the godlike Paris first address’d: 

'' Too longj good brother, art thou here detain’d, 
Impatient for the fight, by my delay; 

Nor have I timely, as thou bad’st me, come.” 

To whom thus Hector of the glancing helm: 600 

“ My gallant brother, none who thinks ariglit 
Can cavil at thy prowess in the field ; 

For thou art very valiant; but thv will 
Is weak and sluggish; and it grieves my heart, 

When from the Trojans, who in thy behalf 

Such labours undergo, I hear thy r^ame 

Coupled with foul reproach! But go we now 1 

Henceforth shall all be well, if Jove permit 

That from our shores we chase th’ invading Greeks 

^d to the ever-living Gods of He<iv’n ' 610 

In peaceful homes our free libations pour.” 
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At AX and Urctor engage in single combat. The Grecians fortify 
their camp. 

Thus as he spoke, from out the city gates 
The noble Hector pass'd, and by his side 
His brother Paris; in the breast of both 
Burnt the fierce ardour of the battle-field. 

As when some God a fav’ring breeze bestows 
On seamen tugging at the well-worn oar, 

Faint with excess of toil, ev'n so appear'd 
Those brethren twain to Troy's o’erlabour'd host. 

Then to their prowgss fell, by Paris' hand 
Menesthius, royal Areithous’ son, lo 

Whom to the King, in Ama, where he dwelt. 

The stag-cy’d dame Phylomedusa bore; 

While Hector smote, with well-directed spear, 

Beneath the brass-bound headpiece, through the throat, 
EToneus, and slack'd his limbs in death; 

And Glaucus, leader of the Lycian bands, 

Sun of Hippolochus, amid the fray 
Iphinous, son of Dexias, borne on high 
Bv two fleet mares upon a lofty car, 

IhtTc’d through the shoulder; from the car he fell 20 
Prone td the earth, his limbs relax'd in death. 

But them when Pallas saw, amid the fray 
Dealing destruction on the hosts of Greece, 

From high Olympus to the walls of Troy 
She came in haste; Apollo there she found, 

As down he look'd from Ilium's topmost tow'r, 

Devising vict'ry to the arms of Troy. 

Beside tl^ oak they met; Apollo first, 
llie son of Jovc^ the colloquy began: 

Daughter of Jove, from great Olympus' heights, 30 
Why com*st tliou here, by angry passion kd? 

Wouldst thou the vict'ry, svraying here and there, 



Book VIL 


Homer’s Iliad 


Give to the Greeks? since pitile^ thou see st 
The Trojans slaughter’d ? Be advis d by me. 
For so ’twere better; cause we for to-day 
The rage of battic and of war to ; 
To-morrow mom shall see the fight renew d, 
Until the close of Ilium’s destiny ; 

For so ye Goddesses have wrought your will, 
That this fair city should in ruin fall.” 

To whom the blue-ey’d Goddess thus replied; 
“ So be it, Archer-King; with like intent 
I from Olympus came; but say, what means 
Wilt thou devise to bid the conflict cease ” 


To whom Apollo, royal son of Jove: 

“ The might of valiant Hector let us move 
To challenge to the combat, man to man, 

Some Grecian warrior; while the brass-clad Greekr 
Their champion urge the challenge to accept, 

And godlike Hector meet in single fight/’ 

He said; nor did Minerva not assent ; 

But Helenus, the son of Priam, k^ew 
The secret counsel by the Gods devis’d ; 

And drawing near to Hector, thus he spoke : 

** Hector, thou son of Priam, sage as Jove 
In council, hearken to a brother’s words. 

Bid that the Greeks and Trojans alUsit down, 

And thou defy the boldest of the Greeks 
With thee in single combat to contend; 

By revelation from th’ eternal Gods, 

I know that here thou shalt not meet thy fate.’’ 

He said, and Hector joy’d to hear his words ; 
Forth in the midst he stepp’d, and with his spear 
Grasp’d in the middle, stay’d the I'rojan ranks. 

With one accord they sat; on th' other side 
Atrides bade the well-greav’d Greeks sit down; 
While, in the likeness of two vultures, sat 
On the tall oak of aegis-bearing Jove, 

Pallas, and Phoebus of the silver bow, 

W'ith heroes' deeds delighted; dense around 
Bristled the ranks, with shield, and helm, and^pear.* 
As when the west wind freshly blows, and brings 
A dark'ning ripple o’er the ocean waves* 

Ev’n so appev’d upon the plain the ranks 
Of Greeks and Trojans; sunding in the mklst, 
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Thiis to both armies noble Hector spoke; 

** Hear, ail ye Trojans, and ye well-greav’d Greeks, 
The words I speak, the promptings of my soul. 

It hath not pleas’d high- thron’d Saturnian Jove 
To ratify our truce, who both afflicts 
With labours hard, till either ye shall take 
Our well-fenc’d city, or yourselves to us 
Succumb tieside your ocean-going ships. 

Here have ye all the chiefest men of Greece; 

Of all, let him who dares with me to fight, 

Stand forth, and godlike Hector’s might confront. 
And this I say, and call to witness Jove, 

If with the sharp-edg’d spear he vanquish me, 

He shall strip off, and to the hollow ships 
In triumph bear my armour; but my corpse 
Restore, that so the men and wives of Troy 
May deck with honours due my funeral pyre. 

But, by Apollo’s grace should I prevail, 

I will his arms strip off and bear to Troy, 

And in Apollo’s tempk hang on high ; 

»But to the ships his corpse 1 will restore, 

That so the long-hair’d Greeks with solemn rites 
May bury him, and to his mem’ry raise 
By the broad Hellespont a lofty tomb; 

And men in days ioKome shall say, w'ho urge 
Their full-oar’d bark across the dark-blue sea, 

‘ Lo there a warrior’s tomb of days gone by, 

A mighty chief, whom glorious Hector slew: ’ 

7'hus shall they say, and thus my fame shall live.” 

Thus Hector spoke; they all in silence heard. 
Sham'd to refuse, but fearful to accept. 

At length in anger Meneliius rose. 

Groaning in spirit, and with bitter words 
ReproaA’d them: “ Shame, yc braggart cowards, 
Women of Greece 1 I cannot call you'men! 

’Twere foul disgrace indeed, and scorn on scorn, 

If Hector’s challenge none of all the Greeks 
Should dare accept; to dust and water turn 
.\U ye whahere inglorious, heartless sitl 
I will mysell confront him; for success, 

Th’ immortal Gods above the issues hold.” 

Thus as he spoke, he donn’d his dazzling^rms. 
Then, Menelaus, had thine end approach’d 
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By Hector’s hands, so much the stronger he. 

Had not the Kings withheld thee and restrain’d. 1-20 
Great Agamemnon’s self, wide-ruling King, 

Seizing his hand, address’d him thus by name: 

“ What 1 Heav’n-bom Menelaus, art thou mad ? 

Beseems thee not such folly ; curb thy wrath. 

Though vex’d; nor think with Hector to contend, 

Thy better far, inspiring dread in all. 

From his encounter in the glorious fight, 

Superior far to thee, Achilles shrinks; 

But thou amid thy comrades* ranks retire ; 

Some other champion will the Greeks provide; 133 

And, fearless as he is, and of the fight 
Insatiate, yet will Hector, should he ’scape 
Unwounded from the deadly battle-strife, 

Be fain, methinks, to rest his weary limbs.” 

He said, and with judicious counsel sway’d 
His brother’s mind; he yielded to his words, 

And gladly his attendants doff’d his arms. 

Then Nestor rose, and thus address’d the Greeks: 

“ Alas, alas! w»hat shame is this for Greece! ^ ' 

What grief would fill the aged Peleus’ soul, 143 

Sage chief in council, of the Myrmidons 
Leader approv’d, who often in his house 
Would question me, and lov’d from me to hear 
Of all the Greeks the race and pedigree, 

Could he but learn how Hector cow’d them all! 

He to the Gods with liands uprais’d would pray 

His soul might from his body be divorc’d, * 

And sink beneath the earth! Oh would to Jove, 

To Pallas and Apollo, such were now 

My vig’rous youth, as when beside the banks 150 

Of swiftly-flowing Celadon, the men 

Of Pylos with th’ Arcadian spearmen fought, 

By Pheia's walls, Around lardan’s streams. 

Then from the ranks, in likeness as a God, 

Advanc’d their champion, Ereuthalion bold. 

The arms of Areithous he wore; 

Of godlike Areithdus, whom men I 

And richly-girdled women liad sumanj’d ^ 

The Macebearer; for not with sword or bow 

He went to fight, but with an iron mace t6o 

Broke through the squadrons; him Lycufgus slew, 
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By, stealth, not brav’ry, in a narrow way, 

Where nought avail’d his iron mace from death 
To save him; for Lycurgus, with his spear. 

Preventing, thrust him through the midst; he fell 
Prostrate ; and from his breast the victor stripp’d 
His armour off, the gift of brass<clad Mars; 

And in the tug of war he wore it oft; 

But when Lycurgus felt th’ approach of age. 

He to his faithful follower and friend, 170 

To Ereuthalion gave it; therewith arm’d, 

He now to combat challeng’d all the chiefs. 

None dar’d accept, for fear had fall’n on all; 

Then I with dauntless spirit his might oppos’d. 

The youngest of them all; with him I fought. 

And Pallas gave the vict’ry to my arm. 

Him there 1 slew, the tallest, strongest man; 

For many another there beside him lay. 

Would that my youth and strength were now the same ; 
Then soon should Hector of the glancing helm 180 

A willing champion ftnd; but ye, of Greece 
The foremost men, with Hector fear to fight.” 

The old man spoke reproachful ; at his words 
Up rose nine warriors: far before the rest. 

The monarch Agamemnon, King of men ; 

Next Tydeus’ son, ahe valiant Diomed; 

The two Ajaces, cloth’d with courage high; 

Idomeneus, and of Idomeneus 
The faithful follower, brave Meriones, 

Equal in fight to blood-stain’d Mars; with these 190 
Eurypylus, Euaeinon’s noble son ; 

Thoas, Andnemon’s son; Ulysses last; 

These all with Hector offer’d to contend. 

Then thus again Gerenian Nestor spoke; 

” Shake then the lots; on whomsoe’er it fall. 

Great profit shall he bring to Grecian arms. 

Great glory to himself, if he escape 
Unwound^ from the deadly battle strife.” 

He said: each mark’d his sev’ral lot, and all 
Togctlie| threw in Agamemnon’s helm. 200 

The crowd, with hands uplifted, pray’d the Gods, 

And looking heav’nward, said, "" Grant, Father Jove, 

The lot on Ajax, or on Tydws’ son, • 

Or on Mycenae's wealthy King may faJl.” 
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Thus they.' then aged Nestor shook the hclni| 

And forth, according to their wish, was thrown 
The lot of Ajax; then from left to right 
A herald show’d to all the chiefs of Greece, 

In turn, the token; they who knew it not, ^ 

Disclaim’d it all; but when to him they came aio 

Who mark’d, and threw it in Atrides’ helm, 

The noble Ajax, he his hand put forth, 

And standing near he seiz’d it; straight he knew 
The token, and rejoic’d; before his feet 
He threw it down upon the ground, and said, 

“ O friends, the lot is mine ; great is my joy, 

And hope o’er godlike Hector to prevail. 

But now, while I my warlike armour don, 

Pray ye to Saturn’s royal son^ apart, 

In silence, that the Trojans hear ye not; 220 

Or ev’n aloud, for nought have we to fear. 

No man against my will can make me fly, 

By greater force or skill ; nor will, I hope. 

My inexperience in the field disgr^e 
The teaching of my native Salamis.” 

Thus he ; and they to Saturn’s royal son 
Address’d their pray’rs, and looking heav’nward, said: 

** O Father Jove, who rul’st on Ida’s height! 

Most great ! most glorious I grant that Aj:ix now 

May gain the vict’ry, and immortal praise; 230 

Or if thy love and pity Hector claim, 

Give equal pow’r and equal praise to both.” 

Ajax meanwhile in dazzling brass was clad ; 

And when his armour all was duly donn'd, 

Forward he mov’d, as when gigantic Mars 
Leads nations forth to war, whom Saturn’s son 
In life-destroying conflict hath involv’d; 

So mov’d the giant Ajax, prop of Greece, 

With sternly smiling mien; with haughty stride 

He trod the plain, and pois’d hi^ pond’rous spear. 240. 

The Greeks, rfejoicing, on their champion gaz’d. 

The Trojans’ limbs beneath them shook with fear; 

Ev’n Hector’s heart beat quicker in his breast^ 

Yet quail he must not now, nor back retreat * 

Amid his comrades — he, the challengerl 

Ajax approach’d ; before him, as a tow’r 

His mighty shield he bore, sev’n-fold, brass-bound. 
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The* work of Tychius, best artificer 
That wrought in leather; he in Hyla dwelt. 

Of sev’n-fold hides the ponderous shield was wrought 250 
Of lusty bulls; the eighth was glitt’ring brass. « 

This by the son of Telamon was borne 
Before his breast; to Hector close he came, 

And thus with words of haughty menace spoke: 

“ Hector, I now shall teach thee, man to man, 

The mettle of the chiefs we yet possess. 

Although Achilles of the lion heart, 

Mighty in battle, be not with us still; 

He by his ocean-going ships indeed 

Against Atrides nurses still his wrath; 260 

Yet arc there those who dare encounter thee, 

And nut a few; then now begin the fight.” 

'lb whom great Hector of the glancing helm: 

“ Ajax, brave leader, son of Telamon, 

Deal not with me as with a feeble child. 

Or woman, ign’rant of the ways of war; 

Of war and carnage eftvy point I know; 

^Ancl well I know to wield, now right, now left, 

The tough buirs-hidc that forms my stubborn targe: 

Well know I too my fiery steeds to urge, 270 

And raise the war-cry in the standing fight. 

But not in secret ambush would I watch, 

To strike, by stealth, a noble foe like thee; 

But slay thee, if I inav\ in open fight.” 

He Siiid; and, poising, hurl’d his pond’rous spear; 

The brazen cov’ring of the shield it struck, 

The outward fold, die eighth, above the sev’n 
Of tough bulFs-hide; through six it drove its w^ay 
With stubborn force; but in the sev’nth was stay'd, 
iben Ajax hurl’d in turn his pond’rous spear, 280 

And struck the circle true of Hector’s shield: 

Right tlirough the glitt’ring shield the stout spear pass’d, 
And through the well-wrought breastplate drove its way; 
And, underneath, the linen vest it tore; 

But Hector, stooping, shunn’d the stroke of deaths 
WithdravMng tlien their weapons, each on each 
Tlicy fell, Mike lic^is fierce, or tuskW boars. 

In strength the mightiest of the forest beasts. 

Then Hector fairly on the c^tre struck • 

The stubborn* shield; yet drove not through the spear; 
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For the stout brass the blunted point repell’d. . 29* 

But Ajax, with a forward bound, the shield 
Of Hector pierc’d; right through the weapon pass’d; 
Arrested with rude shock the warrior’s course, 

And graz’d his neck, that spouted forth the blood. 

Yet did not Hector of the glancing helm 
Flinch from the contest: stooping to the ground, 

With his broad hand a pondVous stone he seiz’d. 

That lay upon the plain, dark, jagg’d, and huge. 

And hurl’d against the sev’n-fold shield, and struck 300 
Full on the central boss; loud rang t!ie brass: 

Then Ajax rais’d a weightier mass of rock 
And sent it whirling, giving to his arm 
Unmeasur’d impulse; w'ith a millstone’s weight 
it crush’d the buckler; Hector’s knees gave way; 
Backward he stagger'd, yet upon his shield 
Sustain’d, till Phcebiis rais’d him to his feet. 

Now had they hand to hand with swords engag’d, 

Had not the messengers of Gods and men, 

The heralds, interpos’d; the one ^or Troy, 310 

The other umpire for the brass-clad Greeks, 

Talthybius and Idaeus, w'ell approv’d. 

Between the chiefs they held their wands, and thus 
Idaeus both w'ith prudent speech adilrcss’cl: 

“ No more, brave youths! no longer wage the fight: 

To cloud-compelling Jove ye both are dear. 

Both valiant spearmen; that, vre all have seen. 

Night is at hand ; behoves us yield to night.” 

Whom answer’d thus the son of Telamon: 

“ Idaeus, bid that Hector speak those words: 320 

He challeng’d all our chiefs; let him begin: 

If he be wnlling, I shall not refuse.” 

To whom great Hector of the glancing helm : 

“ Ajax, since God hath giv’n thee size, and strength, 

And skill; and with the spear, of all the Greeks 
None is thine equal ; cease wc for to-day 
The fight; hereafter we may meet, and Heav’n 
Decide our cause, and one with vict’ry crown. 

Night is at hand ; behoves us yie\d to night. • 

So by the ships shalt thou rejoice the j^reeks,^ 330 

And most of all, thy comrades and thy friends ; 

And so shalf I, in Priam’s royal town, 

Rejoice the men of Troy, and long-rob’d dames, 

m 
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Wh(x shall with grateful pray’rs the temples throng. 
But make we now an interchange of gifts, 

That both the 1 rojans and the Greeks may say, 

* On mortal quarrel did those warriors meet, ^ 
Yet parted thence in friendly bonds conjoin’d/ ** 
This said, a silver-studded svferd he gave, 

With scabl ard and with well-cut belt complete; 
Ajax a girdle, rich with crimson dye. 

They parted ; Ajax to the Grecian camp. 

And Hector to the ranks of Troy return’d: 

Great was the joy when him they saw approach. 
Alive and safe; escap’d from Ajax* might 
And arm invincible; and tow’rd the town 
lliey led him back, beyond their hope preserv’d; 
While to Atrides’ tent the well-greay’d Greeks 
Led Ajax, glorying in his triumph gain’d. 

But when to Agamemnon’s tents they came, 

The King of men to Saturn’s royal son 
A bullock slew, a male of five years old ; 

The carcase then they ilay’d ; and cutting up, 
‘‘Sever’d the joints ; then fixing on the spits, 

Roasted with care, and from the fire withdrew. 
7'heir labours ended, and the feast prepar’d, 

I'hey shar’d the social meal, nor lack’d there aught. 
To Ajax tlien the chine’s continuous length, 

As honour’s meed, the mighty monarch gave, 

I'he rage of thirst and hunger satisfied, 

The aged Nestor first his mind disclos'd; 

He who, before, the sagest counsel gave. 

Now thus with prudent speech began, and said: 

Atrides, and ye other chiefs of Greece. 

Since manv a long-hair’d Greek hath fall’n in fight, 
Whose blood, beside Scamander's flowing stream, 
Fierce Mars has shed, while to the viewless shades 
Tlieir spirits are gone, behoves thee with the mom 
’The warfare of Uie Greeks to intermit: 

Then wc, with oxen and with mules, llic dead 
From all the plain will draw; and, from the ships 
A little space remov’d, will bum with fire: 

That wc, returnii^ to our native land, 

May to their chil^en bear our comrades’ bones* 
'fhen will wc go, and on the plain erect • 
Around the pyre one common mound for all; 
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Then quickly build before it lofty tow’rs 
To screen both ships and men ; and in the tow rs 
Make ample portals, with well-fitting gates. 

That through the midst a carriage-way ma.\- pass : 

And a deep trench around it dig, to guard 
Both men and chariots, list on our defence 
The haughty Trojans should too hardly press.” 

He said; and all the Kings his words approv'd- 
Meanwhile, on Ilium’s height, at Priam’s gate, 

The Trojan chiefs a troubled council held ; 

Which op’ning, thus the sage An tenor spoke: 

Hear now, ye Trojans, Dardans, and Allies, 

The words I speak, the promptings of my soul. 

Back to the sons of Atreus let us give 390 

The Argive Helen, a^d the goods she brought; 

For now in breach of plighted faith we fight; 

Nor can I hope, unless to my advice 
Ve listen, that success will crown our 
Thus having said, he sat; and next arose 
The godlike Paris, fair-hair’d Helen’s Lord; 

Who thus with winged words the chiefs address’d: 

“ Hostile to me, Antenor, is thy speech ; 

Thy better judgment better counsel knows; 

But if in earnest such is thine advice, 400 

Thee of thy senses have the Gods beref t. 

Now, Trojans, hear my answer; I reject 
The counsel, nor the w'oman will restore; 

But for the goods, whatever I hither brought 
To Troy from Argos, I am w^ell content 
To give them all, and others add beside.” 

This said, he sat; and aged Priam next, 

A God in council, Dardan’s son, arose, 

Who thus with prudent speech began, and said: 

“ Hear now, ye Trojans, Dardans, and Allies, 410 

The words I speak, the promptings of my soul : 

Now through the city take your wonted meal ; 

Look to your watch, let each man keep his guard: 
To-morrow shall Idaeus to the ships 
Of Greece, to both the sons of Atreus, bear 
The words of Paris, cause of all this war; \ 

And ask besides, if from the deadly strife 
Such truce they will accord us as may serve 
To bum the dead: hereafter we may fight 



Book Vll. 


121 


Homer’s Iliad 

Till ‘Ucav’n decide, and one with victory crown.” 

He said; and they, obedient to his word, 

Throughout the ranks prepar’d the wonted meal: 

But with the morning to the ships of Greece 
Idjeus took his way: in council there 
By Agamemnon’s leading ship he found 
The Grecian chiefs, the ministers of Mars: 

And ’mid them all the clear-voic’d herald spoke: 

“ Ye sons of Atreus, and ye chiefs of Greece, 

P'rom Priam, and the gallant sons of Troy, 

I come, to bear, if ye be pleas’d to hear, 430 

The words of Paris, cause of all this war: 

The goods which hither in his hollow ships 
(Would he had perish’d rather!) Paris brought. 

He will restore, and others add beside; 

But further says, the virgin- wedded wife 
Of ^lenelaus, though the gen’ral voice 
Of Troy should bid him, he will not restore: 

Then bids me ask, if from the deadly strife 
Such truce ye will accArd us as may serve 
^To bum the dead: hereafter we may fight 440 

Till Heav’n decide, and one with vict’ry crown.” 

Thus he: they 'all in silence heard; at length 
Uprose the valiant Diomed, and said: 

Let none from Pads now propose to accept 
Or goods, or Helen's self; a child may see 
That now the doom of Troy is close at hand.” 

He said; the sons of Greece, with loud applause, 

7'he speech of ^'aliant Diom^ confirm’d. 

Then to Idaeus Agamemnon thus: 

“ Idaeus, thou hast heard what answer give 450 

'Ilie chiefs of Greece — their answer I approve. 

But for the truce, for burial of the dead, 

1 nought demur; no shame it is to grace 
With fun’ral rites the corpse of slaughter’d foes. 

Be witness, Jove! and guard the plighted truce.” 

He said ; and heav’nward rais’d his staff ; and back 
To Ilium’s walls Idaeus took his way. 

Trojans and Dardans there in council met 

Expecting sat, tiU from the Grecian camp 

Idarus should return ; he came, and stood 460 

In mid assembly, and his message gave: • 

'fhen all in haste their sevVal ways dispers'd. 
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For fuel some, and some to bring the dead. 

The Greeks too from their well-mann d slups wen: 

For fuel some, and some to bring the dead. 

The sun was newly glancing on the earth, 

From out the ocean’s smoothly-dowmg depths 
Climbing the Heav’ns, when on the plain they met. 

Hard was it then to recognise the dead; 

But when the gory dust was wash’d aw'ay, 47 ^ 

Shedding hot tears, they plac'd them on the wains. 

Nor loud lament, by Priam's high command, 

Was heard; in silence they, with grief suppress’d, 

Heap'd up their dead upon the fun'ral pyre; 

Then burnt w’ith fire, and back return'd to Troy. 

The well-greav’d Greeks, they too, with grief sup>prcss’d, 
Heap'd up their dead upon the fun’ral pyre; 

Then burnt with fire, and to the ships return'd. 

But ere 'twas mom, while daylight strove with night, 
About the pyre a chosen band of Greeks 4S0 

Had kept their vigil, and around it rais’d 
Upon the plain one common moilnd for all ; 

And built m front a wall, with lofty tow’rs 
To screen both ships and men; and in the tow'rs 
Made ample portals with well-fitting gates, 

That through the midst a carriage- w'ay might pass: 

Then dug a trench around it, deep*and wide. 

And in the trench a palisade they fixM. 

Thus labour'd through the night the long-hair’d Greeks: 
The Gods, assembled in the courts of Jove, 490 

With wonder view'd the mighty work ; and thus 
Neptune, Earth-shaking King, his specdi began : 

“ O Father Jove, in all the wide-spread earth 

Shall men be found, in counsel and design 

To rival us Immortals? see’st thou not 

How round their ships the long-hair'd Greeks liavc built 

A lofty w^all, and dug a trench around. 

Nor to the Gods have paid their off'rings due? 

Wide as the light extends shall be the fame 

Of this great work, and men shall lightly deem 5 

Of that which I and Phoebus jointly rais'd, § 

With toil and pain, for great Laomeden." ' 

To whom in wTath the Cloud-compeller thus: 

** Neptune, Earth-shaking King, what words are tinese.^ 
Tliis bold design to others of the Gods, * 
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Of fabler hands, and pow'r less great than thine. 

Might cause alarm; but, far as light extends. 

Of this great work to thee shall be the fame: 

When with their ships the long-hair’d Greeks shall take 
Their homeward voyage to their native land, 510 

This wall shall by the waves be broken through. 

And sink, a shapeless ruin, in the sea: 

O’er the wide shore again thy sands shall spread. 

And all the boasted work of Greece o’erwhelm." 

Amid themselves such converse held the Gods. 

The sun was set ; the Grecian w'ork \iras done ; 

They slew, and shar’d, by tents, the ev’ning meal. 

From Lemnos' isle a num'rous fleet had come 
Freighted with wine; and by Euneus sent. 

Whom fair Hypsipylc to Jason bore. * 520 

For Atreus’ sons, apart from all the rest, 

Of wine, the son of Jason had despatch'd 
A thousand measures ; all the other Greeks 
Hasten’d to purcliase, some with brass, and some 
With gleaming iron; other some with hides, 

^^attle, or slaves; and joyous wax'd the feast. 

All night the long-hair’d Greeks their revels held. 

And so in Troy, the Trojans and Allies: 

But through the night his anger Jove express'd 

With awful thund'rings ; pale they turn'd with fear: 530 

To earth the wine was from the goblets shed. 

Nor dar'd they drink, until libations due 
Had first been pour'd to Saturn’s mighty son. 

Then lay they down, and sought the boon of sleep. 
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Jove calls a council, in which he forbids all interference of the Gods 
between the Greeks and Trojans. He repairs to Ida, where 
ha\ing consulted the scales of destiny, he directs his lightning 
against the Grecians. Nestor is endangered by the death of on** 
of his horses. Diomede delivers him. In the chariot of Diomede 
they both hasten to engage Hector, whose charioteer is slain by 
Diomede. Jupiter again interposes by his thunders, and the 
whole Grecian host discomfited, is obliged to seek refuge within 
the rampart. Diomede, with others, at sight of a f.woiirable 
omen sent from Jove in answer to Agamemnon's prayer, sallies. 
Teucer performs great exploits, but is disabled by Hector. Juno 
and Pallas set forth from Olympus in aid the Grecians, but 
are stopped bv Jupiter, who re-ascends from Ida, and in heaven 
foretells the distresses which await the Grecians 

Hector takes measures for the security of Troy during the night, 
and prepares bis host for an assault to be made on the Grecian 
camp in the morning. ^ 


Now morn, in saffron robe, the earth o’ersproad; 

And Jove, the lightning's Lord, of all the Gods 
A council held upon the highest peak 
Of many-ridg'd Olympus; he himself 
Address'd them ; they his speech attentive heard. 

** Hear, all ye Gods, and all ye (ioddesses, 

The words I speak, the promptings of my soul. 

Let none among you, male or female, dare 
To interrupt my speech; but ail attend, 

That so these matters I may soon conclude, xo 

If, from the rest apart, one God I find 
Presuming or to Trojans or to Greeks 
To give his aid, with ignominious stripes 
Back to Olympus shall that God be driv'n; 

Or to the gloom of Tartarus profound, 

Far off, the lowest abyss beneath the earth, 

With gates of iron, and with floor of bras^. 

Beneath the shades as far as earth from Heavin, 

There will I hurl him, and yc all shall >now • 

In strength how greatly 1 surpass you all. 

Make trial if V will, that all may know. 

A golden cord let down from Heav'n, and •all, 

• . *24 


so 
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Both Gods and Goddesses, your strength apply: 

Yet would ye fail to drag from Heav’n to earth. 

Strive as ye may, your mighty master, Jove; 

But if 1 ^oose to make my pow'r be known. 

The earth itself, and ocean, I could raise. 

And funding round Olympus* ridge the oord^ 

Leave them suspended so in middle air: 

So far supreme my pow'r o'er Gods and men.'* 30 

He said, and they, <jpnf6unded by his words. 

In silenoe sat; so stCn^y did he sp^. 

At length the blue-ey’d Goddess, Pallas, said: 

** O Father, Son of Saturn, Kbg of Kings, 

Weil do we know thy pow’r invmdble; 

Yet deeply grieve we for the warlike Greeks, 

Condemn'd to hopeless ruin; from the fight, 

^ce sudi is thy command, we stand aloof; 

But yet some saving counsel may we give. 

Lest in tlune anger thou destroy them quite.” 40 

To whom the Qoud-compeller, smiling, thus: 

” Be of good cheer, my child; unwillingly 
^ I speak, yet will not thwart ^ee of thy wish.*' 

He Md, and straight the brazen-footed steeds. 

Of swiftest flight, with manes of flowing gold. 

He harness'd to his chariot; all in gold 
Himself array’d, tho golden lash he gwp'd. 

Of curious work; and mounting on his car, 

U^d llw tett ooursen; nothing loth, they flew 
Midway betirixt the «a^ and starry heav’n. 50 

To Ida’s spriag-abou^ding hill he came. 

And to the QVt of Gaigarus, wild nurse 
Of mountain beasts; a sacred plot there, 

Whereon incense-honour'd altar stood: 

Tbme stay'd his steeds the Sire of Gods and men, 
Loos'djrom the car, and veil’d with douds aiound4 
Then <m the topmost ridge he sat, in pride 
* Of coQsdous strength; and IooIom down, survey'd . .. 

The Tkojan dty, and the ships of Greece. 

Meaatinta«/1to loog-hair'd Grcdcs thraushmit their 
•ttntt • «o 

Mth foot fedfui|od, arm’d them for the 
On th* otherdde w Trojans doon’d Uieit anai^ 

In numbers' fewer, hut with stem i«sdlve» * 

By hard neeeasity epastrain'd, to strive^ 
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For wives «nd children, in the stubborn . 

The gates all open’d wsje, forth pour d the crowd 

Of horse uxd foot; and'loud the clamour 

Whto in the midst they met, together d 

Bucklers and lances, and the funous might 

Of mail-clad warriors; bossy shield on sturid 7® 

Clatter’d in conflict; loud the clamour rose: 

Then rojc too mingled shouts and groans of mm 
Slaying and slain; the earth ran red with blood. 

While yet 'twas mom, and wax'd the youthful day, 

Thick flew the shafts, and fast the people fell 

On either side; but when the sun had reach'd 

The middle Heav'n, th' Eternal Father hung 

His golden scales aloft, and plac'd in each 

The fatal death-lot: for the sons of Troy 

The one, the other for the brass-dad Greeks; So 

Thm held them by the midst; doTO sa^ the lot 

Of Greece, down to the ground, while high aloft 

Mounted the Trojan scale, and rose to Heav'n.^ 

Then loud he bade the vollcjdng thund^ peal 
From Ida’s heights; and ’mid &e Grecian ranks 
He hurl’d his ikshing lightning; at the sight 
Amaz’d they stood, and pale with terror shook. 

Then not Idomeneus, nor Atreus’ son, 

The mighty Agamemnon, kept theif ground, 

Nor either Ajax, ministers of Mars; 9 a 

Gerenian Nestor, aged prop of Greece, 

Alone remain’d, and he against hi} w^^ 

His horse sore wounded by an arrow shot 
By godlike Paris, fair-hair’d Helen’s Lord: 

Ji»t on &e crown, where dose behind the bead 
First springs the mane, the deadliest spot of dl. 

The arrow struck him ; madden’d with the pam 
He rear’d, then plunging forward, with the shaft 
Fix’d in his brain, and rolling in the dust, 

Theoth^ steeds in dire confusion threw; soo 

And while old Nestor with his sword essay’d 


^ See also Book Jcxl. L 25s. 

IfiljMt, l^he pasatee 41 iU dbi# af tlw ^th 
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To .cut tibe xnits, and fne ^ gtrag^^iiig bone. 

Amid tbe rout doim came Hn^fiag tteeds 
Of Hector, gui^d by no iinud^Eumd, 

By Hector’a self j tl^ hod Un'old man paid . 

The forfeit of his life, butj good ht need, . , ' 

The valiant.Diofned his pern saw, 

And loudly shouting, on Hlysses call’d: ' H 

Ulysses sage, Laertes’ godliln son, ^ 

Why fliest'tboo, coward-like, behind thy back 
Thy shifts at nmdon pouring on the crowd? 

Thus u tiioo' fliest, perchance some foeman’s lajacec 
liay pierce thy Int^; but stay, and here with me 
From this fierce warrior guard the good old man,” 

He said; but stout Ulysses heard him not. 

And to the ships pursued his hurried way. 

But in the ficont, Tydides, though alone. 

Remain'd undaunted; by old Nestor’s car 
He stood, and thus the aged chief address’d: 

” Old man,, these youthful warriors press thee sor^ 
Thy vigour «pmt, and with the weight of years 
Oppres^d^ iinid helpless too thy charioteer. 

And slow thy' horses; mount my car, and prove 
With me the mettle of the Trojan steeds ; 

How swift they wheel, or in pursuit or flight; 

The prize whiim 1 fsom great ifEneas won. 

Leave te ]Qi’ attendants tiiese; while mine we laumdi 

Against tile.Trq|an host, that Hector’s self 

May knew how'^^ong my hand can hurl the spear.” 

He aiud; uac^estor his advice obejfri: 

The t^ atcen^uts, valiant Sthenelus, 

And good Fpiyfoedon, his horses took, 

While rm Tydides* car thw mounted both. ' 

The agedH<totof took the glitt’ring reins. 

And Ulg*d. ^ hmses; Hector soon they met: 

As o«| M canw. Ids spear Tydides threw. 

Yet struck not Hector; but.his diarioteer,.. , 
Who heM the reins, the brave Thebteus’ scm^ - 
Enfop^u%^thro(tgh the breast transfix’d, 

Besm^ nkqp^' tram the car he fell, 

-The stalled emm swerving at tlw sound; 

And fohkii 1^ fimbs the vitiu Spirit fled; 

Deep!', fiiir his dtHfoirade shun, was HeMdlbs^ef; 

Yet hia^ thotij^jiidev’d, 
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A charioteer; nor wanted long his steeds 
A guiding hand; for Ax;dieptolemus^ 

Brave son of Iphitus^ he quickly found, 

And bade him mount bis s^tly-flying car, 

And to his hands the glitt’ring tons transferr’d. / > , 

Iheh fearful ruin had been wrought, and deeds | \ >50 
Untold achiev’d, and like a flock of lambs, ' 

The adverse hosts been coop’d beneath the walls. 

Had not the Sire of Gods and men beheld. 

And with an awful peal of thunder hurl’d/' 

His vivid lightning down; the fiery bolt 
Before Tydides* chariot plough’d the ground. 

Fierce flash’d the sulph’rous flame, and whirling round 
Beneath the yoke th’ affrighted horses qwil’d. 

From Nestor’s hand escap’d the glitt’ring reins, 

And, trembling, thus to Diomed he spoke: 160 

“ Turn we to flight, Tydides; see’st thou not. 

That Jove from us his aiding hand withholds? 

This day to Hector Saturn’s son decrees ^ 

The meed of vict’ry ; on some futute day, ^ ^ * 

If so he will, the triumph may be ours; ^ 

For man, how brave soe’er, cannot o’emile 
The will of Jove, so much the mightier he/” 

Whom answer’d thus the valiant Diomed: 

Truly, old man, and wisely dost thou speak; 

But th^ the bitter grief that wrings my soul: 170 

Some day, amid the councillors of Troy . . 

Hector may say, ^ Before my presence sd^d 
Tydides sought tl^ shelter of the ships.”?'' 

Thus when he boasts, gape earth, and hide my diamel ” 

To whom Gerenian Nestor thus replied: 

" Great son of Tydeus, oh what words are thesel 
Should Hector brand thee with a coward^^ meatf 
No credence would he gain from Trojan men. 

Or Dardan, or from Trojan wanjprs’ wives. 

Whose husbands in the d^ thy hand hath laid*”” ‘ s8o* 
He said, and ’mid the ^n’ral root, to . 

He mint’d his horses; on the flymg crowds r 

With shouts of triimiph,Hector^i|tth^ ^4^ * 

ThemenofTroy their nmrd’muswiipapcw^i^^ 

Loud shouted Hector of the glai^cii^ hinlV 

'lydtdes, heretofore the warrior (SredmV: ^ if 
Have held thee jn much hdnour; pliui^d Wlii^ 
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At.banquets, and with lib’nd portions grac'd. 

And flowing cups: but thou, fxom this day forth, 

Shalt be their scorn 1 a woman’s, soul is thine 1 190 

Out on the^ frightm’d girl I thou, ne’er shalt scale 
Our Trojan tQw’fo, ami see me banly fly; 

Nor in Iby.st^ pur women bear away: 

Ere such'Wy my hand shall work thy doom.” 

Thus he; and greatly was Tydides mov’d 
To turn his horses, and confront his foe: 

Thrice l^dS he doubted; riirice, at Jove’s command. 

From Ida’s 'hei{|ht the riiunder peal’d, in sign 
Of vkt’ry swaying to the Trojan side. 

Then to theslkojaiu Hector call’d aloud: ‘ 200 

” Trojans, and Lycians, and ye Dardans, fam’d 
In dose encounter, quit ye now like men; 

Put fMTth your wonted valour; for I know 
That in his secret counsels Jove designs 
Glory me,, disaster to the Greeks. 

Fools, Bi th^ wretched walls that put their trust, 
ScaioOMr^y notice) hopeless to withstand 
My onsw^^ind ^ trench that they have dug. 

Our hon^easily can overleap; 

And wh&^I rea^ the ships, be mindful ye, 210 

To bavohthand the fire, wherewith the ships 
We may. destroy, while thqr themsdves sha-ll fall 
An easy pcey^Myrilder’d by the smoke.” 

He sai^ and^us with Peering words address’d 
: His hoiSps: ”&pmfons, and, Podargus, thou, 

/Ethon s^d I^p^lpiis, now repay the care 
On. yott-hmtos^d by fair Andromache, ■ 

' ESbtm’s toyat dt^^ter; bear in mind V . 

How she . widi amme store of provender ■ 

, Your nmgiifrfi fplsupidied, before ev’n I, i aao 
Her ImahaM, frm her hands the winennip took< 

Puttoitb your Ipeed, that we may make our priae „ 

* Of Iles1^i.-^ald, whose praise extends to HeavW^ . 

Its hl«dfo#ai%^> of solid gold; 7 " 

And from. tM!iii^dets of Tydides strip ' i 
HuT ge^ b o ^O lipii^la^S work of Vulcan’s hand^ 

These txUd%Myi^,'mt^inks diis .vpty id|^t 
Wou^eep eitdiarking to thw 

Sum wtt but Jiino on bar fibrone ' 

great ?. 230 
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And thus to Neptune, mighty God, she spok^ 

“ O thou of boundless might. Earth-shaking God, 

See’st thou unmov’d the ruin of the Grades? 

. Yft,thqriniBgleanditt>Hdit*,^4 . . 

-VWitJi gratefid off rings itoi thhrt^j^ 

Then give we them &e vict’rjrj': *f we dl 

Who favour Greece, t^edier should orobtoc 
To put to ^ht the Trojans, and restrain 
■ All-seeing Jove, he might be left alone. 

On Ida’s summit to digest his wrath.” ^ * 4 ® 

' To whom, in anger, Neptune thus replied : 

“O Juno, radi of speech, what words am these! 

I dare not counsel that we all should join 
’Gainst Saturn’s son; so much the stronger he.’’ 

Thus they, conversing ; all the space meanwhite 
Enclos'd between the trench, and tow’s, and ships. 

Was closely throng’d with steeds and buckler’d inen ; 

By noble Hector, brave as Mars, and led ‘ 

By Jove to vict’ry, coop’d in narrow spaw; ^ ^ ' 

>^o now had burnt with fire the Grecian sh^, 350 
But Juno bade Atrides baste to rouse . 

Their fainting courage; through the ca^p he^tass’d; 

On his broad hand a purple robe he bore. 

And stood upon Ulysses’ lofty ship, 

^e midmost, whence to shout to eiAer side, > 

Or to the tents of Ajax Telamon, 

Or of Achilles, who at each extreme, . 

Qmfiifing in their strength, had moor’d racir diipf. 

Thence to the Greeks he shouted, loud ifehid..<i(^: 

” Sha^ on^,Greek8, base cowards, brave a^one ado 
In itatward semblance! where ate now tiie ^^lawU 
Which rmoe' ^so highly of ourselves we deem’d),- 
Ye made, vam-glorious braggarts as ye wm^ \ ’ ' 

In Lemnos’ isle, when, feasting on the flindi ^ ' 

Of straight-hom’d oxeoj and your flowing cope 
Crowning with ruddy wine, not ode ot ypu. ^ 

But foria.bundred IVojans in the 0 dld, v 
Or fo(fitwg hm^red, deem’d hinn^ a nne^r:. 
llfow ye ell before a smgle mim, ' * T * , ' ’ 
^i^e^m^who soon will wrap our thqM in j|efc . • ' ayo ' 

O, Father Jdve t what sov’ragn, e’er Imshgtira ' 

-Bo dm afflict^, of sudi g^^ Mbh'd? ' ‘I" ' 

Yet oFtr, <m tins disaftipos yoye|e beut^ ' 
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Have I unheeded pass’d thine altar by; 

The choicest off’rings bumitw still on each. 

In hcftes to nuM the wdl«bitilt walls of Trc^< 

Yet to tins proy'r at.teast tluae ear indine; 
Gnuftdiat^OQBf^lpMiMty wBinaylcaeeu t , 

Nor be 1 ^ Tltojaig^ uttedy subdued.” 'S 

He said; and Jove^'wllilipity^fiwhioteailBj \ ' 280 
And, willi a sign, bis p<lopIea voucfa’cL , 

He sent an eagle, bird of swiftest i^ht, ^ ^ 

That in his talons bore a wild deer’s fawn: 

The fawn he dropp'd beside tiie holy shrine, 

N\liere to the Loto of divination, Jove, 

The Greeks were wont their solemn rites to pay< 

The sign from Heav'n they knew; with courage fresh 
Assail’d the Trii>jans, and the fight renew’d. 

Then none of all the many Greeks might boast 

that he, before Tydides^ drove his car 290 

Across the ditch, and mingled in the fight. 

His was the hand that first a crested chief. 

The son of Phradmoq., Agel^us, struck. 

He tam’d his car for flight; but as he turn'd. 

The lance tiL Diomed, behind his neck, 

Between the shoulders, through his chest was driv’n; 
Headlong he fdl, and loud his armour rang. 

Next to Tydides,,Agamemnon came. 

And Menaiins, Atreus* godlike sons; 

Th* Ajaoee both, in dauntless courage cloth’d; 300 

Idomcsttes,'with whom Meriones, 
ffis falthftii sojpnrade, terrible as Mars; 

Earypyhu, Euwmon’s noble son ; 

The ninth waS>Teocer, who, with bended bow,, 

Bdlrind th<^ s|ddd of Ajax Telamon 
Took adhelter;, Ajax o’er him held his shield; 

Thence look’d he round, and aim’d amid the crowd; 

And as he saw each Trojan, wounded, fall, 't 
Struck his shafts, to Ajax' close he press'd. 

As to its hmther’b ahelt’ring anns a child, 310 

Conceal'd and sale beneath the ample tane. fjll 
Say ‘til^i'Who first of all the Itojans f^ 

By Teucftr's ajtrowi slain? Ocsilochus, 

And Op hd e ett s / DietOT, Ormenda^ , 

And godlike tytt^ontes, Chimnius, 

And AmopaqftjjWywiwsi'a son. 
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And valiant Mdanippus : all of these. 

Each after other, Teucer laid in dust. 

Him Agamemnon, with his w^-strung W 
Thinning the Trojan ranks, with joy ^hdd, 320 

And^ standing at his dde, address’d nun dius: 

« TeiH»»^good connade, 

Shoc^ thus, if thou woumd b? 

And glory of the Greeks, and of dry sti^ i* ^ 

Who nursM thine infancy, and in his house . ^ 
Maintain'd, though bastard bom; thy fame on htiA| 
Though distant far, fresh glory shall reflect. 

This too I say, and will make good my word: 

If by the grace of flegis-bearing Jove, 

And Pallas, Ilium’s well-built walls we me, 330 

A gift of honour, second but to mine, ^ 

I in thy bands will place; n tripod bright. 

Or, with their car and harness, two brave steeds^ 

Or a fair woman who thy bed may share.” 

To whom in answer v^iant Teucer ^us: 

Most mighty son of Atreus, why^cite 
Who lades not zeal ? To th* utmost of my ppw’r 
Have I unceasing, since we came to Troy, 

Watch’d for each chance to wing a deadly shaft* 

Eight barbid arrows have I shot e'en now, 340 

And in a warrior each has found its snar^; 

That savage hound alone defeats my aim/* - 
At Hector, as he spoke, another shaft 
He shot, ambitious of so great a prize: 

He mus’d his aim; but Priam’s noble sent / \ 

Goigythion, through the breast lus arrow ttttuih^ 

Whom in chaste wedlock Castiandra, fa& . . ' , 

As henv’nly Goddess, in JBsyme bore. ' ^ . 

Doto sank his head, as in a garden sinks, ^ 

A ripen’d poppy charg’d with vernal isias; 350 

So sank hu hmid beneath his hdmet’s wd^t* "‘c 
At Hector yet another arrow '■■ 'I ' , . 

Teucer. amtntjous of so great a prize;'* ^ 

Yet thisibo suss’d, by raoebiu.tum’rihii^.' "S'. 

^ But Ardbeptolemos, thechariblMr • ' .1^' 'p 
; Of Hector, onweril hurrying;^ ^itovig^ 

It Mrude, beriikyCbe nirole; hms the ufe; ' : 

He aridul^ staxued bones swerv'ft 
And is he fdl the idtsl ipirit Sed. ; . T, 



Book VIII. Homcr’s Iliad 1 3 3 

Deep, for his comrade slain, was Hector’s grief; 360 

Yet him, though gnev’d at heart, perforce he l^t. 

And to Cebriones, his brother, call’d. 

Then near at hand, the horses’ reins to take; 

He heard^ and straight obqr’d; then Hector lead’d 
Down froitt ^ dwtjot to the gmiad^ 

His fearful warHagr i^Mting;- in his hand^ 

A pond’rona stode he earriM; and, intent 
To strike him doam^ at Teucer straight he riislf d. , 

He from his ijuivelr duMe a shaft in haste, * ^ ' 

And fitted to the cord; bat as he drew 370 

The sinew. Hector of .the glancing helm 

Hurl’d the huge mass of rode, wmch Teucer struck. 

Near to the shoulder, where the collar-bone 
Joins neck and breast, the spot most opportune. 

And broke the tendon; paruys’d, his arm 
Dropp'd hdpless b)r bis side; upon his knees 
He fw, and from hand let fall the bow. f 
Not cardess Ajax saw his brother’s fall. 

But o’er him spread bi haste his cov’ring shidd. 

Two faithful friends, Mecisteus, Echius’ son, 380 

And Inave Alastor, from the press withdrew. 

And bore him, deeply groaning, to the ships. 

Then Jove again the Trojan courage fir’d. 

And bameward to the ditch they forc’d the Greeks. 

Proud <d his |»owess. Hector 1^ them on; 

And as a hound that, fleet of foot, o’ertakes 
Or boar or lion, object of his chase. 

Springs from fadiind, and fastens on his flank. 

Yet careful watches, lest he turn to bay: 

So He^or fvess’d upon the long-hair’d Gredcs, 390 

Slaying the hindmost; the^ in terror fled. 

But, pass’d at length the ditch and palisade. 

With loss ^ many by the ’Trojans dain. 

Before 1^ jrtlW mey rallied from their flight, 

* AodohetdoCwbw’d; and one and all 
With ldafdstq;difM, pray’d to all the Gods; „ 

While fihefrv, here aM Aere, on ev’iy side 
His ihihigtwiniecB wheel’d, with eyes that fladi’d 
Awful aslSnigW^s, mr as mood-stam’d Mars. 

JunOy the whm-arm’d f^een, with pity mov’d, 400 
To Pellm thus her winghl words address’dt 
** 0 Heav’hr brave chil^of cgiehoaiing J«ve, 



Book VIIL 


Homer’s Iliad 

Can we, ev’n now, in this their sorest need. 

Refuse the Greeks our aid, by one subdued. 

One single man, of pride unbearable. 

Hector, the son of Priam, who e’en now ^ 

TTttth caus’d them endless grief? " To whom again 
The blue-ey'd Goddess, Falias, thus nplM: , 

I too would fain behold him robb’d of life. 

In his own country slain by Grecian bands; 4So 

But that my sire, by ill advice misled. 

Rages in wrath, still thwarting all my plans; 

Forgetting now how oft his son I sav’d. 

Sore weaned with the toils Eurystheus gave. 

Oft would his tears ascend to Heav’n, aM oft 
From Heav’n would Jove despatch me to lus aid; 

But if J then had known what now I know. 

When to the narrow gates of Pluto’s realm 

He sent him forth to bring from Erebus 

Its guaitlian dog, he never bad return’d 420 

In safety from the marge of Styx profound. 

He holds me now in hatred, and his ear 
To ’Thetis lends, who kiss’d his knees, and touch’d 
His b^d, and pray'd him to avenge hOr son 
Achilles; yet the tune shall come when I 
Shall be once more his own dear blue^y'd Maid. 

But haste thee now, prepare for us thy car. 

While to the house of cgis-bearir^ Jove 
I go, and don my armour for the fight. 

To pmve if Hector of the glandng helm, 430 

The ion of Priam, will unmov’d bdiold 
Us two advancing o’er the pass of war; 

Or if the flesh of Trojans, slain by Greeks,^ 

ShaD sate tite maw of rav'ning dogs and mrds.** 

She said: the white-arm’d Queen her word obeyM. 

T^, great Goddess, royal Saturn's cluld, 
jTie horses brought, anth golden frondets crown'di 
IVlule Pallas, child of aegis-bearing Jove, 

Within her father’s threshold dropp’d her veil 

t>f ally texture, work of her own luuids; * 440 

The cuirass donn’d of doud-con^Ndliag Jove- 

And stood accoutred for the bloody hay. 

The fiery car she mounted; mhorfumd ‘ 

A qiew $be here, long, weighty, tough; 4 rbtt 0 tikk 
The mi^ur dsu^ter of a m^ly alre • 
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Sweepi down tbe nuiks of those her wrath pursues. 

TheBj j'lmo sharply touch’d the steeds; 

Forthwith the gates of Heav’n their portab wide 
Spontaneous open’d, guarded by tite Hours, 

V^o Heav’tt and h^o Olympus have in charge, 450 
To roll aside or dose the veil of doud; 

Through these th’ exdted horses held their way. 

Frdm Ida’s heights the son of Saturn saw. 

And, fill'd with wrath, the heav’nly messenger. 

The golden-wing^ Iris, thus bespoke: ' i 

“ Haste thee, swift Iris; turn diem back, and warn 
That farther th^ advance not: ’tis not meet 
That they and I in war should be oppos’d. 

This too 1 say, and will make good my words: 

Thdr flying horses I will lame; themsdves , 460 

Dash freun their car, and break their chariot-wheds; 

And ten revdving jreacs heal not the wound 
Where strikes my lightnipg: so shall Pallas learn 
What ’tis against her father to contend. 

Juno less luves my aronder and my wrath, 

For she is^^pr wont my schemes to thwart.” 

Thus he: from Ida to Olympiu’ height 
The stotm-twift Iris on her ermd sped. 

At manp>n<%’<i Olympus’ outer gate 

She met the Goddesses, and stay’d their course, 470 

And thus (pnvey’d the sov’reign wrill of Jove: 

” MfhiihOT away? what madness fills your breasts? 

To mvethe Greein your succour, Jove forbids; 

And thus bki threatens, and will nudie it good: 

Your flying horses he will lamei; yoursdves 
Dedifrrom the car, and break your chariot-wheds; 

And ten fevolving years heal not the wounds - 
Ifis li^huhg makes: so, Pallas, shalt thou learn 
Whet aguttSt thy father to contend. 

Inno 1M| iiUnree his wonder and his wrath, 480 

FordM il^fWer wont his schemes to thwart; 

But Oeer-faeld and void of shamt art thou. 

If Mphist Jove thou dare to lift thy spear.” 

4 Thus fs fhh iqpdhe, swift Iris disappeat’d. 

Then JiXhu, rittMLto'Pallas spoke: *'No more, 

Dau^h[|r ^ i^’hearing Jove, eaa we 
For awllelttieBhissov’reigei will resist; • 
live they or d^ es dich Bumls fate tnay be; 
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he, 'twixt Greeks and Trojans, as tis meet, 

His own designs accomplishing, decides. 

She said, and backward turned her horses beads« 

The Jtoises from the cat the Bouts unyokMi 
And safely tether’d in thn heaVnUy atolU ; 

The car they reared against Ihi mnet waili 
That brightly polish'd shone; the Cvoddesses 
Themselves meansduie, amid th^ Immortals all| 

IVitb sorrowing hearts on golden sjmts reclin'd. 

Ere long, on swiftly-rolling chariot borne, 

Jove to Olympus, to th* abc^e of Gods, 

From Ida’s height return’d: th’ Earth-shaking God, 
Neptune, unyok’d his steeds; and on the stand 
Secur’d the car, and spread the cov’ring o^er* 

Then on his golden throne all-seeix^ Jove 
Sat down; beneath his feet Oljnnpus shook. 

Juno and Pallas only sat aloof; 

No word they utter’d, no enqu^ made. 

Jove knew their thoughts, and thus address'd them both; 
'' Pallas and Juno, wherefore sit ye ahus ^ 

In angry silence? In the glorious fight • 

No le^hen’d toil have yfj sustain’d, to day , 

The Trojans, objects of your bitt’rest hate. 

Not all the Gods that on Oljrmpus dwell 
Could turn me from my purpose, such my mighty 
And such the pow’r of my resistless hand; 

But ye were struck with terror ere ye saw 
The battle-field, and fearful deeds of war. 

But diis I say, and bear it in your mmds, 

mr oar 
$ffda 
le 

&>^ketlieGod; but, seated side by tide, 

Jiuw and Pallas glances interchang'd 1 

Of ill portent for Tn^; Fallas indeed 

Sat silent, and, tbou^ inly wipth widt Jove, 

Vet answer'd not a word; but Topo's breaM ' 

Gmld not cemtun her nge, ano tfauf dte ipokB: 

" What words, dread son of Satnro, dost 
Wdl do we know Ihy pQw’r invipdbl^ . * 

Yet de^y grieve we fM-titewariik»GndBi, • ^ . 
Coadema'd to hopeless min: from the fi ght yt km 

Since tilth it tiiy caminaiMl, we ijpoli * 
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But yet some saving counsel may we give, 
ijest in thine anger thou destroy them quite.” 

To whmn the Ooud-OMBpeUer. ^uis relied: 

« Yet gnster da^tar, Qa — *• 

To>ttotxow Shalt |moa ae^ u 
Wn^t OB tha'^tfwcrior Ss . 

For Hector's pcoQo taceer shall not be i 
Until the irmth of Beleus'godlilEe son 
Beside the be kindled,^m the day; ’ " , ' 

When round Fatrodus* corpse^ in narrow tpactf 
Ev*n h7 the vessels’ sterns^ the war shall rage. 

Such tt the voice of destiny: for thee, ’ 

I reck not of thy wrath; nor should I care 
Though thou wert thrust beneath the lowest deep 
Of earth and ocean, where lapetus 
And Saturn Ije, uncheer’d by ray of sun 
Or breath of air, in Tartarus profound. 

Though there diou wert to banishment consign’d, 

1 should not heed, but thy reproaches hear 
Unmov’d; for viler ^hing is none than thou.” 

He said* 1^ white-axm’d Juno answer’d not. , 

Ihe sun, now sunk btpeath the ocean wave. 

Drew o’er the teeming, earth the veil of night. 

The Trojans saw, reluctant, day’s decline; 

But <m fhe Greeks<the shades of darkness fdl 
Thrice wdoMoe, object of their earnest pray’rs* 

The noble Hector then to council call’d 
The Trojan leaders; from the ships apart 
He led theca, by the eddying river’s side, 

To a dear space of ground, horn corpses free< 

They from their cars dismounting, to the words 
Of godlOro^HiBCtor listen’d; in his hand 
His mafshro ns** be hdd, twdve buldts long,* 
Wbosai^ittfx^ point flash’d bright, with hoc^ of gold 
Encundtd TCona; on this he leant, and said, 

” Bear jtaf^ye trojsBis, Daribuu, udl Allies; 

I hop’d mat to the bre^ bights of Tri>y 
We miflpt are new in triumph lucro return’d* 

The Uradan a^pa and aU the Gndis destroy'd; 

But njli^t batia oome too aoon, and sav’d avdiile 
The Ondab ipay and tiudr stranded shipa. 

Then toeld we fo toe n^t; prepare lha meal; • 
Unyoke 
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Their needful forage; from the city brinf; 

Oxen and sheep; the luscious wine provide; 

Bring bread from out our houses; and collect 
Good store of fuel, that tfie livelopg night, 

£v’n till die dawn of day, ma^ Inroadly blaze , 

Our num’rous watchfiies, and illume the Heav’ns ; > ' 580 
Lest, ev’n by night, the long-hair'd Greeks should seek 
O’er the broad b(»om of the sea to fly. 

That so not unassail’d they may emlwk. 

Nor undisturb’d; but haply some may bear, 1 

Ev’n to their homes, the mem’iy of a wound 
Reonv’d from spear or arrow, as on board 
They leap’d in haste ; and others too may fear 
To tempt with hostile arms the pow’r of Troy. 

Then let the sacred heralds’ voice proclaim 
Throughout the city, that the stripling youths 590 

And hoary-headed sires allot themselves 
In sev’rsl watches to the Heav’n-built tow’rt. 

Charge too the women, in their houses eaeh« 

To kmdle blazing fires; let careful watch 
Be SQt, lest, in the absence of the m», 

The town by secret ambush be fmpris’d. 

Such, valiant Trojans, is th’ adviipe I give; 

And what to-night your wisdom shall approve 
Wnil X, at mom, before the Trojans spe^ 

Hopeful, to Jove I pray, and all the Gods, 600 

To chase from hence these fate-inflicted hounds. 

By fate sent hither on their dark;ribb*d Shqis. 

Now k^p we through the night our watchful guard; 

And with the early dawn, equipp’d in annij^ 

Upon their fleet our angry tattle pour. * ^ 

Then dull I know if Tydeus’ valimt sUS 
Bach ftoifi the ships shall drive me to thp walb, 

Or I, triumphant, bear bis bloody ^pc^: 

To-monow mom bis courage will dedd^ 

It he indeed my onStet will await. 6zo * 

But ere to-morrow’s sun be high in Heav*it« . 

He, ’mid the foremost, if 1 augur right. 

Wounded and bleeding in the dust stuui liu, , 

And many a cemtade round him. Would to 
1 were as sure to be from age and deadP 
Emnpt, and held in hencmr as a 
Pbcawm, or Pdlai, as I am amur’d 
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Th^ coming day is fraught with ill to Greece.” 

Thus Hector spoke; the Trojans shouted loud: 

Then from the yoke the sweating steeds they loos’d, 620 
And tether’d' eadbt beside their sev’ral cars: 

Next from the dty speedily they brought 
Oxen and sheep; the lasdous wine procur’d^ ^ 

Brought bread from out their houses^ rad good store 
Of fuel gather’d; wafted from the plain. 

The winds to Heav’n the sav’ry odours bore. 

Full of proud hopes, upon the pass of war. 

All night they camp’d; and frequrat blaz’d their fires. 

As when in Hea^n, around the glitt’ring moon 
The stars shine "^ght amid the breathless air; 630* 

And ev’iy crag, and ev’ry jutting peak 
Stands boldly forth, and ev’iy forest glade; 

Ev’n to Ite gates of Heav’n is open’d wide 
The boundless Ay; shines each particular star 
Distinct; joy fins the gazing shepherd’s heart. 

So bn^ty so thiddy scatter’d o’er the plain, 

Before the walls of Troy, between the ships 
And Xanthus’ stream, the Trojan watchfires blaz’d 
A thousand fires burnt brightly; rad round each 
Sat fifty Mrarriors ip the ruddy glare; 640 

With stem of ^i^vender before them Imd, 

Barley and rye, tho tether’d horses stood 
Beside the cars^^ and waited for the mom. ^ ^ 
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ex6cut6 thdr ooininissioii» but futbout rb0Mii)t tcoiAiuA 

with AduUes; Ulysses and Ajax return. 


^ Thus kept their watch the Trojans; but the Greeks 
Dire Panic held^ compwion of chill Fear, 

Their bravest struck with grtef unbearable. 

As when two stormy wmds ruffle the sea, 

Boreas and 2^hyr, from the hills of Thrace 
With sodden ^ust descending; the daric waves 
Rear high their angry crests, and toss on shore 
Masses of tangled weed; such stormy grief 
The breast of ev’iy Grecian warrior rent. * 

Atrides, heart-struck, wander’d to and fro, so 

And to the dear-voic’d heralds gave command 
To call, but not with prodamation loud. 

Each sev’ral man to council; he himself 
Spared not hisTabour, mixing with the chiefs* 

Sadly th^ sat in council ; Atreus* son, 

Weeping, arose; as some dark-^ter’d foont 
Poors orer a craggy steep its gloomy streamy 
Then with deep groans th’ assemblM Greeks address’d; 
"Ofriendsl the tkJefr and councilkns of Greece^ 
Grievoos, andaUonlook’dfor, itthebknr > ae 

Whidi Jove bath dealt me; w his SRombe led 
1 hop’d to raze the strong<baift warn of TVjy, 

And home retum in safety; hut it scents $ 

He falsifies hjs word, and bids me no# , <V ’ , 

Retum to Aig^, frustrate of m/'hopeji < 

Dishonour’d, and widtgrievotts loss bfi4sku ’ * 

Such now appears th’ o\r'4uling|pV'*n%n wSH 

Of Saturn’s son, who nft hath soilii the '> 

Of many a bfty. city m the dusty < 1 . 

And yet will sink; tor mighty hr l6banl4»^ ^ ' jte 

Heardteo’tnyooanael} letnsdVadree '' 
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Home to direct our course; since here in vam 
We strive to take the well-built walls of Troy.” 

The monarch spoke; they aU in silence heard: 
Inspeechkessonawl^tnqrMtt atli^n|tl^' 
Kose valiant I>i(M:ied, am tiuis tie 
** Atridep, 1 19i^ lolly mnst ctoftont, 
Asisnyfig^triacoitaidl; thoujOEingl 
Be not ottendi^: enoe, among die GreeSs 
Thou luld*kt my prowess light, and with the'hame ' 
Of coward btandra me; how justly so 
Is known to all the Grei^, both young and olcU 
On thee the deep-designing Saturn’ Aon 
In diff’ring measure hadi his gifts bestow’d: 

A thcime he gives thee, higher far than all; 

But valour, noblest boon of Heav’n, denies. 

How eaast thou hope the sons of Greece shall prove 
Su^ heartless dastards as thy words suppose? 

If homeward to return thy mind be fix’d. 

Depart; the way is open, and the ships, 

Which :l^|tam Ifyceme fallow’d thee in crowds. 

Are ddia at hwd, and ready to be launch’d. 

Yet the other long-hair’d Greeks remain 
Till Priam’s city f^: nay, though the rest 
Betake them to their ships, and sail for home. 

Yet I and Sthenelus„we two, will fight 
Till *nr9y be outs; for Heav’n is on our side.” 

Thus he; the sons of Greece, with loud applause, 
The speeds df valiant Diomed confirm’d. 

Then agt^d I^tor rose^ and thus began: 

'* TV^deSk hmnmt thou art in war; 

And in tte ootSMA diy compeers in age 
Most yiSlB |o4hee| thy present words, no Grede 
(>n oeqgttMtNr gainsay; and yet the end 
Thoo kuild hot rwch’d, and object of debate. 

But thon»i|f'^yMng, and for thine age mightst tie 
My lateik Ote; jhit dmt thou to the Kings * 
Sage oowdiimiiL and well in season spealL 
Bat now vw I, tihk am thine elder far, 

Go fully j|ittoddkj0ie whole; and none my wota’ 
Ifay dmegmfwdwv’n Atrides'self, *•***< ^ 
]b^|30ti|.aocim, Ad domestic ties 
AUke h»yldd|es,lrbo wUlblly 
Would ocAiit dii hhmm d inteiiud 
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ButyWd we BOW to th’ iafloence of 
Fioare the meal; and let the amr’ial guarda 
Be posted by the ditch, without the wall. 

This duty on the younger men I lay; 

Then, Agaitaemnon, thou thy part perform; 

For thou lurt King supreme; the^dersall, 

As meet and seemly, to the f^t invite: 

Thy tents are full of wine, which Grecian sh^ 

O’er the wide sea bring day by day from Thrace; 
Nor lack’st thou aught thy guests to entertain, 

And many own thy sway; when all are met. 

His counsel take, mb gives the test advice; 

Great need we have of counsel wise and good, 

*When dose beside our ships the hostile fires 
Are burning: who can this unmov’d behold? 

This night our ruin or our safety sees.” 

He said; and they, assenting, heard his speech. 
Forth with their followers went to’ appointed guards. 
The Mincdy Thrasymedes, Nestor’s t(», 

Ascuaphus, and bold lalmenus, • 

Two valiant sons of Hars; Meriones, 

And A{diareus, and brave Ddpynis, 

And godlike Lyeomedes, Creon’s son. 

Sev’n were toe leaders; and with each went forth 
A hundred gallant youths, with lances arm’d. 
Between toe ditch and wall thqr took their post; 
There lit their fires, and there toe meid prqpar*^ 
Then for to’ assembled Elders in his tent , 

An ample Banquet .^amemnon 'spread; 

They on toe viands, set before them, 

The rage thirst and hun satkfi^, ^ 

The aged Nestor fint his mind disdofd; 

Be woo, before, toe sagest tounsd gave, ‘ 

Now dnit with prudent words begaii, mid leidi 
" Host migh^ Agamemnon, 1^^ inei^ , , 

With thee, Atrides, my discourse shaft md» . 
With thee begin: o’er many ndtionik^fliou * 
Ho]d’stsov*t^tway: since Jove, io tote hath giv’n 
, The sceptre, a^ the h%h prcrogatnnii, t , , * 
^bo^lb^’sjud^aiuioouii«dn^ / 

*Tls tome to n^toe wonL ’tis.toine tohete 
And to detenain^itoen some other cMel , ' . 
•flnggestioai offers in toe gen’ihl causer, 
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What ooumel ihiiO pnarttM^ dqpcDdl oa flieet 
Yet will I aajr what siMai to me the best. 

Soundw opteioar none am hold than tius« tso 

Which I maintain, and ever have maintab^S* , , 

Ev’n bom the day when thou, great Kbs, dmst bw 

The fair Btbds Ciqm Achilles* tent 

Despite his anger-^not by my advice; ' • 

I fain would have dissuaded thee, but thou. 

Following the dictates of thy wrathful pride. 

Didst to our bravest wrong, disbon'ring him < 

Whom ev*tt dt* Immortals hondurid ; for his prize 
Thou took*|t and still retam’st; but let us now 
Consider, irev’n yet, with costly gifts 130^ 

And soodnng words, we may his wrath appease.** 

To whom ^ nubarch Agamemnon thus: 

" Fatber, too truly thou readl*st my fault: 

I err*d, iiar.w 01 deny it; as a host 
Is he whom Jove m honour holds, as now 
Achilles hon’ring, be confounds the Greeks, 

But if I err’d, by evil impulse led. 

Fab would I now conciliate him, and pay 
An ample penalty; before you all 

I ple( 4 ^ myself ridi presents to bestow. 140 

Sev’n tripods will 1 give, untouch’d by fire; 

Of gold, tm talents, twenty caldrons bright, 

Twdve pow’iful fhe course renown’d. 

Who by fbSr SpSd,have many prizes won. ' ^ . 

Not esnpt^Hl^ded could that man be deem’d. 

Nor poor m|oidj who but so much possess’d ^ , 

As hy thpM pfu*b b^ for me been won. ^ 

Sevb wom 4 p .ttb, w^ skill’d m household cart^ 

Lesbians, I selected for myself. 

That day ^dtptnr’d Lesbos’ goodly isle, 150 

In beauW |ar surpassing all tbinr sex: 

These tm I V>d with them will 1 send 
The fair Scniw, apr whom from his tent 
I bore aw^f r bad a solemn oath, 

I ne’er mipliuadr^ liter bed, nor held with ha . , 

Such btsuooenve as inan with woman holds. ^ 
AUthbe 4 i«Diun|bfthis: butiftheGods 
audlgianbus Prjeun’s dty to dastsoyi 
Of soldi 11^ bias% lehien we mride She spoil, 

Wiu) I10 dudl lyrMMtl xte 
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^txi twenty captives he hiinsdf shall choose, 

AH only less than Aigive Hdm fair. 

And if it be our fate to see again 
Tlie teeming spil of Aigos, he shall be 
My son by matriage; and in honour hedd 
As is Omstts, whoj my only son^ 

Is rear’d at home m luxuiy and ease. 

Three daughters fidr I have^ Chrysothemis, 
Iphianassa, and Laodice; 

Of thesc^ whichever he will, to Peleus’ house. 

No portion ask’d for, he shall take to wife; 

And with her will I add such wedding gifts. 

As never man before to daughter gave. 

Sev’n prosperous towns besides; Ct urdamyle, 
And Enope, and Ira’s grassy plams; 

And Phene, and Antheia’s pastures deep, 
iEpda fair, and vine-clad Pedasus; 

All hy tiie sea, by sandy Pylos’ bounds. 

Thei ohreQers ^ere in docks and herds are tidi, 

, And, as a God, shall honour bin, with gifts. 

And to hisaceptre ample tribute pay. 

This will I do, so he his wrath remit: 

Hum let him yield (Pluto alone remains 
Unbending and inexorable; and thence 
(H all tile Gods is most abhoir’d of men). 

To me submitting, as in royal pow’r 
^perior far, and inore advanc'd in a^.” 

Td whom Gerenian Nestor thus replied: 

** Itot mighty Agammnon, King of men, 
Atrides, not unworthy are the gifts. 

Which to Achilles thou design’st to send: 

Then to fhe tent of Pdeus’ son in haste 
Let m our chosen messengers despatch: 

Whom t dtoose, let them consent to go^ 

, Then first of all let Phoenix lead the way, 
Bdori^d of Jove; the m%hty Ajax nettt: 

With them, Ulysses sage; and let Ihtat take, 
•Of bcialds,^hidius and Euiylmtes. 

Bring now m hallowing water for our haUMb: 
And l»d be'idlen:^ while to Saturn's s^n, 
i'Hiat be haiv* t^iucv, we address onr pray'ir.'' 

Be sai^ and weu his conned pleas^ sttj; 
The heiaUe pour’d the water eit their hahdi; 
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The ^outhf. Attending, crown’d the bowhi with wine, > 
And in due order serv’d the cups to alL 
Then, their libations made, when eadi with wine 
Had satisfied his soul, from out the tent 
Of Agamenmon, Atreus’ son, they pass'd;' 

And man^ a caution aged Nestor gave, 

nqud glance to each, Ulysses chief, 3 io 

How beat to soften Peleiu’ matchless son. 

Beside the many-dashing ocean’s shore 
They mov’'d along; and many a pray’r address’d 
To Neptune, Oom’s Earth-surrounding God, 

That ^ to gentle counsels would incline 
The haughty soul of great .£acides. 

When to the ships and tents they came, where lay 
The wwlike Myrmidons, their chief they found 
His spirit sootmng with a sweet-ton’d 13^, 

Of curious work, with silver band adorn’d; 330 

Part of rite mil he took, when he destroy’d 
Eition’s wealtlqr town; on this he play’d. 

Soothing his soul, and sang of warriors’ deeds. 
i Before me diief, in silence and alone 
1 Patrochu sat, upon Adiilles fix’d 
His e3res, awaiting till the song should cease. 

The envoys forward stepp’d, Ulysses first. 

And stood before him;* from his couch, amaz'd. 

And boldmg stOl his lyre, Adiilles sprai^. 

Leaving the seat whereon thqr found him plac’d;*''^ 330 

And at their entrance rose Patrodus too: 

Waving his hand; Adiilles, swift of foot, 

Addrevd th^: ” Welcome, friendsl as friends ye come: 

Some gnat oecarioo surely to my tent 

Bbth brought tire men who are, of all the Greeks, 

Despte oty anger, dearest to my heart.” 

Thus as be spoke, he led them in, and plac’d 
coodiBS imim with purple carets o’er, 
i .lnieB thus adorms’d Patrodus at his ride; , • 

‘ “ Son of lleoafl^us, set upon the board aso 

A laiger btnri^imd stronger mix the wine. 

And setvsa im to each» beneadi my roof 
Thia ais^ nqr «NU«t friends I entertain." 

Be said; Pgtmdas ais commands obey’d; . 

And in the fise4i0i^tilae'd an ample tray. 

And on it Isid of goei’s Hesh |uid of riwcgt’s 
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A s&ddl6 9 ftchf, wid with them^ ridi in fat, 

A dune of well-fed hog; Automedon 

TT^a^t fast, while gnat Achilles carv’d the joihts< 

The meat, prepar’d, he fix’d upon the sfufa: 850 

Patfodui kuufied then a blazing fire: 

AtiH vhen the fire burnt hotly, and the fieim 
Subsided, spread the glowing embers out, . 

And hong the spits above; then sprinkled o’er 
The meat with salt, and Inted Aom the stahd. 

The viands codc’d and plac’d upon the board. 

From baskets fair Fatrodus portion^ out 
The braid to each; the meat Achilles shar’d. 

Facing the sage Ulysses, sat the host 

On th’ other side the tent ; and bade h§ friend, s 6 o 

Patrodus, give the Gods their honours due: 

He in the fire the wonted off’rings burnt: 

Th^ on the viands set before them fell. . 

The zage of thirst and hui^er satisfied, 

Ajax to nuenix sign’d: Ulysses saw 
Tte sign, and rising, fill’d a cup widi wine, 

And pledg’d Achilles thus: ” To thee I drink, 

AchiUesI nobly is thy table spread, 

As heretofore in Agamemnon’s tent. 

So now in thine; abundant is the feast: sjo 

But not the pleasures of the banquet dow 
We have in hand: impending o’er our arms 
Gmve^use of fear, illustrious chief, we see; 

Grave doubts, to save, or see destroy’d our ehips, ' 

If thou, great warrior, put not forth thy might. 

For close beside the ships and wall are camp’d 
The haughW Trojans and lenown’d allies: 

Thdr watdmres frequent bum throughout the camp; 

And Jeod their boast, that nought st^’stagf hinds. 

Until our dark-tibb’d ships be made then onv; 280 


'Jove toe for them, with fav'ring aiigiaiy 
Sends finUt bis lightning; boastful of his streogdt, 
Andfinply’ trusting in the aid of Jo^, ^ 

• Hector, f^dess, rages; nought he feafa, 
OrGoaecjnsb,withmar^fuiy fir’dk, 

He pmys^ ietoatieut, for th* spproadf of 
Ihdn, breaking through the lofty rBM&M 
To tim devote^ flames to give the sb^, • 
Aadaky ^ crews, bewilder’d m ^ smut, 





Homer's Iliad 


And^inudi toy mind misgives me, kst the Gods 
Hhi dueats fulfil, end we be fitted here 
To perishijtfer fi<m Argos’ grassy {dains. 

^ thenl if in theiir last extremity 
Thy spirit indines, though late, to save the Gredrs 
Sore press’d.^ TMjan arms: lest thou thyself 
Hereuter fed remorse; the evil done 
Is past a|| 4 mie$ then thou reflect betimes 
How from the Greeks to ward ihe day of doom. 
Dear friendi remember now thy father’s words. 
The ag^ |’deas„when to Atreus’ son 
He sent thee forth from Phthia, how he said, 

‘ My son, the bqon of strength, if so they wifi, 
Juno or ^btsjj^e the pow’r to give; 

But thon ttmdrriiy haughty spirit must curb. 
For betbsr fir b gentle courtesy : 

And oeasl from angry strife, that so the Greeks 
The more may honour thee, both young and old.’ 
Such were the words thine aged father sp<^e. 
Which thop hast how forgot^ ; yet, ev’n now. 
Pause for awhile, and let thine anger cool; 

And noble gifts, so thou thy wrath remit. 

From Agamemnon shalt thou bear away, 
listm to me, wl^ I recount ibe gifts 
Which in 1^ tent he pledg’d him to bestow. 

&v’d trqihds promb’d he, untouch’d by fire. 

Of gold, tm tidents, twenty caldrons bright. 
Twelve powVful horses, in the course renown’d, 
Who by their Ipeed have many prizes won. 

Not empWldmnded eould that man be deem’d, 
Nof poor flflW, iriio but so much possesdd 
As by risenamFSW has for him been won. 

Sev’n well skill’d in household carts, 

triiom he selected for himself, 

. That dijrjhea«^ikd»t^b<»’ goodly ble, 

* in bemny'lar euipissing all their sex. 
nZ^?£««r^with them will he send 
The fidt her whom from thy tmt 

Heheve «*d »dd a solemn oaA, , 



Shall gnm^ hf destroy, 
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Of gold and brass, when we divide the spoil. 

With countless heaps a vessel shalt thou freight. 

And twenty captives thou thyself shalt choose. 

All only less than Argive Helen fain 
And if it be our fate to see again 
The teeming soil of Argos, thou mayst be 
His son by marriage^ and in honour held 
As is Orestes, who, his only son, 340 

Is rear’d at home in luxury and ease. 

Three daughters fair are his, Chrysothemis, 

Iphianassa, and Laodice; 

Of these whiche’er thou wilt, to Peleus’ house. 

No portion ask’d for, thou shalt take to wife; 

And with her will he add such wedding gifts. 

As never man before to daughter gave. 

Sev’n prosp’rous towns besides; Cardamyle, 

And Enope, and Ira’s grassy plains. 

And Pherae, and Antheia’s pastures deep, 350 

iEpeia fair, and vine-clad Pedasus; 

All by the sea, by sandy Pylos’ beunds. 

The dwellers there in flocks and herds are rich, 

And, as a God, will honour thee with gifts. 

And to thy sceptre ample tribute pay. 

All these he gives, so thou thy wrath remit# 

But if thou hold Atrides in such hate, * 

Him and his gifts, yet let thy pity rest 
On all the other Greeks, thus sore bested; 

By whom thou shalt be honour’d as a God : 360 

For great the triumph that thou now mayst gain; 

Ev'n Hector's self is now within thy reach; 

For he is near at hand ; and in his pride 
And martial fury deems that none, of all 
Our ships contain, can rival him in arms.” 

Whom answer'd thus Achilles, swift of foot: 

** Heav'n-bom Ulysses, sage in countm, son 
Of gr^t Laertes, 1 must frankly speak 
My mind at once, my fix’d resolve declare: 

That from henceforth 1 may not by the Greeks, 370 
By this man and by that, importun'd. 

Him as the gates of hell my soul abhors. 

Whose outward words his inmost thoughts conctaX. 

Hear then what seems, to me the wisest courseT 
On me nor Agamemnon, Atreus' son, * 
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Nor Others shall prevail, since nought is gain’d 
By toil unceasing in the battle field. 

nobly fight, but share with those who skulk; 

Like honours gain the coward and the brave; 

Alike the id\m and the active die: 380 

And nought it profits me, though day by day 
In constant toil I set my life at stake; 

But as a bird, though ill she fare herself, 

Brings to her callow brood the food she takes, 

So I through many a sleepless night have lain. 

And many a bloody day have labour’d through, 

Engag’d in battle on your wives’ behalf. 

Twelve cities have I taken with my ships; 

Eleven more by^land, on Trojan soil ; 

From all of these abundant stores of wealth 390 

I took, and all to Agamemnon gave; 

He, safe on board his ships, my spoils receiv’d, 

A few divided, but the most retain’d. 

To other chiefs and Kings he meted out 
Their sev’rpd portions, And they hold them still ; 

From me, from me alone of all the Greeks, 

He bore away, and keeps my cherish’d wife; 

Weill let him keep her, solace of liis bed! 

But say then, why do Greeks with Trojans fight? 

Why hath Atrides brought this mighty host 400 

To Troy, if not in f air-hair ’d Helen’s cause? 

Of mort^ arc there none that love their wives, 

Save Atrcus’ sons alone? or do not all. 

Who boast the praise of sense and virtue, love 
And cherish each his own? as her 1 lov’d 
Ev'n from my soul, though captive of my spear. 

Now, since he once hath robb’d me, and deceiv’d, 

Let him not seek my aid; I know' him now. 

And am not to be won; let him devise. 

With thee, Ulysses; and the other Kings, 410 

•How best from hostile fires to save his ships^ 

He hath completed many mighty works 
Without my aid; hath built a lofty wall. 

And dug a trench around it, wide and deep. 

And in the trench hath fix’d h palisade ; 

Nor so th^wartiof^yer Hector’s might 
Can keep m check; while I was in the field. 

Not far without the walls would Iftctor range 
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His line of battle, nor beyond the Oak 
And Scsean gates would venture; there indeed 4 ^® 

He once presum’d to meet me^ hand to hand, 

And from my onset narrowly escap’d. 

But as with Hector now no more I fight. 

To-morrow mom, my offerings made to Jove, 

And all the Gods, and freighted well my ships. 

And launch’d upon the main, thyself shall see, 

If that thou care to see, my vessels spread . . 

O’er the broad bosom of the Hellespont, 

My lusty crews plying the vigorous oar; 

And if th’ Earth-shaker send a fav'rinjg breeze, 430 

Three days w'ill bear us home to Phthia’s shore# 

There did I leave abundant store of wealth. 

When hitheiward I took my luckless way; 

Thither from hence I bear, of ruddy gold. 

And brass, and women fair, and iron hoar 
The share assign’d me; but my chiefest prize 
The monarch Agamemnon, Atreus’ son, 

Himself who gave, with insult takes away. 

To him then speak aloud the words I send, 

That all may know his crimes, if yet he hope 440 

Some other Greek by treach’rous wiles to ^eat, 

Cloth’d as he is in shamelessness ! my glance. 

All brazen as he is, he dare not meet. 

I share no more his counsels, nor his acts ; 

He hath deceiv’d me once, and wrong’d; agaixf 
He shall not cozen me! Of him, enough! 

I pass him by, whom Jove hath robb’d of sense* 

His gifts 1 loathe, and spurn ; himself 1 hold 

At a liair’s worth ; and would he proffer me 

Tenfold or twcntyfold of ail he has, 450 

Or ever may be his; or all the gold 

Sent to Orchomenos or royal Thebes, 

Egyptian, treasure-house of countless wealth, 

boasts her hundred gates, through each of which * 
With horse and car tw^o hundred warriors march: 

Nay, were his gifts in number as the sand,, 

Or dust upon the plain, yet ne’er will I 
By Agamemnon be prevail’d upon. 

Till I have paid him back my heart’s offence#,. 

Nor e’er of Agamemnon, Atreusl son, 

Will 1 a daughter wed; not were she fair • 


460 
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As golden Venus, and in works renown’d 
As Pallas, blue-ey’d Maid, yet her cv’n so 
I wed not; let him choose some other Greek, 

Some fitting match, of nobler blood than mine. 

But should the Gods in safety bring me home, 

At Pcleus^ hands I may receive a wife; 

And Greece can boast of many a lovely maid. 

In Hellas or in Phthia, daughters fair 

Of chiefs who hold their native fortresses: 470 

Of these, at will, a wife I may select: 

And ofttimes hath my warlike soul inclin’d 
To take a wedded wife, a fitting bride. 

And aged Pclcus’ wealth in peace enjoy. 

For not the stores which Troy, they say, contained 
In peaceful times, ere came the sons of Greece, 

Nor ail the treasures which Apollo’s shrine, 

The Archer-God, in rock-built Pythos holds, 

May weigh with life ; of oxen and of sheep 

Successful forays may good store provide; 480 

And tripods may be gain’d, and noble steeds: 

. But^when the breath of man hath pass’d his lips, 

^ Nor strength nor foray can the loss repair. 

I by my Goddess-mother have been warn’d, 

The silver-footed Thetis, that o’er me 
A double chance of destiny impends : 

If here remaining, round the walls of Troy 
^ I wage the war, I ne’er shall see my home. 

But then undying glory shall be mine; 

If I return, and see my native land, 490 

My glory 1^ is gone ; but length of life 

Shall then be mine, and death be long deferr’d. 

If others ask’d my counsel, I should say, 

‘ Homeward direct your course; of lofty Troy 
Ye sec not yet the end; all-seeing Jove 
O’er her extends his hand ; on him relying 
Her peoplelaU with confidence are fill’d.’ 

Go then ; my answer to the chiefs of Greece 
Speak boldly — such the privil^e of age— 

Bid that some better counsel they devise 500 

To save their ship) and men; their present scheme, 

My anger unappeas’d, avails them nought. 

But Pheenix here shall stilly, and sleep to-night; 

And with the nlorrow he with me si^l sail 
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And seek our native land^ if so he will ; 

For not by force will I remove him hence." 

He said; they all, confounded by his words. 

In silence heard; so sternly did he speak, 

At length, in tears, the aged Phoenix spoke. 

For greatly fear’d he for the ships of Greece: ^510 

“ If, great Achilles, on returning home 
Thy mind is set, nor canst thou be induc’d 
To save the ships from fire, so fierce thy wrath; 

How then, dear boy, can I remain behind. 

Alone? whom w’ith thee aged Peleus sent. 

That day when he in Agamemnon’s cause 
From Phthia sent thee, inexperienc’d yet 
In all the duties of confederate war. 

And sage debate, on w’hich attends renown. 

Me then he sent, instructor of thy youth, 520 

To prompt thy language, and thine acts to guide. 

So not from thee, dear boy, can 1 consent 
To part, though Heav’n should undertake my age 
To wipe away, and vigorous youuh restore, 

Such as I boasted, when from Greece I fled 
Before my angr\' sire, Amyntor, son 
Of Ormenus; a fair-hair’d concubine 
Cause of the quarrel; her my father lov’d. 

And by her love estrang’d, despis’d his wife, 

My mother; oft she pray’d me to seduce, ^ 530 

To vex th’ old man, my fatlier’s concubine; 

I yielded; he, suspecting, on my head 
A curse invok’d, and on the Furies call’d 
His curse to witness, that upon his knees 
No child, by me begotten, e’er should sit: 

His curse the Gods have heard, and ratified, 

Th* infernal King, and awful Proserpine. 

Then would I fain have slain him with the sword. 

Had not some God my rising fury quell’d. 

And set before my mind the public voice, 540 

The odium I should have to bear 'mid Greeks, 

If branded with the name of parricidef 
But longer in my angry father^s house 
To dwell, my spirit brook’d not, though my friends 
And kinsmen all besought me to remain ; 

^d many a goodly sheep, anc^any a steer 
They slew, and manv swme, with fat o’eriaid. 
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They, sing’d, and roasted o'er the burning coals; 
And drank in many a cup the old man's wine. 

Nine nights they kept me in continual watch. 

By turns relieving guards. The fires meanwhile 
Burnt constant: one beneath the porch that fac’d 
The wcU-fenc’d court; one in the vestibule 
Before my chamber door. The tenth dark night 
My chamber’s closely-fitting doors 1 broke, 

And lightly vaulted o’er the court-yard fence. 

By guards alike and servant maids unmark’d. 
Alone I fled through all the breadth of Greece, 
Until at length to Phthia’s fruitful soil, 

Mother of flocks, to Peleus’ realm I came. 

Who kindly welcom’d me, and with such love 
As to his only son, his well-belov’d, 

A father shows, his gen’rous gifts bestow’d. 

He gave me w^th, he gave me ample rule; 

And on the bounds of Phthia bade me dwell. 

And o’er the Dolopes hold sov’reign sway. 

Tlice too, Achilles, rival of the Gods, 

, Such as thou art I made thee; from my soul 
I lov’d thee; nor wouldst thou with others go 
Or to the meal, or in the house be fed. 

Till on my knee thou satt’st, and by my hand 
Thy food were cut, the cup were tender’d thee; 
And often, in thy childish helplessness, 

The bosom of my dress with wine was drencUM: 
Such care I had of thee, such pains I took, 
Remeiub’ring that by Heav’n’s decree, no son 
Of mine I e’er might see ; then thee I made, 
Achilles, rival rf fiie Gods, my son, 

'Fhat thou mightst be the guardian of mine age. 
But thou, Achilles, Kkirb thy noble rage; 

A heart implacable beseems thee not. 

Hie Gods themselves, in virtue, honour, strength, 

I Exceilii^ thee, may yet be mollified ; 

^ For they, when mortals have transgress’d, or fml’d 
To do aright, by sacrifice and pray’r, 
libations and bumt-ofi’rings, may be sooth’d, 
Pray’rs are the daughters of immortal Jove; 

But bait, and wriniued, and of feeble sight, 

They plod in Ate’s tra<^; while Ate, strong 
And swift of foot, outstrips their lagwd pace. 
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And, dealing woe to man, o’er all the earth 
Before them flies: they, following, heal her wounds. 
ffim who with honour welcomes their approach. 

They greatly aid, and hear him when he prays; 

But who rejects, and sternly casts them off, 

To Saturn’s son they go, anci make their pray’r 
That Ate follow him and claim her dues. 

Then to the daughters of immortal Jove, 

Do thou, Achilles, show the like respect. 

That many another brave man’s heart hath sway’d. 600 
If to thy tent no gifts Atrides brought. 

With promises of more, but still retain’d 

His v^ement enmity, I could not ask 

That thou thy cherish'd anger shouldst discard. 

And aid the Greeks, how great so-e*er their need. 

But now large off ‘rings hath he giv’n, and more 
Hath promis’d ; and, of all the Greeks, hath sent 
To pray thine aid, the men thou lov’st tlie best* 

Discredit not their mission, nor their words. 

Till now, I grant thee, none could blame thy wrath. 610 
In praise of men in ancient days renown’d, 

This have we heard, that how-so»c’er might rage 
Their hostile feuds, their anger might be still 
By gifts averted, and by words appeas’d. 

One case I bear in mind, in times iong past, 

And not in later days; and here, ’mid friends. 

How all occurr’d, w ill I at length recite. 

Time was, that with Aitolia’s warlike bands 

Round Calydon the Acamanians fought 

With mutual slaughter: these to save the town, 630 

The Acamanians burning to destroy. 

This curse of war the golden-thron^d Queen 
Diana sent, in anger that from her " . 

Q&neus the first-fruits of his field withheld* 

The other Gods their hecatombs receiv’d; 

Diana’s shrine alone no off’rings deck’d. 

Neglected, o^’erlook’d; the sin was great; 

And in her wRuh the arrow-darting Queen 
A savage wild-bo^ sent, with gleaming tusks. 

Which, ^netis’ vineyard haunting, wrpught him harm* 
There laid he prostrate many a stately tree, 631 

With root and branch, with blossom and with fruit. 

Him Meleager, son o/O^neus, slew, * 
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Witti youths and dogs from all the neighbouring towns 
Collected ; smaller force had not avail’d, 

So huge he was, so fierce; and many a youth 
Had by his tusks been laid upon the bier. . 

A fierce contentbn then the Goddess raisM> 

For the boar’s head and bristly hide, betwera 

The Acamanian and th’ iEtoUan bands. 640 

While warlike Meleager kept the field. 

So long the Acamanians far’d but ill; 

Nor dar’d, despite the numbers of their host, ^ 
Maintain their ground before the city walls. 

When he to anger yielded, which sometimes 
Swells in the bosom ev’n of wisest men. 

Incens’d against his mother, he withdrew 
To Cleopatra fair, his wedded wife; 

(Marpessa her, Evenus’ daughter, bore 

To Idas, strongest man of all who then 650 

Were living, who against Apollo’s self 

For the neat-footed maiden bent his bow* 

Her parents call’d thctchild Alcyone, 

In mem’ry of the tears her mother shed. 

Rival of ^cyon’s melancholy fate, 

When by far-darting Phoebus forc’d away). 

With her, retiring from the field, he nurs’d 
His wrath; resenting thus his mother’s curse, 

Althaea;, she her brother’s death bore hard. 

And pray’d to Heav’n above, and with her hands 660 
Beating the solid eai th, the nether pow’rs, 

Pluto and av/ful Proserpine, implor’d, 

Down on her knees, her bosom wet with tears. 

Death on her son invoking; from the depths 
Of Erebus Erinnys beard her pray’r, 

Gloom-haunting Gbddess, dark and stem of hearts 
Soon round the gates the din of battle rose. 

The tow’rs by storm assaulted ; then his aid 
*Th’ iEtolian Elders and the sacred priests 
With promises of great reward implor’d. ^ 670 

A fruitful plot they bade him set apart, 

The richest land in lovely Calydon, 

Of fifty acres: for vineyard meet, 

And half of fertile plain, for tillage clear’d# 

Upon the threshold of his lofty rooms 
Old CEneus st6od, and at the pordUs clos’d 
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He knock’d in vain, a ^pplimt to his son. 

His sisters and his brother joined their pray’rs, 

But sterner his rejection of their suit; 

The friends he valued most, and lov’d the best, 680 

Yet they too fail’d his fix’d resolve to shake; ^ 

Till to his very doors the war had reach’d, 

The foe upon the tow’rs, the town in flames: 

Then Meleager’s beauteous wife, at length. 

In tears, beseeching him, the thousand, ills 
Recall’d, which on a captur’d town attend; 

The slaughter’d men, the city burnt with fire. 

The helpless children and deep-bosom’d dames 
A prey to strangers. List'ning to the tale, 

His spirit was rous’d within him ; and again 690 

He took the field, and donn’d his glitt’ring arms. 

Thus did his act from doom th’ ^tolians save 
Spontaneous; yet he gain’d not, though he sav’d. 

The rich reward they once were pledg’d to give. 

But be not thou like him, nor let thy God 
Turn thitherward thy thoughts; •out ships on fire, 

Thine aid will less be priz’d; come, take the gifts, 

And as a God be honour’d by the Greeks. 

If thou hereafter, unsolicited. 

The battle join, the Greeks thou mayst protect, 700 

But not an equal share of honour gain.” 

Whom answer’d thus Achilles, swift of foot: 

" Phoenix, my second father, rev’rend sire. 

Such honours move me not; my honour comes 
From Jove, whose will it is that I should here 
Remain beside the ships, while 1 retain 
Breath in my lungs and vigour in my limbs^. 

This too I say, and bear it in thy mind: 

Disturb me not with weeping and complaints. 

To do Atrides grace; if him thou love, 710 

My love for thee perchance may turn to hate: 

My friend should honour him who honours me. 

But come wiA me, and of my kindgom half, 

And equal beliours shalt thou share with me. 

These shall our message bear; stay thou the while; 

And on soft couch repose; to-morrow mom 
Will we determine or to sail or stay/’* 

He said, and with his eyebrows gave a sign 
In silence to PatroclA, to prepare * 
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A bed for Phoenix, that without delay 
Tl'iC rest mi^ht leave the tent; then thus began 
Ajax, the godlike son of Telamon; 

“ Ulysses sage, Laertes' high-bom son, 

Depart we now; for this way our discourse 
Can lead to no result; behoves us bear 
Our tidings, all unwelcome as they aie. 

Back to the chiefs awaiting our return. 

Achilles hath allow’d his noble heart 
To cherish rancour and malignant hate; 

Nor recks he of his old companions' love, 730 

Wherewith we honour’d him above the restj 
Ueientless lie! a son’s or brother’s death, 

Jly payment of a fine, may be aton’d; 

The slayer may remain in peace at home, 

'i'he debt discliarg'cl ; the other will forego, 

The forfeiture receiv’d, his just revenge; 

But thou maintain’st a stern, obdurate mood, 

And for a single girl [ we offer sev'n. 

Surpassing fair, and o^her gifts to boot. 

We now bespeak thy courtesv; respect 740 

Thy hearth; remember that beneath thy roof 
We stand, deputed by the gen’ral voice 
Of all the host; and fain would claim to be, 

Of all the Greeks, thy best and dearest friends" 

Whom answer’d thus Achilles, swift of foot: 

“ Illustrious Ajax, son Telamon, 

Without offence hast tlviu thy message giv'n: 

But lury fills my soul, whene’er I think 
How Agamemnon, 'mid th’ assembled Greeks, 

Insulting, Held me forth to public scorn, 750 

As somt dishonour’d, houseless vagabond. 

But go ye now, and bear mv answer back: 

No mure in bloody war will 1 engage, 

Till noble llectvir, Priam's godlike son, 

'O'er slaughter’d Greeks, your ships enwrapp’d in f.re, 
Shall reach the quarters of the Myrmidons. 

Ere he assail iny ship and tents, I think 
That* Hector, valiant as he is, will pause.” 

Tlius lie: they ei^ch the double goblet rais’d. 

And. to the Gods their due libations pour’d, 760 

Ulysses leatiing, to the ships return'd. 

Meanwhile Patroclus bade th’ attendant maids 
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Prepare a bed for Phoenix; they obey’d. 

And quickly laid the bed with fleeces warm, 

And rugs, and linen light and fine o’erspread. 

There slept th’ old man, and waited for the mom. 

Within the tent’s recess Achilles slept; 

And by his side, from Lesbos captive brought, 

Daughter of Phorbas, Diomede fair: 

On th' other side Patroclus lav : with him ' 77c 

The graceful Iphis, whom, when Scyros’ isle 
He captur’d, and Enyes’ rock-built fort, 

Achilles to his lov’d companion ga%'e. 

When to Atrides’ tent the envoys came, 

The chiefs, uprising, pledg’d them one by one 
In golden goblets; then their tidings ask’d. 

First Agamemnon, King of men, enq’airM: 

“ Tell me, reno'v^Ti’d Ulysses, pride uf (Ircece, 

What says he: will he save our ships fr(>m fire, 

Or still, in wrathful mood, withhold his aid? ” 7Sc 

To whom again Ulysses, stout of heart: 

** Most mighty Agamemnon, King of men, 

His anger is not quench’d, but fiercer still 
It glows; thy gifts and thee alike he spurns; 

He bids thee with the other chiefs concert 
The means thy people and thy ships to sa\'e; 

And menaces himself at early dawft 

To launch his well-trimm'd vessels on the main. 

Nay more, he counsels (others, su he says. 

Homeward to turn, since here of lofty 'I'roy 790 

We see not yet the end; all-seeing Jove 
O’er her extends his hand ; on him relying, 

Her people all with confidence are fill'd. 

Such was his language; here before you stand 
Ajax and both the heralds, sage, grave men, 

Who with me w'ent, and will confirm inv w(»rds. 

Old Phamix left we there, so will’d the (‘hief, 

That w'ith the morrow he w^ith him may sail, 

And seek their native land, if so he will ; 

For not by force wall lie remove him hen<o.” 800 

Ulysses thus; they all in silence heard, 

Amaz’d, so stern the message that he i>ore. 

Long time in silence sat the chiefs of Urecce. 

Outspoke at length the valiant Diomed: 

“ Most mighty Agan^mnon, King of men, 
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Would that thou ne’er hadst stoop’d with costly gifts 
To sue for aid from Peleus’ matchless son; 

For he before was over-proud, and now 
Thine offers will have tenfold swoll’n his pride. 

But leave we him, according to his will, 8 io 

To go or stay; he then will join the fight. 

When his own spirit shall prompt, or Heav’n inspire. 

But hear ye all, and do as I advise: 

Refresh’d with food and wine (for therein lie 
Both strength and courage), turn we to our re:t; 

Ard when the rosy-finger’d mom appears, 

Thyself among the foremost, with bold hearts. 

Before our ships both horse and foot array.” 

He said; and all the chiefs with loud applause 
His speech confirm’d; then, due libations pour’d, S20 
Each to his sev’ral tent they all withdrew; 

Then laid them down, and sought the boon of sleeps 
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In nisrht-loiig slumbers lay the other chiefs 
Of all the Oreeks, by penile sleep subdued; 

Hut not on Agamemnon, At reus’ son, 

Vjv various cares oppress’d, sweet slumber fell. 

As when from Jove, the fair-h.air’d Juno’s Lord, 
ria^ihes the hglitning, bringing in its train, 
lem pest nous storm of mingled rain and h:5.il 
Or snow, by winter sprinkled o’er the fields; 

Or op’ntng wide the rav’nous jaws of war; 

So Agamemnon from his inm(»'^t hkirt lo 

Pour’d forth in groans hi.s multitudinous grief, 

His spirit within him sinking. On tiic jdain 
He look’d, and there, alarm’d, the watchfires sav , 

\Miicii, far adw.nc’d before the walls of 7‘roy, 
iJlaz’d numberless; and then* c of pi}>es and llutes 
He heard the sound, and busy hum of men. 

I'pon the ships he l ink’d, and nieri of Greece, 

And by the roots his hair in harn’.fuls tf>re 
To Jove on high; deej) groan’d his !ni;.'hty h.eart. 

Thus as he mus’d, the wisest course appear’d, 20 

With Nestor, son of Nclcus, to cor.fcr, 

If they some scheme in council might devise 
To ward destruction from the Grecian host. 

He rose, and o’er his body drew his vest, 

And underneath his well-turn’d feet he iiound 
His sandals fair; then o’er his shouKlcrs threw, 

Dowm reaching to his feet, a lion’s skin, 

Tawmy and vast; then grasp’d his porul’ruus spear. , 

On Menclaus weigh’d an equal dread; 

Nor on his eye.s that night had slumber sat, 30 

Lest ill befall the Greeks; who, in his cause, 

Crossing the wat’ry wa^te, Imd come to 'rrc»y. 

And bold defiance to the Trojans giv’n. 
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Round his broad chest a panther’s skin he threw; 

Then on his head his brazen helmet plac’d, 

And in b’s brawny hand a lance he bore. 

To meet his brother went he forth, of Greece 
The mighty monarch, as a God rever’d. 

Him by the ship he found, in act to arm ; 

And welcome was his presence to the King. 4- 

Then valiant MeneLius first began: 

“ Why thus in arms, good brother? seek’^t thou one 
The Trojan camp to spy? I greatly fear 
That none will undertiike the task, alone 
To spy the movements of the hostile camp 
In the dark night; stout-hearted he must be.*’ 

To whom the monarch Agamemnon thus: 

“ Great need, my noble brother, have we both 

Of sages t counsels, if we hope the Greeks 

And Grecian ships from ruin to preserve, 5c 

Since turn’d against us is the mind of Jove. 

To Hector’s oll’rings most his soul inclines; 

For never have I seer^ or heard men tell, 

How in one day one man has wrought such loss 
As Hector, dear to Jove, yet not the son 
Of God or Goddess, on the Greeks has wrought. 

Such deeds hath he achiev’d, such havoc made, 

As we shall long in bitter mem’ry keep. 

Haste thou amid the ships, and hither bring 
Idomeneus and Ajax; 1 the while 60 

Will Nestor rouse, a.id urge that he with us 
Th" outpost.^ visit, and instruct the guard. 

To him they best will listen; for his son 
Commands the watch; with him Meriones, 

The follo\vier of the King Idomeneus: 

To them by pref’rence hath this charge b-eeri giv’n.” 

He said; and Menelaus answer’d thus: 

W’hat w'ouldst thou have me do then? here remain 
With them, ami wait thy coming, or to them 
Thy message give, and follow in thy steps? ” 70 

Him answer’d Agamemnon, King of men: 

“ Remain thou here, lest haply we might fail 
To meet; for in the camp are many paths. 

But thou, where ’tr thou go’st, each sev’ral man 
jjLddress, and ask to rise; to each his name 
And patronymic giving; pay to eijch 
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All due respect ; nor bear thee haughtily ; 

We too must bear our load of toil, on whom 
This deep humiliation Jove hath laid.” 

His brother thus with counsels wise dismiss’d, 8o 

The King to aged Nestor took his w’ay: 

Him by his tent and dark-ribb’d ship he found 
On a soft couch; beside him lay his arms, 

His shield, tw’o lances, and a glittVing helm : 

There lay the rich-wTought belt the old man w'ore, 

When to the battle, arm’d, he led his troops; 

For nought to age’s w^eakness would he yield. 

Raising his head, and on his elbow^ propp’d. 

He question’d thus Atrides: “ Who art thou. 

That wand ’rest through th’ encampment thus alone, 90 
In the dark night, when other mortals sleep? 

Seek’st thou some mule broke loose, or comrade lost ? 
Speak, nor in silence come; w^hat w'ouldst thou here? ” 

To whom thus Agamemnon, King of men: 

O Nestor I son of Neleus, pride of Greece, 

Know me for Agamemnon, Atreus’ son. 

On whom hath Jove, beyond the lot of men, 

Laid grief that ne’er shall end, while 1 retain 
Breath in my lungs, and vigour in my limbs. 

I wander thus, because the.-e eyes of mine 100 

Sw^eet slumber visits not, by cares of war 
Oppress’d, and 1 harass’d by the w’oes of Greece. 

Much for the Greeks I Jear: nor keeps my mind 
Its wonted firmness; 1 am ill at ease; 

And leaps my troubled heart as though ’twould hurst 
My bosom’s bounds; my limbs beneath me shake. 

But if thou w ilt, since thou loo know ’st not sleep, 
Together to the outposts let us go, ' 

And see if there, by toil and sleep o’erpow'’r'd, 

The guard repose, neglectful of their watch. 110 

The foe is close at hand; nor arc we sure 
He may not hazard cv’n a night attack.” 

To whom Gerenian Nestor thus re[ihed: 

** Most mighty Agamemnon, King of men, 

Not all the hopes that Hector entertains 
Shall by the 1-ord of counsel be fulfill’d; 

For him are toil and danger yet in store. 

If but Achilles of his wrath repent. 

Gladly will I attend tliee; others loo, 
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Tydides, spearman bold, Ulysses sage, 120 

Ajax the swift, and Phyleus’ noble son. 

Should all be summon’d ; and ’twere well that one 
Across the camp should run, to call in haste 
The godlike Ajax, and Idomeneus; 

Theirs are the farthest ships, nor near at hand. 

But, dear to me as Menelaus is. 

And highly honour’d, I must blame, that thus 
(Though thou shouldst take offence, I needs must say) 

He sleeps, and leaves the toil to thee alone. 

With all the chiefs he should be busied now, 130 

Imploring aid, in this our utmost need.” 

To whom thus Agamemnon, King of men: 

** For other times, old man, reserv'e thy blame; 

Sometimes, I own, he lags behind, nor takes 
His share of labour; not from indolence, 

Or want of sense; but still regarding me; 

Waiting from me an impulse to receive. 

But now, before me was he up, and came 

To visit me; and f h;\A'e sent him on 

To call those ver\' men whom thou ha>t nam’d. 140 

Come then; for we, beside the gates, and guard 

Shall find them ; there my orders were to meet.” 

To whom Gerenian Xe'>tor thus replied; 

“ Then none can blame him; nor can any Greek 
Justly refuse his summons to obey.” 

He said, and round his body wrapp’d his vest; 

Then on his feet his sandals fair he bound, 

And o’er his shoulders clasp’d a purple cloak, 

Ooubled, with ample folds, and downy pile; 

Then took his spear, with point of sharpen’d brass, 150 
And through tlie camp prepar’d to take his way. 

Gerenian Nestor from his slumbers first 
Ulvsses, sage as Jove in council, rous’d, 

Loud shouting; soon the voice his senses reach’d; 

•Forth from his tent he came, and thus he spoke; 

” What cause so urgent leads you, through the camp, 

In the dark night to wander thus alone? ” 

To whom Gerenian Nestor thus replied: 

” Ulysses sage, Laertes’ godlike son, 

Re not offended; 'great the stress that now 160 

Weighs down our army; come thou then with us. 

And others ler us call ; with whoii| ’tis meet 
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That we should counsel take, to fight or fly.” 

He said; Ulysses to the tent return'd; 

Then, his broad shield across his shoulders thrown, 

Came forth again, and with them took his way. 

To Diomed, the son of Tydeus, next 

They w'ent; and him they found beside his arm.s, 

Without his tent; his comrades slept around. 

Their heads upon their bucklers laid ; their s])on’'s 17c 
Stood upright, on the butts; the burnishVl ]>r,i<s 
Like Heav n's owm lightning, llasliing far around. 

Stretch'd on a wild bull's hide the chief repos'd, 

A gay-wrought carpet roll’d beneath his head. 

Gerenian Nestor standing by his side 
Touch’d with his foot the chief, and thus in tone 
Reproachful spoke: ‘‘ Arouse thee, Tydeus' s<>n! 

Why sleep's! thou thus all night? or know'st tlu)U not 
That on the very margin of the plain, 

And close beside the ships the Trojans lie, iSo 

And little space hetwecMi ^hc camps is left? " 

Quick rous’d from sleep, thus answer’d Diomed: 
Beshrew thy heart, old man ! no labour seems 
For thee too hard; arc there not younger nu’u 
To run about the camp, and summon all 
The sev'ral cliicfs? thou dost loo much, old man.” 

To whom Gerenian Nes^.^r thus fcjdied: 

" True, friend, and full of wisdom are thy word.-; 

Good sons indeed I liave, and foll«»wers brave 

And many, who might well my message bear; 190 

But great is now* the stress that lies on Cirecce; 

]"or on a razor’s edge is balanc'd now. 

To all the Greeks, the cliance of life or death. 

Do thou then go (for thou my younger an ;, 

And if thou pity me, thyself arouse 
Ajax the swift, and Phyleus’ noble son.” 

He said; the w^arrior round his shoulders tlirew, 

Dowm reaching to his feet, a lion’s hide, 

Tawmy and dark; and took his pond’rous spear, 
lie went, arous’d, and w'ith him brought tlic chicf.s. 20c 
When to the guard they came, not sunk in sleep’ 

Found they the leaders; but on wakefpl watch 
Intent, and all alert beside their arms. 

As round a sheepfold keep their anxious watch 
The dogs, who in the ^eighl)ouring thicket hear 
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Some beast, that, bold in search of prey, has come 
Down from the mountain; loud the clamours rise 
Of men arid dogs; all sleep is banish’d thence; 

So from their eyes was banish’d sleep, who watch’d 
Through that disastrous night; still plainward turning 
At ev’ry movement in the Trojan camp. 21 1 

The oV] man saw, well-pleas’d ; and thus address’d 
With cheering words the captains of the guard: 

“ Watch ever thus, good youths; nor be surpris’d 
By slumber, lest the foe a triumph gain.” 

'i'his said, he cross’d the ditch, and with him went 
TiiC Grecian leaders, to the council call’d: 

Vv'ith them, admitted to the conf’rence, went 
Meriones, and Nestor’s noble son. 

The deep-dug ditch they cross’d, and sat them down 220 
Upon an open space, from corpses clear; 

Where Hector from the slaughter of the Greeks 
Turn’d back, when Ev’ning spread her veil around: 

There sat they down, and there the conf’rence held. 
Gerenian Nestor first took up the word: ' 

0 friends! is any here with heart so bold 
Who dares, self-confident, the Trojan camp 
To enter? there some straggler he might take. 

Or in the camp itself some tidings gam, 

AVhat are their secrtft counsels; if they mean 230 

Here by the ships to hold their ground, or back, 

Sated with vict’ry, to the town retire. 

This could he learn, and hither scatheless bring 
His tidings, high as Heav’n in all men’s mouths 
Would be his praise, and ample his reward. 

For ev’ry captain of a ship should give 
A coal-black ewe, and at her foot a lamb, 

A prize beyond compare; and high should be 
H's place at banquets and at solemn feasts.” 

He said; but all the chiefs in silence heard; 240 

Then rose the valiant Diomed, and said: 

“ Nestor, that heart is mine; I dare alone 
Enter the hostile camp, so close at hand; 

Yet were one comrade giv’n me, I should go 
With more of cojnfort, more of confidence. 

Where two combine, one before other sees 
Tlie better course; and ev’n though one alone 
The readiest way discover, yet wqiild be 
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His judgment slower, his decision less/’ 

He said, and many chiefs to Diomed 250 

Proffer’d companionship; stood forth at once, 

With him to penetrate the Trojan camp, 

The two Ajaces, ministers of Mars; 

Stood forth Meriones, and eagerly 
Stood forth the son of Nestor; Atreus’ son, 

The ro^val Menelaus, spearman bold. 

And stout Ulysses, whose enduring heart 
For ev’ry deed of valour was prepar’d. 

Rose Agamemnon, King of men. and said: 

** Tydides, comrade dearest to my soul, r6c 

Qioose thou thine own companion, whom thou will ; 

Of all the many here that proffer aid 

Him whom thou deem’st the be>T; nor from respect 

To persons leave the better man beliind. 

And take the worse; nor defVence shou to rank, * 
Not though the purest royal blood wer*^ hih.*’ 

In fear for Menelaus thus he spoke: 

Then answer’d valiant Diomed, awd said; 

If my companion I may freely choose. 

How can I pass the sage Ulysses by? 2-0 

Of ready wit, and dauntless courage, prov’d 
In ev'ry danger; and to Pallas dear. ^ 

I should not fear, by him accompanied, 

To pass through fire, and safely both return;. 

So far in prudence he surpasses all.’" 

Whom answer'd thus Ulysses, stout of heart: 

“ Tydides, nor exaggerated praise 

Bestow on me, nor censure; for thou speak st 

To those who know me all for what I am. 

But go we; night wanes fast, the morn is near; 2S0 

The stars are high in Heav'n; and of the night 
Two thirds are spent, one third alone remains.” 

^ He said; and both prepar’d to don their arms. 

The youthful warrior 'i’lirasymedes gave 
To Diomed a two-edg’d sword (his own 
Had in the ship been left) and ample shield; 

Then on his brows a leathern headpiece plac'd, 

Without or peak or plume; a simple casque, 

Such as is worn by youths to guard their head. 

A bow, and well-fiird quiver, and a sword, 

Meriones to sage Uly^es gave; 


290 



Book X. 


Homer’s Iliad 


167 


And on his brows a leathern headpiece plac’d^ 

Well wrought within, with num’rous straps secur’d, 

And on th’ outside, with wild boars’ gleaming tusks 
Profusely garnish’d, scatter’d here and there 
By skilful hand; the midst with felt was lin’d: 

This from Amy n tor, son of Ormenus, 

Autolycus from Eleon bore away, 

Spoil of his pillag’d house; Autolycus 

Gave to Amphidamas, Cytheran chief, 300 

Who in Scandea dwelt; Amphidamas 

To Molus, pledge of friendship; he again 

Gave to his son, Meriones, from whom 

It now encircled sage Ulysses’ brow. 

Thus with accoutrements and arms supplied, 

They left their brother chiefs, and took their way^ 

Then close beside their path, by Pallas sent, 

Rose, on the right, a heron; through the gloom 
They saw it not indeed, but heard the cry. 

The fav’ring sign with joy Ulysses hail’d, 310 

And thus to Pallas pray’d: “ Hear me, thou child 

Of xgis -bearing Jove, who still hast stood 

In ev’ry peril at my side, whose eye 

^ly ev’ry movement sees; now. Goddess, now 

Befriend me; grant that safe, with triumph crown’d, 

We may return, solne great exploit achiev'd, 

Such as the Trojans long may bear in mind.” 

Him following, thus the brave Tydides pray’d: 

“ My voice too, child of Jove, undaunted, hear; 

And be with me, as with my father erst, 320 

The godlike Tydeus, when to Thebes he- went. 

An envoy, in advance; and left behind, 

Upon Asopus’ banks the mail-clad Greeks. 

Smooth was the message which to Thebes he bore; 

Bat great, his mission ended, were the deeds 
That with thine aid he wrought; for, Goddess, thou 
Wast with him, and thine arm was his defence: 

So be thou now with me, and me defend. 

Then on thine altar will I sacrifice 

A yearling heifer, broad of brow, untam’d, 330 

Whereon no yoke hath mortal ever laid; 
rter will I give, and tip her horns with gold.” 

Thus as they pray’d, their pray’r the Goddess heard; 
Then, their devotions ended, on they far’d 
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Through the deep dead of night, like lions twain, 

'^lid slaughter, corpses, arms, and blacken’d gore. 

Nor, in the Trojan camp, did Hector lea\'e 
The chiefs to rest; but all to conf’rence call’d, 

Tlie leaders and the councillors of Troy ; j 

To whom his prudent speech he thus address’d: 340 

“ Who is there here, that for a rich reward 
A noble work will undertake? A car 
And two strong-collar ’d horses, best of all 
That can be found wdthin the Grecian lines. 

Shall he receive, who, to his endless praise, 

Shall dare approach the ships; and learn if still 
They keep their wonted watch, or, by our arms 
Subdued and vanquish'd, meditate retreat, 

And, worn witli toil, the nightly watch ne^dect.” 

Thus Hector spoke; but all in silence liea:d. 350 

There was one Dolon in the Trcqan can p, 

The herald’s son, Eumedes; rich in gold 
And brass; not fair of face, but swift of foot; 

Amid five sisters he the only son ; • 

Who thus to Hector and the Trojans spoke: 

“ Hector, with dauntless courage 1 will dare 
Approach the ships, and bring tliee tidings sure, 

But hold thou forth thy royal staff, and swear 

That I the horses and the brass-bound car 

Shall have, the boast of Peleiis* malf hless son; 360 

Xot vain shall be mine errand, nor deceive 

Thy hopes; right through the ramp I mean to piiss 

To Agamemnon’s tent, where all tlie chiefs 

Debate in council, or to fight or fly.” 

He said; and Hector took his royal staff, 

And swore to liim: “ Be witness Jove himself, 

Tne Lord of thunder, that no Trojan man, 

'I'liyself except, shall e’er those horses drive; 

For thee they are reserv'd, a glorious prize.” 

llius Hector swore; though unfulfill’d the oalli, 370 
The hope to Dolon fresh assurance gave. 

Forthwith, his bow' across Ids shoulders slung, 

A grisly wolfskin o’er it, on his head 
A cap of marten’s fur, and in his hand , 

A jav’lin, from the camp he took his way, 

Straight to the Grecian ships; but never thence 
Destin’d to bring th’ expected tidings back. 
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The crowd of men and horses left behind, 

Briskly he mov’d along; Ulysses first 

Mark’d his approach, and to Tydides said : 380 

“ See, from the camp where some one this way comes. 

With what intent I know not; if to play 

The spy about The ships, or rob the dead. 

Turn vye aside, and let him pass us by 
A little way ; we then with sudden rush 
May seize him ; or if he outstrip us both 
By speed of foot, may turn him tow’rd the ships, 

Driving him still before us with our spears. 

And from the city cutting off his flight.” 

Thus saying, ’mid the dead, beside the road 390 

They crouch’d; he, all unconscious, hasten’d by. 

But when such space was interpos’d as leave 
Between the sluggish oxen and themselves ^ 

A team of mules (so much the faster they 
Through the stiff fallow drag the jointed plough), 

They rush’d upon him; at tlie sound he stopp’d, 

Deeming that from the Trojan camp they came, 

By Hector sent, to order his return. 

Within a spear’s length when they came, or less. 

For foes he knew them, and to flight address'd 400 

His active limbs; they rush’d in liot pursuit. 

And as two hounds^ well practis’d in the chase, 

With glist'ning fangs, unflagging, strain to catch, 

In woodland glade, some pricket deer, or hare, 

That flies before tliom, screaming; so those two, 

Tydides ai.d Ulysses, stout of heart, 

With fiery zeal, unilagging, strain’d to catch 
The flyinj': Dolon, from the camp cut off ; 

But when the fugitive approach’d the ships, 

Clo.>e by the guard, fresh vigour Pallas gave 410 

To 1 )iomed, lest haply from the walls 
Some other might anticipate his blow, 

• And he himself but second honours gain. 

Tydides then with threat’ning gesture cried, 

“ Stop, or I hurl my spear; and small thy chance. 

If I assail thee, of escape from death.” ' 

He said, and threw his spear; but by design 

* I'lus comparison does not atlord a very accurate criterion of the 
“space interposed;*' which cannot be estimated without knowing 
the total distance within w'liich the foster was to outstrip the slower 
team. 
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It struck him not; above his shoulder flew 
The polish’d lance, and quiver’d in the ground. 

Sudden he stopp’d, with panic paralys’d: 420 

His teeth all chatt’ring, pale with fear he stood, 

With falt’ring accents; panting, they came up 
And seiz’d him in their grasp; he thrs, in tears: 

“ Spare but my life; my life I can redeem; , 

For ample stores I have of gold, and brass. 

And well-wrought iron; and of these my sire 
Would pay a gen'rous ransom, could he learn 
That in the Grecian ships I yet sur\'iv'd.’' 

To whom Ulysses, deep-designing, thus: 

“ Be of good cheer; nor let the fear of death 430 

Disturb thy mind; but tell me truly this; 

How' is 't that towVd the ships thou com'st alone, 

In the still night, when other mortals sleep? 

Com’st thou perchance for plunder of the dead? 

Or seek'st upon our ships to play the spv, 

By Hector sent? or of thine own accord? ” 

Then Dolon thus — his knees with terror shook — 

“ With much persuasion, of my better mind 

Hector beguil’d me. off ’ring as my prize 

Achilles’ horses and his brass-bound car; 440 

Through the dark night he sent me, and enjoin’d, 

Ent’ring your hostile camp, to learn 4 f still 
Ye keep your w’onted watch, or by our arms 
Subdued and vanquish’d, meditate retreat, 

And worn with toil, your nightly watch neglect.” 

To w'hom Ulysses thus with scornful smile: 

” High soar’d thy iiopes indeed, that thought to win 
The horses of Achilles ; hard are they 
For mortal man to harness or control, 

Save for Achilles’ self, the Goddess-bom. 450 

But tell me truly this; when litre thou cam’st, 

Where left’st thou Hector, guardian chief of Troy? 

Where are his w'arlike arms? his horses where? 

Where he the rest? and where are plac’d their guards? 
What are their secret counsels? do tlicy mean » 

Here by the ships to keep their ground, or back, 

Sated with vict'ry, to the town return? ” 

Whom Dolon answ'er’d thus, Eumedes*^ son: 

“ Thy questions all true answers shall receive; 

Hector, with those who share his counsels, Sits 
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In conference, far apart, near Hus' tomb: 

But for the guards thou speak'st of, noble chief. 

Not one is station’d to protect the camp. 

Around the Trojan fires indeed, perforce, 

A watch is kept; and they, among themselves. 

Due caution exercise: but, for th’ Allies, 

They sleep, and to the Trojans leave the watch. 

Sin e nor their children nor their wives are near.” 

'I'j whom in answer sage Ulysses thus: 

” S.iy now, where sleep they? with the Trojans mix 
O: separate? explain, that I may know.” 

Whom answer’d Dolon thus, Eumedes’ son: 

To this too will I give ye answer true; 

Next to the sea the Carian forces lie; 
rhe Pffion archers and the Leleges, 

The Can cons, and the bold Pelasgians next ; 

On Thymbra’s side the Lycians’ lot has fall’n. 

The Mysians brave, the Phrygian cavalry, 

And the Maeonians with their horsehair plumes. 

But why of these enquire? if ye intend 
An inroad on the camp, apart from all, 

New come, the farthest off, the Thracians lie: 
Rhesus their King, the son of Eioneus. 

Sleeps in the midst; no steeds that e’er I saw 
For size and beauty •can wdth his compare: 

Whiter than snow, and swifter than the wind. 

With gold and silver is his chariot wTought, 

His armour golden, of gigantic size, 

A marvel tc behold! it seems not meet 
For mortal man, but for th’ immortal Gods^ 

But take me now in safety to the ships ; 

Or leave me here in fetters bound, that so, 

Ere >e return, ye may approve my words, 

And see if I have told you tnie, or no.” 

To whom thus Diomed with stern regard: 

” Dolon, though good thy tidings, hope not thou, 
Once in our hands, to ’scape the doom of death; 

For if' we now should let thee go, again 
In after times thou mightst our ships approach. 

As secret spy, or open enemy: 

But if beneath my hands thou lose thy life, 

No farther trouble shalt tl\pu cause the Greeks.” 

He said ; and as the suppliant sought in vain 
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To touch his beard, imploring, through his throat, 

Both tendons sev’ring, drove his trenchant i)lade: 

Ev’n while he spoke, his head was rolFd in dust. 

The cap of marten fur from off his head 
They took, the wolfskin, and the bow unstrung, 

And jav’lin; these Ulysses held aloft, 

And thus to Pallas pray'd, who gave the spoil: 510 

** Receive, great Goddess, these our gifts ; to thee, 

Of all th' Immortals on Olympus* height, 

Our offerings first we give: conduct us now, 

The Thracian camp and Thracian steeds to gain.” 

Thus as he spoke, amid the tamarisk scrub 
Far off he threw the trophies: then with reeds, 

And twigs new broken from the tamarisi. boughs, 

He set a mark, lest in the gloom of night 
Returning, they might haply miss the sp'^t. 

Then on they pass'd through arms and I lacken’d gore, 520 
And reach'd the confines of the Thracian camp. 

There found they all by sleep subdued; their arm> 

Beside them on the ground, in order due. 

In triple rows; and by the side of each, 

Harness’d and yok’d, his horses ready stood. 

Surrounded by his warriors. Rhesus slept; 

Beside him stood his couriers feet, their rci:/' 

Suspended to the chariot’s topmostj'ail : 

Ulysses mark’d him as he lay, and s lid, 

” This IS the man, Tydides, tliese the steeds, 530 

To us by Uolon, wlicjm we slew, describ’d. 

Now tlicn, put forth thy might; beseems it not 
To starid thus idly with thine arms in hand: 

Loose tliou the horses ; or do thou the men 
Despatch, and to my care the horses leave.” 

He said: and Pallas vigour new inspir’d. 

That right and left he smote; dire were ll.e groans 
Of slaughter'd men; the earth was red willi l)lood; 

And as a lion, on th’ untended flock 

Of sheep or goats with savage onslaught springs, 54c 
Ev'n so T5»dides on the Thracians sprang. 

Till twelve were slain; and as Tydides’ sword 
Gave each to death, Ulysses by the feet 
Drew each aside; reflecting, that pcrchknce 
The horses, startled, might refuse to pass 
The corpses; for as yet they knew tliem not. 
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But when Tydides saw the sleeping King, 

A tliirteenth victim to his sword was giv'n, 

Painfully breathing; for by Pallas’ art, 

He saw that night, as in an evil dream, 550 

The son of ORneus standing o’er his head. 

Meanwhile Ulysses sage the horses loos’d; 

He gather’d up the reins, and with his bow 
(For whip was none at hand) he drove them forth; 

Then softly whistling to Tydides gave 
A signal; he, the wlv.le, remain’d l^ehind, 

Musing what holder deed he 3"el might do ; 

Whether the seal, whereon the arms were laid. 

To draw away, or, lifted high in air, 

To bear it off in triumph on the car; 560 

Or on the Thracians farther loss inflict; 

But while he mus'd, beside him Pallas stood. 

And said, “ Bethink thee, Tydeus’ son, betimes 

Of thy return, lest, if some other God 

Should wake the 'frojans, thou shouldst need to fly.” 

She said; the hcavinly voice lie recognis’d. 

And mounted straight the car; Ulysses touch'd 
The horses with his bow: and, urg'd to speed, 

They tow’’rd the ships their rapid course pursued. 

Nor idle watch Apollo kept, who s:iw 570 

Tydides o’er the pleJn by Pallas led ; 

With anger fill’d, the Trojan ramp he sought; 

And Rhesus’ kinsman, good Hippocoon, 

7 'hc Thracian coun nil n\ from sleep arous'd ; 

/waking, \ 'hcn the vacant space he view'd, 

Where late had stood the htirses; and his friends 
Gasping in death, and wcU'ring in their bhv’d. 

He groan’d as on his comrade's name lie call’d; 

Then loud the clamour rose, and wild uproar. 
Unspeakable, of Trojans thronging round ; 580 

'fhey marvell’d at the deeds ; but marvell'd more 
How they who wrought them had escap’d unsc<ath’d. 

Meantime arriv’d where Hector's scout they slew, 
Ulysses, lov’d of Hcav’n, a moment check’d 
His-eager steeds; Tydides from the car 
Leap’d to the ground, and in Ulysses’ hand 
71 ic bloody tropliies plac’d; then mounted quick, 

And tow’rd the ships, their destin’d goal, urg’d on 
77 ie fiery horses; nothing loth, tliey flew. 
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Nestor first heard the sound, and cried, “ O friends, 590 
The leaders and the councillors of Greece, 

Am I deceiv’d, or is it true? methinks 

The sound of horses, hurrying, strikes mine ear; 

Grant Heav’n, Ulysses and brave Diomed 

May bring those horses from the Trojan camp; * 

Yet much I fear our bravest may have met 
With some disaster ’mid the crowd of foes.” 

He scarce had ended, when themselves appear'd, 

And from the car descended: welcom’d back 

With cordial grasp of hands, and friendly words. 600 

Gerenian Nestor first, enquiring, said: 

“ Tell me, renown’d Ulysses, pride of Greece, 

Whence come these horses? from the Trojan camp? 

Or hath some God, that met you by the way, 

Bestow’d them, radiant as the beams of light? 

Among the Trojans day by day I move; 

’Tis not my wont, old warrior though 1 be, 

To lag behind; but horses such as these 
I never saw; some God hath giv’i; them, sure; 

For Jove, the Cloud-compeller, loves you both, 610 

And Pallas, child of a^gis-bearing Jove.” 

To whom again the sage Ulysses thus: 

** 0 Nestor, son of Neleus, pride of Greece, 

Had they so will’d, the Gods, so great their pow’r, 

Ev’n better horses could have giv'n than these; 

But these, old man, are 'bhracians, newly come; 

W’hose King the valiant Diomed hath slain, 

And wdth him twelve, the best of all his hand. 

A scout too have we slain, by Hector sent, 

And by the Trojan chiefs, to spy our cuirnp.” 630 

He said, and o’er the ditch* the horses drove, 

Exulting in their prize; and with him went 
The other chiefs, rejoicing, through the camp. 

Arriv’d at Diomed’s wcll-order’d tent, 

First with strong halters to the rack, wliere stood, 
High-fed with corn, his own swift-footed steeds, 

The horses they secur’d; Ulysses then 

The bloody spoils of Dolon stow’d away 

In the ship’s stem, till fitting sacrifice 

To Pallas might be offer’d ; to the sea * 630 

Descending then, they wash’d away the sweat, 

Which on their necks, and thighs, and knees had dried; 



Book X. 


175 


Homer’s Iliad 

The sweat wash’d off, and in the ocean waves 
Themselves refresh’d, they sought the polish’d bath; 
Then, by the bath restor’d, and all their limbs 
Anointed freely with the lissom oil. 

Sat down to breakfast; and from flowing bowls 
In Pallas’ honour pour’d the luscious wine. 
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ARGUMENT 

Agamemnon distingiiishf's himself. He is wounded, and retires. 
Diomt'd is wounded by I‘aris; Llysses by Sucus. Ajax with 
Merit laus flics to the relief of Ulysses, and Uurypylus, soon after, 
to the relief of Ajax. While he is employed in assisting Ajax, 
he is shot in the thigh by Paris, who also wounds Machaon. 
Nestor conveys Machaon from the field. Achilles dispatches 
Patroclus to the tent of Nestor, and Nestor ttikcs that occasion 
to exhort Patroclus to engage in battle, clothed in the armour 
of Achilles. 

Now rose Aurora from Tithonus* bed, 

To mortals and Immortals bringing ligiit; 

When to the ships of Greece came Discord down, 
Despatch’d from Jo\e, with dire .portents of war. 

Upon Ulysses* lofty ship she stood, 

The midmost, thence to shout to either side. 

Or to the tents of Ajax Telamon, 

Or of Achilles, \Nho at earh extreme, 

Confiding in il.eir strength. lia.d moor’d tl.eir ships. 

There stood ilie Goddess, and in accents l'u:d lo 

And dread she call'd, and ilx'd in ev’ry breast 
The fierce resolve to wage unwearied w<ir; 

And dearer to their lie::rts than thoughts of home 
Or wish’d return, became the battle-field. 

Atrides, loudly shouting, call’d the Greeks 
To arms: himself his flashing armour donn’d. 

First on his legs tlie well- wrought greaves he fix’d, 

Fasten’d with silver clasps; liis amide cliest 

A breastplate guarded, giv’n by Cinyras 

In pledge of friendship; for in Cyprus’ i.sle 20 

He heard the rumour of the glorious fleet 

About to sail for Troy ; and sought with gifts 

To win the favour of the mighty King. 

Ten bands were there inwrought of dusky bronze. 

Twelve of pure gold, twice ten of shiniftg tin; 

Of bronze six dragons upwards tow’rds the neck 
Their length extended, three on either side: 
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In colour like the bow^ which Saturn’s son 
Plac’d in the clouds, a sign to mortal men : 

Then o’er his shoulder threw his sword; bright flash’d 30 
The golden studs ; the silver scabbard shone, 

Witli golden baldrick fitted; next his shield 
He took, full-siz’d, well-wrought, wcll-prov’d in fight; 
Around it ran ten circling rims of brass; 

With twenty bosses round of burnish'd tin. 

And, in the centre, one of dusky bronze. 

A Gorgon’s head, \vith aspect terrible, 

Was wrought, with Fear and Flight encircled round : 
Depending from a silver belt it hung; 

And on the belt a dragon, wrought in bronze, 40 

Twin’d his lithe folds, and turn’d on ev’ry side. 

Sprung from a single neck, his triple head. 

Then on his brow his lofty helm he plac’d, 

Four-crested, double-peak ’d, with horsehair plumes. 

That nodded, fearful, from the warrior’s head. 

I'hen took two weighty lances, tipp’d tvith brass, 

Which fiercely flash’d aftainst the face of Tleav'n: 

Pallas and Juno thundVing from on high 
In honouf of Mycenie’s wealthy lord. 

Forthwith they order’d, each his chwiriotecr, 50 

To stay his car beside the ditch; themselves, 

On foot, in arms accoutred, sallied forth. 

And loud, ere early dawn, the clamour rose. 

Advanc’d Inifore the cars, they lin’d the ditch; 

Follovi ’d the cars, a little space between : 

But Jove with dire confusion fill’d their ranks, 

Who sent from lleav'n a showT of blood-stain'd rain. 

In sign of many a warrior’s coming doom. 

Soon to the viewless shades untimely sent. 

Meanwhile upon the slope, beneath the plain, 60 

The Trojan chiefs were gather’d; Hector's self, 
Polydamas, Ai)neas, as a God 
In rev’rencc held ; An tenor’s three brave sons, 

Agenor’s godlike presence, Polybus, 

And, heav’nly fair, the youthful Acamas. 

In front was seen the broad circumference 
Of Hector’s shield; and as amid the clouds 
Shines forth the fiery dog-star, bright and clear. 

Anon beneatli the cloudy veil conceal'd ; 

So now in front was Hector seen, and now 
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Pass’d to the rear, exhorting; all in brass, ^ 

His burnish’d arms like Jove’s own lightning flash’d. 

As in the corn-land of some wealthy I>ord 
The rival bands of reapers mow the swathe, 

Barley or wheat; and fast the trusses fall; 

So Greeks and Trojans mow’d th’ opposing ranks; 

Nor these admitted thought of faint retreat, 

But still made even head; while those, like wolves, 
Rush’d to the onset; Discord, Goddess dire. 

Beheld, rejoicing; of the heav’nly pow’rs So 

She only mingled with the combatants ; 

The others all were absent; they, serene, 

Repos’d in gorgeous palaces, for each 
Amid Olympus’ deep recesses built. 

Yet all the cloud-girt son of Saturn blam’d, 

Who wdird the victory to the arms of Troy. 

He heeded not their anger; but withdrawn 
Apart from all, in pride of conscious strength. 

Survey’d the walls of Troy, the ships of Greece, 

The flash of arms, the slayers and the slain. 90 

While yet ’twas morn, and wax’d the youthful day, 
Thick flew the shafts, and fast the people fell " 

On either side; but when the hour was come 
When woodmen, in the forest’s deep recess. 

Prepare their food, and wearied \\ith the toil 
Of felling loftiest trees, with aching arms 
Turn wdth keen relish to their midday meal ; 

Then Grecian valour broke th’ opposing ranks, 

As each along the line encourag’d each ; 

First sprang the monarch Agamemnon forth, 100 

And brave Bicnor slew, his people’s guard; 

And, with the chief, his friend and charioteer, 

Oi'leus; he, d(jwn-leaping from the car. 

Stood forth defiant; but between his brows 
The monarch’s spear was thrust; nor aught avail’d 
The brass-bound helm to stay the weapon’s point; 
Through helm and bone it pass’d, and all the brain 
Was shatter’d; forward as he rush’d, he fell. 

Them left he there, their bare breasts gleaming white, 
Stripp’d of their arms; and hasten’d jn pursuit no 

Of Antiphus and Isus, Priam’s sons, 

A bastard one, and one legitimate, 

Both on one car; the bastard held the reins: 
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Beside him stood the gallant Antiphus. 

Them, as they fed their flocks on Ida’s heights, 

Achilles once had captive made^ and bound 
With willow saplings, till for ransom freed. 

The migVty monarch, Agamemnon, drove 
Through Isus* breast his spear; his weighty sword 
Descenc’ed on the head of Antiphus 
Beside the ear, and hurl’d him from his car; 

These of their armour he despoil’d in haste, 

Known to him both ; for he had seen them of t 
Beside the ships, when thither captive brought 
From Ida by Achilles, swift of foot. 

As when a lion in their lair hath seiz’d 
The helpless offspring of a mountain doe, 

And breaks their bones with ease, and with strong teeth 
Crushes their tender life; nor can their dam, 

Though close at hand she be, avail them aught; 130 

For she herself by deadly terror seiz’d. 

Through the thick coppice and the forest flies. 

Panting, and bath’d in sweat, the monster’s rush; 

So dar’d no Trojan give those brethren aid. 

Themselves in terror of the warlike Greeks. 

Peisander next, and bold Hippolochus, 

Sons of Antimachus (’twas he who chief. 

Seduc’d by I'aris’ gold and splendid gifts. 

Advis’d the restitution to refuse 

Of Helen to her Lord), the King assail’d; 140 

Both on one car; but from their hands had dropp’d 
The broider'd reins; bewilder'd there they stood; 

While, with a lion’s bound, upon them sprang 
The son of Atreus ; suppliant, in the car. 

They clasp’d his knees; Give quarter, Atreus’ son. 
Redeem our lives; our sire Antimachus 
Possesses goodly store oi brass and gold. 

And well-wTought iron ; and of these he fain 
■ Would pay a noble ransom, could he hear 
That in the Grecian ships we yet surviv’d.” 150 

Thus they, with gentle words, and tears, imploring; 

But all ungentle was the voice they heard 
In answer; ” If indeed ye be the sons 
Of that Antimachus, who counsel gave. 

When noble Meneldus came to Troy 
Witli sage LTysses, as ambassadors. 
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To slay them both, nor suffer their return, 

Pay now the forfeit of your father’s guilt/* 

He said, and with a spear-thrust through his breast 
Peisander dash’d to earth; backward he fell. 160 

Down leap’d Antilochus; but with his sword 
Atrides sever’d both his hands and neck, * 

And in the dust, a headless block, he roll’d. 

The.-e left he there; and where the thickest throng 
Maintain’d the tug of war, thither he flew. 

And with him eager hosts of well-greav’d Greeks, 

Soon on the Trojans’ flight enforc’d they hung, 
Destroying; foot on foot, and horse on horse; 

While from the plain thick clouds of dust arose 
Beneath the arnu'tl luxjfs of clatt’ring steeds; 170 

iVnd on the n:onarch Agamemnon press’d, 

Still slaying, urging still the Greeks to arms. 

As when amid a densely timber’d wood 
Light the devourii.g rlames, by eddying" winds 
Hither and thither borne, fast falls the copse 
Prostrate beneath the fue’s impel-uous course; 

So thickly fell the living Trojans’ heads 
Beneath the might of Agamemnon’s arm ; 

And liere and there, athwart the pass of war, 

Was many an empty car at random wdiirl’d 180 

By strong-neck’d steeds, of guiding hands bereft; 

Stretch’d on the j>lain they lay, more w^elcome sight 
To carrion birds than to their widow’d wives. 

But Hector, fr:jm the fray and din of war, 

And dust, and blood, and carnage, Jove withdre\%'. 

Still on Atrides press’d, the Cireek i)ursiiit 
With eager shouts exciting; past the tomb 
Of Hus, ancient son of Dardanus, 

And tow’rd the fig-tree, midway o’er the plain, 

Straining to gain the town, the Trojans fled; 190 

W»hile loudly shouting, his unconquer’d hands 
With carnage dyed, Atrides urg’d their flight. 

But when the Scaean gates and oak w'ere reach’d, 

They made a stand, and fac’d the foe’s assault. 

Some o’er the open plain were yet dispers’d ; 

As heifers, by a lion scatter’d wide, 

At dead of night; all fly; on one desc*ends 
llie doom of death; her with his pow’rful teeth 
He seizes, and, her neck first broken, rends. 
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And on her entrails gorging, laps her bloods 200 

So tViese the monarch Agamemnon chas’d, 

Slaying the hindmost; they in terror fled: 

Some headlong, backward some, Atrides’ hand 
Hurl’d from tlieir chariot many a warrior bold; 

So forward and so fierce he bore his spear. 

But as he near’d the city, and stood beneath 
Tlie lofty wall, the Sire of Gods and men 
From ITeav’n descended; on the topmost height 
Of Ida’s spring-abounding hill he sat; 

And while his hand the lightning grasp’d, he tlius 21c 
To T'dden-wingd-d Iris gave command : 

“ Haste thee, swift Iris, and to Hector bear 
From me this message; bid him, that as long 
As Agamemnon in the van appears, 

Raging, and dealing death among the ranks, 

He from the battle keep himself aloof, 

But urge the rest undaunted to maintain 
The stubborn fight; but should Atrides, struck 
By spear or arrow, to his car withdraw. 

He sliall from me receive such pow’r to sLiy, 2^:5 

As to the shifts shall bear him, ere the sun 
Decline, and Darkness spread her hallowing slnd-\'’ 

Thus he; to I'roy, obedient to lus word, 

From Ida’s liciehts swift-fooled Ins sped: 

Amid the horses and tlie well-fram’ti cars 
The godlike Hector, Priam’s son, slu- found, 

And stood beside hini, and address’d him thu", 

“ Hector, t’ubu son of Priam, sage as Jove 
In council, lie the Universal Lord 

Sends thee by me this mc?.suge; that a? long 23 

As Agamemnon in the van appears. 

Raging, and dealing death amid the ranks, 

Thou from the battle keep thyself aloof, 

But urge the rest undaunted to maintain 
'The stubborn fight; but should Atrides, struck 
By spear or arrow, to his car withdraw, 

Tlioii shah from him receive such pow’r to slay 
As to the shij^s shall bear thee, ere the sun 
Decline, and Darkness spread her hallowing shade.” 

Swift-footed Iris said, and disappear’d; 240 

But from his chariot Hector Icap'd to earth, 

Hither and thither passing through the ranks, 
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With brandish’d javlins urging to the fight. 

Loud, at his bidding, rose the battle-cry; 

Back roird the tide ; again they fac’d the Greeks : 

On th' other side the Greeks their masses form’d, 

In line of battle rang’d; oppos’d they stood; 

And in the front, to none content to cede 
The foremost place, was Agamemnon seen. 

Say now, ye Nine, who on Olympus dwell, 250 

Of all the Trojans and their fam’d Allies, 

Who first oppos’d to Agamemnon stood. 

Iphidamas, Antenor’s gallant son, 

Stalwart and brave ; in fertile Thracia bred, 

Mother of flocks; him, in his infant years, 

His grandsire Cisseus, fair Theano’s sire, 

In his own palace rear’d ; and when he reach’d 
The perfect measure of his glorious youth, * 

Still in his house retain’d him, and to wife 

Gave him his daughter; from the marriage straight 260 

He, with twelve beaked ships that own’d his sway, 

Set forth to join the glor>' of thCnGreeks. 

His well-trimm'd ships upon Percote’s shore 
He left; and came himself on foot to Troy; 

Who now confronted Atreus’ godlike son. 

When near they drew, Atrides miss’d his aim, 

His spear diverging; then Iphidamas 
Beneath the breastplate, striking on his belt, 

Strove with strong hand to drive the "weapon home; 

Yet could not pierce the belt’s close-plaited work ; 270 

The point, encounter’d by the silver fold. 

Was bent, Ijke lead; then with his pow’rful hand 
The monarch Agamemnon seiz’d the spear, 

And tow’rd him drew, and with a lion’s strength 
Wrench’d from his foeman’s grasp; then on his neck 
Let fall his sword, and slack’d his limbs in death. 

There, falling in his country’s cause, he slept 
Tke iron sleep of death; unhappy he. 

Far from his virgin-bride, yet unpossess’d, 

Though bought with costly presents; first he gave 2S0 
A hundred steers; and promis’d thousands more 
Of sheep and goats from out his countless flocks^ 

Him Agamemnon of his arms despoil’d, 

And to the crowd of Greeks the trophies bore* 

But when Antenor’s eldest-bom beheld, • 
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Coon, th* observ’d of all men, bitt’rest grief 
His eyes overshadow’d, for his brother’s fate; 

And, unperceiv’d by Atreus* godlike son, 

Standing aside, he struck him with his spear, 

Through the mid arm, beneath the elbow’s bend; 290 
And drove right through the weapon’s glitt’ring point. 
Writh’d with the pain the mighty King of men; 

Yet from the combat flinch’d he not, nor quail’d: 

But grasping firm his weather-toughen’d spear 
On Loon rush’d, as by the feet he drew 
His father’s son, Iphidamas, away, 

Invoking all the bravest to his aid; 

And as he drew the body tow’rd the crowd, 

Beneath the bossy shield the monarch thrust 
His brass-clad spear, and slack’d his limbs in death; 300 
Then near approaching, ev’n upon the corpse 
Of dead Iphidamas, struck off his head: 

So by Atrides* hand. An tenor’s sons, 

Their doom accomplish’d, to the shades were sent. 

Then through the crowded ranks, with spear and sw'ord. 
And massive stones, he held his furious course, 

While the hot blood was welling from his arm ; 

But when the w'ound wivs dry, and stanch’d the blood, 
Keen anguish then Atrides’ might subdued. 

As when a woman in her labour-throes 310 

Sharp pangs encompass, by Lucina sent. 

Who rules o’er child-l^irth travail, ev’n so keen 
The pangs that then Atrides’ might subdued. 

Mounting his ''ar he bade his charioteer 
Drive to the ships ; for sore his spirit was pain’d ; 

But loud and clear he shouted to the Greeks: 

“ O friends, tlie chiefs and councillors of Greece, 

Yours be it now our sea-borne ships to guard: 

Since Jove, the Lord of counsel, through the day 
Wills not that i the battle should maintain.” 320 

• He said : and swiftly to the ships were driv’n f 
His sleek-skinn’d coursers; nothing loth they flew; 

With foam their chests were fleck’d, wntli dust their flanks. 
As from the field their wounded Lord they bore: 

But Hector, as he saw the King retire. 

To Trojans and td Lycians call’d aloud: 

“ Trojans and Lycians, and ye Dardans fam’d 
In close encounter, quit ye now like men; 
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Put forth your wonted valour; from the field 
Their bravest has withdrawn, and Jove on me^ 330 

Great glory hath shed; now headlong on the Greeks 
Urge your swift steeds, and endless honour gain/' 

His words fresh courage rous'd in ev'ry breast: 

And as a hunter cheers his sharp-fang'd hounds ' 

On forest boar or lion; on the Greeks 
So cheer’d the valiant Trojans Priam’s son, 

Illustrious Hector, stern as blood-stam’d Mars. 

Bent on high deeds, himself in front advanc’d, 

Fell on the masses as a whirlwind falls, 

Lashing with furious sweep the dark-blue sea. 340 

Say tlien, who first, who last, by Hector’s hand, 

Whom Jove had will'd to crown with honour, died. 

A.ssa:us first, and then Autonous, 

Opites, and Opheltius, Dolops, son 
Of Clytus, and ^-Esumnus, Agolas 
And Orus, and the brave Ilippondus; 

All these the chiefs of Greece; the nameless crowd 
He scatter’d next; as when the ^*est wind drives 
The clouds, and battles with the hurricane, 

Before the clearing blast of Notus driv'n; 350 

The big waves heave and roll, and high al')ft 
The gale, careering, flings the ocean spray; 

So thick and furious fell on hostile, heads 
The might of Hector. Now had fearful deed-i 
Been done, and Greeks beside their ships liad iai/n 
In shameful rout, had not Ulysses thus 
To Diomed, the son of dVdeus, call’d: 

“ Why, son of Tydeus, should w^e thus relax 
Our warlike courage.^ come, stand by me now, 

True friend! if Hector of the glancing helm 360 

Our ships should capture, great were our disgrace.” 

Whom answer’d thus the valiant Diomed: 

“ Beside thee will 1 stand, and still endure; 

B\|,t brief will be the term of our success, 

Since Jove, the Cloud-compeller, not to us, 

But to the Trojans, wills the victory.” 

He said, and from his car Thyinbncus hurl’d, 

Through the left breast transfix’d; Ulysses’ hand 
His charioteer, the brave Molion, slew: 

These left they there, no more to share the fight; 370 
Then turning, spread confusion 'mid the crowd; 
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As turn two boars upon the hunter’s pack 
With desp’rate courage, turning so to bay, 

Those two, the Trojans scattTing, gave the Greeks, 

From Hector flying, time again to breathe. 

A car they seiz’d which bore two valiant chiefs, 

Sons of Percotian Merops; he, o’er all 
In lore prophetic skill’d, w^ould fain at home 
Have kept them from the life-destroying war: 

But they, by adverse fate impell’d to seek 380 

I'heir doom of death, his w'arning voice despis’d. 

These two, of strength and life at once bereft, 

The son of Tydeus, valiant Diomed, 

Stripp’d of their armour; while Ulysses slew 
Ilippodamus, and bold Hyperochus. 

"i'hus Jove, from Ida’s height beholding, held 
His even scale, each party slaught’ring each. 

Then with his spear 'IVdidcs through the loins 
Agastrophus, the son of J’xon, smote; 

No car had he at hand, %vhereto to fly: 390 

But, ill-cadvis’d, had in*th’ attendants’ charge 
His horses left far off; while he himself 
Rush’d ’mid the throng on foot, and met his doom. 
Hector’s quick glance athwart the files beheld, 

And to the rescue, with a shout, he sprang, 

The Trojan columns following; not unmov’d 
The valiant Diomed his coming saw, 

And thus bespoke Ulysses at his side: 

“ On us this plague, this mighty Hector, falls: 

Vet stand we firm, and boldly meet the shock.” 400 

He said, and, poising, hurl’d his pond’rous spea:, 

And not in vain; on Hector’s head it struck 
His lielrnet’s crest, but, brass encount’ring brass. 

Himself it reach’d not; for the visor’d helm, 

Apollo’s gift, three-plated, stay’d its force. 

Vet backward Hector sprang amid the crowd, 

And on his knees he dropp’d, his stalwart hand 
Propp’d on the ground ; w’hile darkness veil’d his eyes. 
But ere I'ydides, following up his spear. 

Attain’d from far the spot whereon he fell, 410 

Hector reviv’d, and mounting quick his car, ' 

Drove ’mid the crowd, and ’scap’d the doom of death. 
Tlien thus, with threat’ning spear, Tydides cried: 

” Vrt once again, vile hound, hast thou escap’d : 
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Tlw doom was but thee thy Goii hath Sav ti, 

Phoebus, to whom, amid the clash of spi-ar^, 

Well mayst thou pray 1 We yet shall meet a'^ain ; 

When I shall end thee, if a guardian God 
I too may claim; meanwhile from thee I turn, 

And others seek on whom my hap may light.” 42s 

He said, and turn’d him of his arms to strip 
The son of Paeon; but beside the stone 
That mark’d where men of old had rais’d a mound 
To Ilus, Dardan’s son, the ancient chief, 

There crouching, Paris, fair-hair’d Helen’s Lord, 

Against the son of Tydeus bent his bow. 

He from the breast of brave Agastroj nis 

Had stripp’d the corslet; from his shoulders broad 

The buckler, and the helmet from his head. 

When Paris bent his bow, and not in vain 430 

His arrow launch’d; Tydides* dexter loot 
Right through it pierc’d, and pinn’d it to the ground. 
Joyous he laugh’d, and from his hiding-place 
Sprang forth, and thus in tones Of trium])h cried ; 

“ Thou hast it! not in vain my shaft hath flown 1 
Would that, deep buried in thy flank, it touch’d 
Thy very life! so should our Trojans lose 
Their panic fear, who now on thee with dread, 

As bleating goats upon a lion, look ” 

To w'hom, unmov’d, the valiant Diomed; 443 

“ Poor archer, trusting to thy bow alone, 

Vile stand Ver and seducer! if indeed 
Thou durst in arms oppos’d to me to stand. 

Nought would avail thy arrows and thy bow: 

And now, because thy shaft hath graz’d my foot, 

Thou mak’st thine empty boast: I heed thee not, 

More than a w'oman <jr a puny child: 

A worthless coward’s weapon hath no point. 

’Tis different far with me! though light it fall, 

My spear is sharp, and whom it strikes, it slays. 450 
His widow’s cheeks are mark’d with scars of grief. 

His children orphans ; rotting on the ground, 

Red with his blood, he lies, his fun’ral rites 
Byi carrion birds, and not by women paid.” 

Thus while he spoke, Ulysses, spearman bold, 

Drew near, and stood before him ; he, behind, 

Sat down protected, and from out his foot 
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rhe urrow dicw; whereat sharp anguish shot 
Through aU his flesh; az3d mouaiingoa lik car 
He bade his faithful charioteer in haste 460 

Drive to the ships, for pain weigh’d down his soul. 

Alone Ulysses stood ; of all the Greeks 
Not one beside him; all were panic-struck: 

Then with his spirit, perturb’d, he commun’d thus: 

Me miserable! which way shall 1 choose? 

Great v.t*re the mischief, should 1 fly, and so 
Incr ase the jjeople’s terror; yet ’twere worse 
ller*‘ to be r:i.i:i:lit alone; and Saturn’s son 
Wilii jKinic fear tiie other Greeks hath fill’d. 

Vet why, my soul, admit such thoughts as these? 47c 

1 know that cowards from the battle fly ; 

liut he who boasts a warrior’s name, must learn, 

Wounded or wounding, firmly still to stand.” 

While in his mind and spirit thus he mus’d, 

Onward the buckler'd ranks of Trojans came, 

And, to their harm, encircled him around. 

As when a boar, by dogs and stalwart youths 
Attack’d, the shclt’ring thicket leaves, and w'hets 
The tusks that gleam between his curved jaw’s ; 

They crowd around, though ring his clatt’ring tusks, 48c 
And, fearful though it be, await his rush: 

So crowded round Ulysses, dear to Jove, 

The Trojans; he, wdth brandish’d spear aloft. 

Sprang forth, and through the shoulder, from above, 
Dcidpites w'ounded: Thoon next 
He slew, and Ennomus; then with his spear 
Chersidamas, in act to quit his car, 

Thrust through the loins below his bossy shield: 

Prone in the dust, he clutch’d the blood-stain’d soil. 

From these he turn’d ; and wounded with his spear 490 
Charops, the high-born Socus’ brother, son 
Of Hippasus; tiien forw’ard sprang, to aid 
His brother, godlike Socus ; close he stood 
Before Ulysses, and address’d him thus: 

“ Far-fam’d Ulysses, as in arms, in wiles 
Unwearied, thou this day o’er both Ih.e sons 
Of Hippasus, two mighty warriors slain, 

And of their armour spoil’d, shalt make thy boast, 

Or by my spear thyself shalt lose thy life.” 

He said, and oh the shield’s broad circle struck: 
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Through the bright shield the sturdjr weapon drove, 

And through the rich-wrought baldrick, from the ribs 
Tearing the flesh away; but Pallas seiz'd, 

And turn'd it from the vital parts aside. 

The wound, Ulysses knew, was not to death, 

And back he drew, and thus to Socus cried : 

“ Ill-fated thou I thy doom hath found thee now I 
Me hast tliou hinder'd from the war awhile ; 

But thee to swift destruction and dark death 

This day I doom: great glory, of thee subdued, 510 

Shall I obtain, and Hades take thy soul.” 

Thus he: and Socus, turning, sought to fly; 

But as he turn'd him round, Ulysses’ spear 
Behind his neck, between the shoulder blades 
Was driv'n, and through his chest; lliund’ring he tell. 
And o'er his fall Ulysses, vaunting, thus: 

” Socus, thou son of warlike Hippasus, 

Here hast thou found, nor couldst escape, thy doom. 

Ill-fated thou 1 nor sire’s nor mother’s hand 

Shall gather up thy bones, but carrion birds 520 

O'er thee shall flap their baleful wings, and tear 

Thy mangled flesh; for me, whene'er 1 die 

The sons of Greece will build my funVal pile.” 

From out his flesh, and from his bossy shield, 

The spear of Socus, as he spoke, he drew; 

And as he drew it forth, out gush’d b.is blood, 

With anguish keen. The Trojans, wlien they saw 
Ulysses' blood, with clam'rous shouts advanc'd 
Promiscuous; he, retiring, shouted loud 
To call his comrades; loud as head of man 530 

Could bear, he shouted thrice; and thrice his shout 
The warlike Meneiaus heard, and thus 
To Ajax, standing by his side, he spoke: 

” Ajiix, thou Heav'n-born son of Telamon, 

Great chief of men, methiiiks 1 hear the voice 
Of stout Ulysses, as though left alone. 

And in the stubborn fight cut of! from aid. 

By Trojans over-master'd. Haste we then, 

For so 'twere best, to give him present aid. 

Brave though he be, yet left alone, I fear 540 

Great cause we Greeks may have to mourn his loss.” 

He spoke, and led the way; the godlike chief 
Follow'd his steps; Ulysses, dear to Jove*, 
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Surrounded by the Trojan host they found. 

As hungry jackals on the mountain side 
Around a stag, that from an archer's hand 
Hath taken hurt, yet while his blood was warm 
And limbs yet serv’d, has baffled his pursuit; 

But when the fatal shaft has drain’d his strength, 
Thirsting for blood, beneath the forest shade, 550 

The jackals seize their victim; then if chance 
A hungry lion pass, the jackals shrink 
In terror back, while he devours the prey; 

So round Ulysses, sage in council, press’d 
The Trojans, many and brave, yet nobly be 
Averted, spear in hand, the fatal hour; 

Till, with his tow’r-like shield before him borne. 

Appear’d great Ajax, and beside him stood. 

Hither and thither then the Trojans fled; 

While wnth supporting arm from out the crowd 560 

The warlike Menelaus led him forth. 

Till his attendant with his car drew near. 

Then Ajax, on the Trojans springing, slew 
Doryclus, royal Priam’s bastard son : 

Next Pyrasus he smote, and Pandocus, 

Lysander, and Pylartes; as a stream, 

SwoU’n by the rains of lieav’n, that from the hills 
Pours down its wintry torrent on the plain ; 

And many a blighted oak, and many a pine 

It bears, with piles of drift-wood, to the sea: 570 

So swept illustrious Ajax o’er the plain, 

O’erLhrowing nien and horses; though unknown 
I'o Hector; ne, upon Scamander’s banks 
Was warring on the field’s exlremest lett. 

Where round great Nestor and the warlike King 
Idorneneus, while men were falling fast. 

Rose, irrepressi’nle, the battle cry. 

Hector, 'mid these, was working wondrous deeds, 

With spear and car, routing th’ opposed youth; 

Yet had the Greeks ev’n so their ground maintain’d, 580 
But godlike Paris, fair-hair’d Helen’s Lord, 

Through the right shoulder, with a three-barb’d shaft, 

As in the front he fought, Machaon quell’d: 

For him the warrior Greeks were sore afraid, 

Lest he, as back the line of battle roll’d, 

Might to the foe be left; tc Nestor then 
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Idomeneus address’d his speech^ and said: 

“ O Nestor, son of Neleus, pride of Greece, 

Haste thee to mount thy car, and with thee take 
Machaon; tow’rd the vessels urge with speed 590 

Thy flying steeds; worth many a life is his, 

The skilful leech, who knows, wnth practis’d hand, ’ 

T’ extract the shaft, and healing drugs apply.” 

He said: Gerenian Nestor at the word 
Mounted his car, Machaon at his side. 

The skilful leech, sage /Esculapius* son: 

He touch’d his horses; tow’rd the Grecian ships, 

As was his purpose, nothing loth, they flew’. 

To Hector then Cebriones, who saw 
Confus’d the Trojans’ right, drew’ near, and said: 600 

“ Hector, we here, on th’ outskirts of the field, 

O erpow'r the (Greeks; on th’ other side, our friends 
In strange confusion mingled, horse and man, 

Are driv'n; among them Ajax spread? dismay. 

The son of Telamon ; I know* him well, 

And the broad shield that o'er his shoulders hangs; 
Thither direct we then our car, w here most 
In mutual slaughter horse and foot engage. 

And loudest swells, uncheck’d, the battle cry.” 

He said, and with the pliant lash he touch’d 610 

The sleek-skinn’d horses; springing at the sound. 

Between the Greeks and Trojans, light they bore 
The flying car, o'er corpses of the shun 
And broken bucklers trampling; all beneath 
Was plash’d with blood the axle, and the rails 
Around the car, as from the horses’ feet, 

And from the felloes of the wheels, w'ere thrown 
The bloody gouts; yet on he sped, to join 
The strife of men, and break th’ opposing ranks. 

His coming spread confusion ’mid the Greeks, 620 

His spear awhile withheld; then through the rest, 

With sword, and spear, and pond’rous stones he rush’d/ 
But shunn’d the might of Ajax Telamon. 

But Jove, high thron’d, the soul of Ajax fill’d 
With fear; aghast he stood; his sev’nfold shield 
He threw behind his back, and, trembling, gaz’d 
Upon the crow’d; then, like some bearft of prey, 

Foot slowly following foot, reluctant turn’d. 

As when the rustic youths and dogs have driv’n 
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A t^wny lion from the cattle fold^ 630 

Watching all nighty and baulk’d him of his prey; 

Rav’ning for flesh, he still th’ attempt renews, 

But still in vain: for many a jav’lin, hurl’d 
By vig’rous arms, confronts him to his face. 

And blazing faggots, that his courage daunt; 

Till, with the dawn, reluctant he retreat: 

So from before the Trojans Ajax turn’d. 

Reluctant, fearing for the ships of Greece. 

As near a held of com, a stubborn ass, 

Upon whose sides had many a club been broke, 640 

O’erpow’rs his boyish guides, and ent’ring in, 

On the rich forage grazes ; while the boys 
Their cudgels ply, but vain their puny strength. 

Yet drive him out, when fully fed, with ease: 

Ev’n so great Ajax, son of Telamon, 

The valiant Trojans and their fam’d Allies, 

Still thrusting at his shield, before them drove: 

Yet would he sometimes, rallying, hold in check 
The Trojan host; then turn again to flight. 

Yet barring still the passage to the ships. 650 

Midway between the Trojans and the Greeks 
He stood defiant; many jav’lins, hurl'd 
By vig’rous arms, were in their flight receiv’d 
On his broad shield*; and many, ere they reach’d 
Their living mark, fell midway on the plain. 

Fix’d in the ground, in vain athirst for blood. 

Him thus, hard press’d by thick-thrown spears, beheld 
Eurypylui, Euaemon’s noble son. 

He hasten’d up, and aim'd his glitt’ring spear; 

And Apisaon, Phausias’ noble son, 660 

Below the midriff through the liver struck. 

And straight relax’d in sudden death his limbs. 

Forth sprang Eurypylus to seize the spoils: 

But godlike Paris saw, and as he stoop'd 
From Apisaon *s corpse to strip his arms. 

Against Eurypylus he bent his bow. 

And his right thigh transfix’d; the injur’d limb 
Disabling, in the wound the arrow broke. 

He ’mid his friends, escaping death, withdrew. 

And to the Greeks with piercing shout he call’d: 670 

“ O friends, the chiefs and councillors of Greece, 

Turn yet ag&in, and from the doom of death 
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Great Ajax save, hard press’d by hostile spears: 

Scarce can I hope he may escape with life 
The desp’rate fight; yet bravely stand, and aid 
The mighty Ajax, son of Telamon.” 

Thus spoke the wounded hero: round him they 
With sloping shields and spears uplifted stood : 

Ajax to meet them came; and when he reach'd 

The friendly ranks, again he turn'd to bay. 680 

So rag’d, like blazing fire, the furious fight. 

Meanwhile the mares of Neieus, drench’d with sweat. 
Bore Nestor and Machaon from the field; 

Achilles saw, and mark'd them where he stood 
Upon his lofty vessel's prow, and watch'd 
The grievous toil, the lamentable rout. 

Then on his friend Patroclus from the ship 
He call'd aloud ; he heard his voice, and forth, 

As Mars majestic, from the tent he came; 

(That day commenc'd his evil destiny) 690 

And thus Mena*tius’ noble son began: 

” Why call'st thou me? what.wouldst thou, Peleus' 
son?” 

To whom Achilles, swift of foot, replied: 

” Son of Menoetius, dearest to my soul, 

Soon must the suppliant Greeks before me kneel, 

So insupportable is now their need. • 

But haste thee now, Patroclus, dear to Jove: 

Enquire of Nestor, from the battle field 

W’Tiom brings he wounded ; looking from behind 

Most like he seem'd to .^sculapius' son, 700 

Machaon: but his face I could not see, 

So swiftly past the eager horses fiew.” 

He said: obedient to his friend's command. 

Quick to the tents and ships Patroclus ran. 

They, when they reach'd the tent of Neieus’ son. 
Descended to the ground; Eurymedon 
ITie old man's mares unharness'd from the car, 

While on the beach they fac'd the cooling breeze, 

Which from their garments dried the sweat; then turn'd, 
And in the tent on easy seats repos'd. 710 

For them the fair- hair'd Hecamede mix’d 
A cordial potion ; her from 'J enedos, 

When by Achilles ta’en, the old man brought; 

Daughter of great Arsinous, whom the Greeks 



Book XT. 


Homer’s Iliad 


193 


On .him, their sagest councillor, bestow'd^ 

Before them first a table fair she spread, 

Well polish’d, and with feet of solid bronze; 

On this a brazen canister she plac’d. 

And onions, as a relish to the wine. 

And pale clear honey, and pure barley meal: 720 

By these a splendid goblet, which from home 

Th’ old man had brought, with golden studs adorn’d: 

Four were its handles, and round each two doves 
Appear’d to feed; at either end, a cup. 

Scarce might another move it from the board. 

When full; but aged Nestor rais’d with ease. 

In this, their goddess-like attendant first 
A gen’rous measure mix’d of Pramnian wine: 

Then with a brazen grater shredded o’er 

The goatsmilk cheese, and whitest barley meal, 7jo 

And of the draught compounded bade them drink. 

They drank, and then, reliev’d the parching thirst, 

With mutual converse entertain’d the hour. 

Before the gate divine Patroclus stood : 

The old man saw, and from his seat arose, 

And took him by the hand, and led him in, 

And bade him sit; but he, refusing, said: 

** No seat for me, thou venerable sire! 

I must not stay; for he both awe and fear 
Commands, who hither sent me to enquire 740 

What wounded man thou hast; T need not ask, 

1 know Machaon veil, his people’s guard. 

My errand done, I must my message bear 
Back to Achilles; and thou know’st thyself, 

Thou venerable sire, how stern his mood: 

Nay sometimes blames he, where no blame is due.” 

'if whom Gerenian Nestor thus replied: 

‘‘ Whence comes Achilles’ pity for the Greeks 
By Trojan weapons wounded ? knows he not 
What depth of suff’ring through the camp prevails? 750 
How in the ships, by arrow or by spear 
Sore wounded, all our best and bravest lie? 

The valiant son of Tydeus, Diomed, 

Pierc’d by a shaft; Ulysses by a spear, 

And AgamemnoA’s self ; Eurypylus 

By a sharp arrow through the thigh transfix’d; 

And here another, whom but now I bring. 
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Shot by a bow, from off the battle field: 

Achilles, valiant as he is, the while 
For Grecian woes nor care nor pity feels^ 7^® 

Waits he, until our ships beside the sea, 

In our despite, are burnt by hostile fires, 

And we be singly slain? not mine is now 
The strength I boasted once of active limbs^ 

0 that such youth and vigour yet were mine, 

As when about a cattle-litting raid 

We fought th’ Eleans; there Itynumeus 

1 slew, the son of brave Hyperochus, 

Who dwelt in Elis; and my booty drove. 

He sought to guard the herd; but from my hand 770 
A jav'lin struck him in the foremost ranks: 

He fell, and terror seiz’d the rustic crowd. 

Abundant store of plunder from the j>lain 
We drove; of homed cattle fifty herds; 

As many flocks of sheep, as many dro\'es 
Of swine, as many wide-spread herds of goats, 

And thrice so many golden-chestnut mares, 

Tht foals of many running with their dams. 

To Pylos, Neleus’ city, these we drove 

By night; and much it gladden’d Neleus* heart, 780 

That I, though new to war, such prize had w'on, 

WTien mom appear’d, the clear-voic’d heralds call'd 
For all to whom from Elis debts were due; 

Collected thus, the Pylians’ leading men 
Division made; for Elis ow’d us much; 

Such wrongs we few in Pylos had sustain’d. 

The might of Hercules in former years 

Had storm’d our town, and all our bravest slain. 

Twelve gallant sons had Neleus; I of these 
Alone was lef t ; the others all were gone. 790 

Whence over-proud, th’ Epeians treated us 
With insult, and high-handed violence. 

A herd of oxen now, and num’rous flock 
Of sheep, th’ old man selected for himself, 

Three hundred, with their shepherds; for to him 
Large compensation was from Elis due. 

Train'd to the course, four horses, with their cars. 

He for the Tripod at th’ Elean games 
Had sent to run ; these Augeas, King of men. 

Detain’d, and bade the drivers home return, 


800 
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Bootless, and grieving for their horses’ loss. 

Th’ old man his words resenting, and his acts, 

Large spoils retain’d; the rest among the crowd 
He shar'd, that none might lose his portion due. 

These we dispos’d of soon, and to the Gods 
Due oS’rings made; but when the third day rose, 

Back in all haste, in numbers, horse and foot, 

Our foes return’d; with them the Molion twins. 

Yet boys, untutor’d in the arts of war. 

Far off, by Alpheus’ banks, th’ extremest verge 810 
Of sandy Pylos, is a lofty mound. 

The city of Thryum; which around, intent 
To raze its walls, their army was encamp’d. 

The plain already they had overspread ; 

When Pallas from Olympus’ heights came down 
In haste, and bade us all prepare for war. 

On no unwilling ears her message fell, 

But eager all for fight ; but me, to arm 
Neleus forbade, and ev’n my horses hid, 

Deeming me yet unrij::^ for deeds of war. 820 

Yet so, albeit on foot, by Pallas’ grace 
A name I gain’d above our noblest horse. 

There is a river, Minyis by name, 

Hard by Arene, flowing to the sea. 

Where we, the Pyliaa horse, expecting morn. 

Encamp’d, by troops of footmen quickly join’d. 

Thence in all haste advancing, all in arms, 

We reach’d, by midday, Alpheus’ sacred stream# 

There, to o'er-rulmg Jove our off ’rings made, 

To Alpheus and to Neptune each a bull, 830 

To Pallas, blue-ey’d Maid, a heifer fair, 

In order’d ranks we took our ev’ning meal. 

And each in arms upon the river’s brink 
Lay down to rest ; for close beside us lay 
Th’ Epeians, on the town’s destruction bent. 

•Then saw they mighty deeds of war display’d; 

For we, as sunlight overspread the earth, 

To Jove and Pallas praying, battle gave. 

But when the Pylians and th’ Epeians met, 

I first a warrior slew, and seiz’d his car, 840 

Bold spearman, Mulius; Augeas’ son>in>law. 

His eldest daughter’s husband, Agamede, 

The yellow-hadr’d, who all the virtues knew 
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Of each medicinal herb the wide world grows. 

Him, with my brass-tipp’d spear, as on he came, 

I slew; he fell; I, rushing to his car, 

Stood 'mid the foremost ranks; th’ Epeians brave 
Fled diverse, when they saw their champion fall, 

Chief of tlieir horsemen, foremost in the 

With the dark whirlwind’s force, 1 onward r ish’d. 850 

And fifty cars I took; two men in each 

Fell to my spear, and bit the bloody dust. 

Then Actor s sons, the ^folions, had I slain, 

Had not th' Earth-shaking God, their mighty sire, 

Veil’d in thick cloud, withdrawn them from the field. 

Then Jove great glory to the Pylians gave; 

Ftu- o’er the wide-spread plain we held pursuit, 

Slaying, and gath’nng up the scatter'd arms, 

Nor till corn-clad Buprasium and the rock 

Olenian, and Alesium, term'd the Mound, 860 

Stay’d we our steeds; there Pallas bade us turn. 

There the last man I slew, and left ; the Greel:s 
Back from Buprasium drove theii; flying cars 
To Pylos, magnifying all the name, 

’Mid men, of Nestor, as ’mid Gods, of Jove. 

Such once was I ’mid men, while yet 1 was; 

Now to himself alone Achilles keeps 

His valour; yet hereafter, when tli/i Greeks 

Have perish’d all, remorse shall touch his soul.' 

Dear friend, lemember now th' injunctivins giv’n 870 
By old Menoitius, when from Phthian land 
He sent thee forth to Agamemnon’s aid : 

I, and Laertes’ godlike son, whthin. 

Heard all his counsel; to the w^ell-built house 
Of Peleus we on embassy had come, 

Throughout Achaia’s fertile lands to raise 
The means of war; Menretius there w'e found, 

Acliilles, and thyself within the house; 

Willie in the court-yard aged Peleus slew, 

And to the Lord of thunder offer’d up 880 

A fatten'd steer; and from a golden bowl 
O’er the bumt-off’ring pour’d the ruddy wine. 

We two, while ye were busied with the fle^h. 

Stood at the gate; surpris’d, Achilles Cbse, 

And took us by the hand, and bade us sit. 

Dispensing all the hospitable rites. 
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Witb food and wine recruited^ I began 
My speech, and urg'd ye both to join the war: 

Nor were ye loth to go; much sage advice 

Your elders gave; old Peleus bade his son 890 

To aim at highest honours, and surpass 

His comrades all; Mencetius, Actor’s son, 

To thee this counsel gave: ‘ My son,' he said, 

‘ Achilles is by birth above thee far; 

Thou art in years the elder; he in strength 
Surpasses thee; do thou with prudent words 
And timely speech address him, and advise 
And guide him; he will, to his good, obey.’ 

“ Such were the old man’s words ; but thou hast let 
His counsoi slip thy mem’ry; yet ev’n now 900 

Speak to Achilles thus, and stir his soul. 

If haply he will hear thee; and who knows 
But by the grace of Heav’n thou mayst prevail? 

For great is oft a friend’s persuasive pow’r. 

But if the fear of evil prophesied, 

Or message by his Goddess-mother brought 
From Jove, restrain him, let him send thee forth 
With all his force of warlike Myrmidons, 

That thou mayst be the saving light of Greece. 

Then let him bid thee to the battle bear 91c 

His glitt'ring arms; if so the men of Troy, 

Scar’d by his likeness, may forsake the field. 

And breathing-time afford the sons of Greece, 

Toil-wom; for little pause has yet been theirs. 

F'^esh and rnweancd, ye with ease may drive 
To their own city, from our ships and tents. 

The Trojans, worn and battle-wearied men.” 

Thus he; Patroclus’ spirit w'ithin him burn'd. 

And cow’rd Achilles’ tent in haste he sped. 

But, running, as Ulysses’ ship he pass’d, 92c 

Where was the Council and the Justice-seat, 

'And where were built the altars of the Gods, 

There met him, halting from the battle-field, 

Shot through the thigh, Euaemon's Heav’n -born son, 
Eurypylus; his head and shoulders dank 
With clammy sweat, while from his grievous wound 
Stream’d the dark blood ; yet firm was still his soul. 
Mencetius' noble son with pity saw, 

And deeply sorrowing thus address’d the chief : 
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“ Woe for the chiefs and councillors of Greece! 930 
And must ye, far from friends and native home. 

Glut with your flesh the rav’ning dogs of Troy? 

Yet tell me this, Heav’n-bom Eurypylus; 

Still do the Greeks 'gainst Hector's giant force 
Make head? or fall they, vanquish’d by his spear? ” ' 

To whom with prudent speech, Eurypylus: 

" No source, Heav’n-bom Patroclus, have the Greeks 
Of aid, but all must perish by their ships: 

For in the ships lie all our bravest late. 

By spear or arrow struck, by Trojan hands; 940 

And fiercer, hour by hour, their onset grows. 

But save me now, and lead me to the ships; 

There cut the arrow out, and from the wound 
With tepid w’ater cleanse the clotted blood : 

Then soothing drugs apply, of healing pow'r. 

Which from Achilles, thou, *tis said, hast leam’d. 

From Chiron, justest of the Centaurs, he. 

For Podalirius and Machaon both, 

Our leeches, one lies wounded in .the tents, 

Himself requiring sore the leech’s aid; 950 

The other on the plain still dares the fight.'' 

To whom again Menoetius' noble son: 

“ How’ may this be? say, brave Eurypylus, 

What must I do? a messenger am.l. 

Sent by Gerenian Nestor, prop of Greece, 

With tidings to Achilles; yet ev’n so 
I will not leave thee in this weary plight.” 

He said, and passing his supporting hand 
Beneath his breast, the wounded warrior led 
Within the tent; th’ attendant saw, and spread 960 

The ox-hide couch; then as he lay reclin'd, 

Patroclus, with his dagger, from the thigh 
Cut out the biting shaft; and from the wound 
With tepid water cleans’d the clotted blood; 

Then, pounded in his hands, a root applied 

Astringent, anodyne, which all his pain 

Allay’d; the wound was dried, and stanch'd the blood. 
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The Trojans assail the ramparts, and Hector forces the gates. 

Thus o’er the wounded chief Eurypylus 
Watch’d in his tent Menoetius’ noble son; 

But hand to hand the Greeks and Trojans fought; 

Nor longer might the ditch th* assault repel, 

Nor the broad wall above, which Greeks had built. 

To guard their ships, and round it dug the ditch; 

But to the Gods no hecatombs had paid, 

That they the ships and all the stores within 

Might safely keep ; against the will of Heav’n 

The work was done^and thence not long endur’d. lo 

While Hector liv’d, and Peleus’ son his wrath 

Retain’d, and Priam’s city untaken stood; 

So long the Grecian wall remain’d entire : 

But of the Trojans when the best had fall’n, 

Of Greeks, when some were slain, some yet surviv’d ; 

When the tenth year had seen the fall of Troy, 

And Greeks, embark’d, had ta’en their homeward way. 

Then Neptune and Apollo counsel took 

To sap the wall by aid of all the streams 

That seaward from the heights of Ida flow; 20 

Rhesus. Caresus, and Heptaporus, 

Granicus, and -tEsepiis, Rhodius, 

Scamander’s stream divine, and Simois, 

Where helms and shields lay buried in the sand, 

And a whole race of warrior demigods : 

These all Apollo to one channel turn’d; 

Nine days against the wall the torrent beat; 

And Jove sent rain continuous, that the wall 
Might sooner be submerg’d; while Neptune’s self. 

His trident in his hand, led on the streiim, 30 

Washing away* the deep foundations, laid. 

Laborious, by the Greeks, with logs and stones. 

Now by fast-flowing Hellespont dispers’d. 
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The wall destroy’d, o’er all the shore he spread 
A sandy drift; and bade the streams return 
To where of old their silver waters flow’d. 

Such were, in future days, to be the works 

Of Neptune and Apollo; but meanwhile 

Fierce rag'd the battle round the firm-built wall, f 

And frequent clatter’d on the turrets’ beams 40 

The hostile missiles: by the scourge of Jove 

Subdued, the Greeks beside their ships were hemm’d, 

By Hector scar'd, fell minister of Dread, 

Who with the whirlwind's force, as ever, fought. 

As when, by dogs and hunters circled round, 

A boar, or lion, in his pride of strength, 

Turns on his foes, while they in close array 
Stand opposite, and frequent shoot their darts; 

Nor yet his spirit quails, but firm he stands 
With suicidal courage; sw'ift he turns, 50 

Where best to break the circling ranks ; where’er 
He makes his rush, the circling ranks give way: 

So Hector, here and there, amid tl\e crowd, 

Urg’d his companions on to cross the ditch: 

The fiery steeds shrank back, and, snorting, stood 
Upon the topmost brink; for the wide ditch 
Withheld them, easy nor to leap nor cross: 

For steep arose on either side the ba,nks. 

And at the top with sharpen’d stakes were crown’d. 
Thick-set and strong, which there the sons of Greece 60 
Had planted, to repel th’ invading foes. 

Scarce might a horse, with well-wheel’d car attach’d. 
Essay the passage; but on foot they burn’d 
To make th’ attempt; and thus Polydamas, 

Approaching near, to valiant Hector spoke: 

Hector, and all ye other chiefs of Troy, 

And brave Allies, in vain we seek to drive 
Our horses o’er the ditch; 'tis hard to cross; 

•Tis crown’d with pointed stakes, and them behind 

Is built the Grecian wall ; there to descend 70 

And from our cars in narrow space to fight 

Were certain ruin. If it be indeed 

The will of Jove, high-thund’ring, to confound 

The Greeks in utter rout, and us to aid, • 

I should rejoice that ev’ry Greek forthwith 
Far from his home should fill a nameless grave; 
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But should they turn, and we again be driv’n 
Back from the ships, and hurried down the ditch, 

Such were our loss, that scarce a messenger 

Would live to bear the tidings to the town 8o 

Of our destruction by the rallied Greeks. 

Hear then my counsel ; let us all agree 
With our attendants here upon the bank 
To leave our horses; and ourselves on foot, 

All arm’d, press on where Hector leads; the Greeks, 

If that their doom be nigh, will make no stand.” 

Thus spoke Polydamas ; his counsel pleas’d ; 

And Hector sprang, in arms, from oil his car; 

Nor long, the noble Hector when they saw, 

Delay’d the other chiefs; then gave command 90 

Each to his own attendant, by the ditch 
To keep the chariots all in due array; 

Then parting, form’d m order of attack. 

In five divisions, with their sev’ral chiefs. 

Round Hector throng’d, and bold Polydamas, 

The best and bravest ; they who long’d the most 
To storm the wall, and fight beside the ships. 

With them Cebriones; for Hector left, 

To guard the horses, one of lesser note. 

The next division was by Paris led, 100 

Agenor, and Alcathous ; the third 
By Helenus, and brave Deiphobus, 

Two sons of Priam ; Asius was the third, 

Asius, the son of Hyrtacus; who brought 
His tow’ring fiery steeds from Selles’ stream, 

Hard by Arisba ; stout ^Eneas led 
The fourth, Anchises’ son, Archilochus 
With him, and Acamas, An tenor’s sons; 

Boch skill’d alike in ev’ry point of war. 

Of the far-fam’d Allies, Sarpcdon held no 

The chief command ; and for his comrades chose 
Asteropaeus, and the warlike might 
Of Glauciis ; these o’er all the rest he held 
Pre-eminent in valour, save himself, 

Who o’er them all superior stood confess’d^ 

These, interlac’d their shields of tough bull’s-hide, 

With eager step advanc'd, and deem’d the Greeks 
Would, unresisting, fall before their ships. 

The other lYojans and renown’d Allies 
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The words of wise Poly damas obey’d: . 120 

But Asius, son of Hyrtacus, refus’d 
His horses and his charioteer to leave. 

With them advancing to assail the ships. 

Blind fool, unconscious 1 from before those ships, 

Escap’d from death, with horses and with car 
Triumphant, to the breezy heights of Troy 
He never shall return ; ill-omen’d fate 
O’ershadowing, dooms him by the spear to fall 
Of brave Idomeneus, Deucalion’s son. 

He tow’rd the left inclin’d, what way the Greeks 130 
With horse and chariot from the plain return’d. 

That way he drove his horses ; and the gates 
Unguarded found by bolt or massive bar. 

Their warders held them open’d wide, to save 
Perchance some comrade, dying from the plain. 

Thither he bent his course: with clamours loud 
Follow’d his troops; nor deem’d they that the Greeks 
Would hold their ground, but fall amid their ships. 

Little they knew; before the gates^they found 

Two men, two warriors of the prime, two sons 140 

Illustrious of the spear-skill’d Lapithae: 

Stout Polypcctes one, Pirithous’ son, 

With whom Leonteus, bold as blood-stain’d Mars: 

So stood these two before the lofty gates. 

As on the mountain side two tow’ring oaks, 

Which many a day have borne the wind and storm. 

Firm rifted by their strong continuous roots: 

So in their arms and vigour confident 

Those two great Asius’ charge, undaunted, met. 

On th’ other side, with shouts and wild uproar, 150 

Their bull’s-hide shields uplifted high, advanc’d 
Against the well-built wall, Asius the King, 
lamenus, Orestes, Acamas 
The son of Asius, and (Enomaus, 

And Thoon; those within to save the ships 
Calling meanwhile on all the well-greav'd Greeks; 

But when they saw the wall by Trojans scal’d. 

And heard the cry of Greeks in panic fear, 

Sprang forth those two, before the gates to fightg 
As when two boars, upon the mountain ^ide, 160 

Await th’ approaching din of men and dogs, 

Then sideways rushing, snap the wood around. 
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Ripp’d from the roots; loud clash their clatt’ring tusks. 
Till to the huntsman’s spear they yield their lives; 

So clatter’d on those champions’ brass-clad breasts 
The hostile weapons; stubbornly they fought, 

Relying on their strength, and friends above: 

For from the well-built tow’rs huge stones were hurl’d 
By those who for themselves, their tents and ships, 
Maintain’d defensive warfare; thick they fell, 170 

As wintry snow-flakes, which the boist’rous wind. 

Driving the shadowy clouds, spreads fast and close 
O’er all the surface of the fertile earth: 

So thick, from Grecian and from Trojan hands. 

The weapons flew; on helm and bossy shield 
With grating sound the pond’rous masses rang. 

Then deeply groaning, as he smote his thigh 
Thus spoke dismay’d the son of Hyrtacus: 

“ O Father Jove, how hast thou lov’d our hopes 
To falsify, who deem’d not that the Greeks i8c 

Would stand our onset, and resistless arms ! 

But they, as yellow-banded wasps, or bees, 

That by some rocky pass have built their nests. 

Abandon not their cavern’d home, but wait 
Th’ attack, and boldly for their offspring fight; 

So from the gates these two, though two alone. 

Retire not, till they be or ta’en or slain.” 

He said: but Jove regarded not his words; 

So much on Hector’s triumph he was bent. 

Like battle rag’d lound th’ other gates; but hard 190 
It were for me, with godlike pow’r, to paint 
Each several combat; for around the wall 
A more than human storm of stone was pour’d 
On ev’ry side; the Greeks, hard press’d, perforce 
Fought for their ships, while all the Gods look’d on 
Indignant, who the Grecian cause upheld. 

Fiercely the Lapithae sustain’d the war : 

' Stout Polypoetes first, Pirithous’ son, 

Smote, through the brass-cheek’d helmet, Damasus; 

Nor stay’d the brazen helm the spear, whose point 200 
Went crashing through the bone, that all the brain 
Was shatter’d; onward as he rush’d, he fell. 

Then Pylon next, and Ormenus he slew: 

Meantime Leonteus, scion true of Mars, 

Struck with (inerring spear Hippomachus, 
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Son of Antimachus, below the waist; 

Then, drawing from the sheath his trenchant sword, 
Dash'd through the crowd, and hand to hand he smote 
Antiphates; he, backward, fell to earth- 
Menon, lamenus, Orestes next, 210 

In quick succession to the ground he brought. , 

From these while they their glitt’ring armour stripp’d. 
Round Hector throng’d, and bold Polydamas, 

The bravest and the best, who long’d the most 
To storm the wall, and bum with fire the ships. 

Yet on the margin of the ditch they paus’d ; 

For, as they sought to cross, a sign from Heav'n 
Appear'd, to leftward of th’ astonish’d crowd; 

A soaring eagle in his talons bore 

A dragon, huge of size, of blood-red hue, 220 

Alive, and breathing still, nor yet subdued ; 

For twisting backward through the breast he pierc’d 
His bearer, near the neck; he, stung with pain, 

Let fall his prey, which dropp’d amid the crowd ; 

Then screaming, on the blast was ^orne a>vay. 

The Trojans, shudd'nng, in their midst beheld 
The spotted serpent, dire portent of Jove: 

Then to bold Hector thus Polydamas: 

“ Hector, in council thou reprov’st me oft 

For good advice; it is not meet, thou say’st, 230 

That private men should talk beside the mark, 

In council or in war, but study still 
Thine honour to exalt; yet must I now 
Declare what seems to me the wisest course; 

Let us not fight the Greeks beside their ships; 

For thus I read the future, if indeed 
To us, about to cross, this sign from Heav'n 
Was sent, to leftward of th’ astonish’d crowu: 

A soaring eagle, bearing in his claws 
A dragon, huge of size, of blood-red hue, 240 

Alive; yet dropp’d him ere he reach’d his home, 

Nor to his nestlings bore th’ intended prey : 

So we, ev’n though our mighty strength should break 
The gates and wall, and put the Greeks to rout, 

By the same road not scatheless should return, 

But many a Trojan on the field should leave, 

Slain by the Greeks, while they their ships defend* 

So would a seer, well vers’d in augury, 
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Worthy of public credit, read this sign.” 

To whom thus Hector of the glancing helm 250 

Replied, with stern regard: ‘‘ Polydamas, 

This speech of thine is alien to my soul: 

Thy better judgment better counsel knows. 

But if in earnest such is thine advice. 

Thee of thy senses have the Gods bereft. 

Who fain wouldst have us disregard the word 
And promise by the nod of Jove confirm’d, 

And put our faith in birds’ expanded wings; 

Little of these I reck, nor care to look. 

If to the right, and tow’rd the morning sun, 260 

Or to the left, and shades of night, they fly. 

Put we our trust in Jove’s eternal will. 

Of mortals and Immortals King supreme. 

The best of omens is our country’s cause. 

Why shouldst thou tremble at the battle strife? 

Though ev’ry Trojan else were doom’d to die 
Beside the ships, no fear lest thou shouldst fall : 

Unwarlike is thy sou\, nor firm of mood : 

But if thou shrink, or by thy craven words 

Turn back another Trojan from the fight, 270 

My spear shall take the forfeit of thy life,” 

This said, he led the way; with joyous shouts 
They follow’d all; then Jove, the lightning’s Lord, 

From Ida’s heights a storm of wind sent down. 

Driving the dust against the Grecian ships ; 

Which quell’d their courage, and to Hector gave, 

Aiid to the Trojans, fresh incitement; they. 

On their own strength, and heav’nly signs relying. 

Their force address’d to storm the Grecian wall. 

They raz'd the counterscarp, the battlements 280 

Destroy’d; and the projecting buttresses, 

W’hich, to sustain the tow’rs, the Greeks had fix’d 
Deep in the soil, with levers undermin’d. 

These once withdrawn, they hop’d to storm the wall; 

Nor from the passage yet the Greeks withdrew, 

But closely fencing with their bull's-hide shields 
The broken battlements, they thence hurl’d down 
A storm of weapons on the foe beneath. 

Q)mmanding frftm the tow’r in ev’ry place 

Were seen th’ Ajaces, urging to the fight, 290 

Imploring these, and those in sterner tones 
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Rebuking, who their warlike toil relax’d. 

“ Friends, Grecians all, ye who excel in war. 

And ye of mod’rate or inferior strength. 

Though all are not with equal pow'rs endued. 

Yet here is work for all 1 bear this in mind. 

Nor tow’rd the ships let any turn his face. 

By threats dismay’d ; but forward press, and each 
Encourage each, if so the lightning’s Lord, 

Olympian Jove, may grant us to repel, 300 

And backward to his city chase the foe.” 

Thus they, with cheering words, sustain’d the war: 
Thick as the snow-flakes on a wintry day. 

When Jove, the Lord of counsel, down on men 
His snow-storm sends, and manifests his pow’r: 

Hush’d are the winds; the flakes continuous fall. 

That the high mountain tops, and jutting crags. 

And lotus-cover’d meads are buried deep. 

And man’s productive labours of the field; 

On hoary Ocean’s beach and hays they lie, 310 

Th’ approaching waves their bound ; o’er all beside 
Is spread by Jove the heavy veil of snow. 

So thickly flew the stones from either side, 

By Greeks on Trojans hurl’d, by these on Greeks ; 

And clatter’d loud through all its length the wall. 

Nor yet the Trojans, though by Heotor led, 

The gates had broken, and the massive bar. 

But Jove against the Greeks sent forth his son 
Sarpedon, as a lion on a herd : 

His shield’s broad orb before his breast he bore, 320 

Well- wrought, of beaten brass, which th* arm’rcr's liand 
Had beaten out, and lin’d with stout bull’s-hide; 

With golden rods, continuous, all around; 

He thus equipp’d, two jav’lins brandishing, 

Strode onward, as a lion, mountain-bred. 

Whom, fasting long, his dauntless courage leads 
To assail the flock, though in well-guarded fold ; 

And though the shepherds there he find, prepar'd 
With dogs and lances to protect the sheep, 

Not unattempted will he leave the fold ; 330 

But, springing to the midst, he bears his prey 
In triumph thence; or in the onset falls. 

Wounded by jav’lins hurl’d by stalwart hands: 

So, prompt^ by his godlike courage, bum^d 
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Sarp.edon to assail the lofty wall, 

And storm the ramparts; and to Glaucus thus. 

Son of Hippolochus, his speech address’d: 

“ Whence is it, Glaucus, that in Lycian land 
We two at feasts the foremost seats may claim. 

The largest portions, and the fullest cups? 340 

Why held as Gods in honour? why endow’d 
With ample heritage, by Xanthus’ banks, 

Of vineyard, and of wheat-producing land ? 

Then by the Lycians should we not be seen 
The foremost to affront the raging fight? 

So may our well-arm ’d Lycians make their boast; 

* To no inglorious Kings we Lycians owe 
Allegiance ; they on richest viands feed ; 

Of luscious flavour drink the choicest wine; 

But still their valour brightest shows; and they, 350 
Where Lycians war, are foremost in the fight ! ’ 

0 friend 1 if we, survivors of this war, 

Could live, from age and death for ever free, 

Thou shouldst not see«me foremost in the fight. 

Nor would I urge thee to the glorious field : 

But since on man ten thousand forms of death 
Attend, which none may ’scape, then on, that we 
May glory on others gain, or they on us! ” 

Thus he ; nor Glaucus from his bidding shrank ; 

And forward straight they led the Lycian pow’rs. 360 
Menestheus, son of Peteus, with dismay 
Observ’d their mo^'ement; for on his command. 

Inspiring terror, their attack was made. 

He look’d around him to the Grecian tow’rs. 

If any chief might there be found, to save 
His comrades from destruction ; there he saw, 

Of war insatiable, th* Ajaces twain ; 

And Tcucer, from the tent but newly come. 

Hard by; nor yet could reach them with his voice; 

* Such was the din, such tumult rose to Heav’n, 370 

From clatt’ring shields, and horsehair-crested helms, 

And batter’d gates, now all at once assail’d : 

Before them fiercely strove th’ assaulting bands 
To break their way ; he then Thodtes sent. 

His herald, to th** Ajaces, craving aid. 

“ Haste thee, Thootes, on th’ Ajaces call. 

On both, ’twcrc better; so we best may hope 
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To ’scape the death, which else is near at hand; 

So fierce the pressure of the Lycian chiefs. 

Undaunted now, as ever, in the fight. 380 

But if they too are hardly press’d, at least 
Let Ajax, son of Telamon, be spar’d, 

And with him Teucer, skill’d to draw the bow.” ’ 

He said; the herald heard, and straight obey’d; 

Along the wall, where stood the brass-clad Greeks, 

He ran, and standing near th’ Ajaces, said : 

“ Ajaces, leaders of the brass-clad Greeks, 

The son of Heav’n-bom Peteus craves your aid, 

To share awhile the labours of his guard ; 

Both, if it may be; so he best may hope 390 

To scape the death, which else is near at hand: 

So fierce the pressure of the Lycian chiefs, 

Undaunted now, as ever, in the fight. 

But if ye too are hardly press’d, at least 
Let Ajax, son of Telamon, be spar’d, 

And with him Teucer, skill’d to draw the bow.” 

He said: the mighty son of Telamon 
Consenting, thus address’d Oileus’ son: 

” Ajax, do thou and valiant Lycomede 

Exhort the Greeks the struggle to maintain; 400 

While I go yonder, to affront the war, 

To aid their need, and back return 'in haste.” 

Thus saying, Ajax Telamon set forth, 

And wnth him Teucer went, his father’s son. 

While by Pandion Teucer’s bow was borne. 

At brave Menestheus’ tow’r, within the wall, 

Arriv’d, sore press’d they found the garrison; 

For like a whirlwind on the ramparts pour’d 
The Lycians’ valiant councillors and chiefs. 

They quickly join’d the fray, and loud arose 410 

The battle-cry; first Ajax I’elamon 
Sarpedon’s comrade, brave Epicles, slew. 

Struck by a nigged stone, within the wall 
Which lay, the topmost of the parapet. 

Of size pi-odigious; which with both his hands 
A man in youth’s full vigour scarce could raise, 

As men are now; he lifted it on high, 

And downward hurl’d; the four-peak'd helm it broke, 
Crushing the bone, and shatt’ring all the skull; 

He, like a diver, from the lofty tow’r 420 
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Fell headlong down^ and life forsook his bones« 

Teucer, meanwhile, from off the lofty wall 
The valiant Glaucus, pressing to the fight. 

Struck with an arrow, where he saw his arm 
Unguarded; he no longer brook’d the fray; 

Back from the wall he sprang, in hopes to hide 
From Grecian eyes his wound, that none might see. 

And triumph o’er him with insulting words. 

With grief Sarpedon saw his friend withdraw. 

Yet not relax’d his efforts; Thestor’s son, 430 

Alcmaon, with his spear he stabb’d, and back 
The weapon drew ; he, following, prostrate fell, 

And loudly rang his arms of polish’d brass. 

Then at the parapet, with st^wart hand, 

Sarpedon tugg’d ; and yielding to his force 
Down fell the block entire; the wall laid bare. 

To many at once the breach gave open way. 

Ajax and Teucer him at once assail’d ; 

This with an arrow struck the glitt’ring belt 
Around his breast, whence hung his pond’rous shield; 440 
But Jove, who will’d not that his son should fall 
Before the ships, the weapon turn’d aside. 

Then forward Ajax sprang, and with his spear 
Thrust at the shield ; the weapon pass’d not through. 

Yet check’d his bold advance; a little space 
Back he recoil’d, but not the more withdrew. 

His soul on glory intent; and rallying quick. 

Thus to the warlike Lycians shouted loud: 

“ Why, Lvcians, thus your wonted might relax ? 

'Tis hard for one alone, how brave soe’er, 450 

Ev’n though he break the rampart down, to force 
A passage to the ships ; but on with me I 
For work is here for many hands to do.” 

He said; and by the King’s rebuke abash’d. 

With fiercer zeal the Lycians press’d around 
Their King and councillor; on th’ other side 
Within the wall the Greeks their squadrons mass’d; 

Then were great deeds achiev’d ; nor through the breach 
Could tlie brave troops of Lycia to the ships 
Their passage force ; nor could the warrior Greeks 460 
Repel the LycianS from the ground, where they. 

Before the wall, had made their footing good. 

As when two neighbours, in a common field. 
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Each line in hand^ within a narrow space. 

About the limits of their land contend; 

Between them thus the rampart drew the line; 

O’er which the full-orb’d shields of tough bulFs-hide, 

And lighter bucklers on the warriors’ breasts 

On either side they clove ; and many a wound 

The pitiless weapons dealt, on some who, turn’d, 470 

Their neck and back laid bare; on many more 

Who full in front, and through their shields were struck. 

On ev'ry side the parapet and tow*rs 

With Greek and Trojan blood were spatter’d o’er. 

Nor yet, ev’n so, the Greeks to flight were driv’n; 

But as a woman that for wages spins. 

Honest and true, with wool and weights in hand, 

In even balance holds the scales, to mete 
Her humble hire, her children’s maintenance; 

So even hung the balance of the war, 480 

Till Jove with highest honour Hector crowm’d, 

The son of Priam ; he, the foremost, scal’d 
The wall, and loudly on the Troians call’d ; 

‘‘ On, valiant Trojans, on! the Grecian wall 
Break down, and wrap their ships in blazing fires.” 

Thus he, exhorting, spoke; they heard him all, 

And to the wall rush’d numberless, and swarm’d 
Upon the ramparts, bristling thick with spears. 

Then Hector, stooping, seiz’d a pond’rous stone 

That lay before the gates ; ’twas broad below, 490 

But sharp above; and scarce two lab’ring men, 

The strongest, from the ground could raise it up, 

And load upon a wain; as men are now; 

But he unaided lifted it with ease, 

So light it seem’d, by grace of Saturn’s son. 

As in one hand a shepherd bears with ease 
A full-siz’d fleece, and scarcely feels the weight; 

So Hector tow’rd the portals bore the stone. 

Which clos'd the lofty double-folding gates. 

Within defended by two massive burs 500 

Laid crosswise, and with one cross bolt secur’d. 

Close to the gate he stood; and planting firm 
His foot, to give his arm its utmost pow’r, 

Full on the middle dash’d the mighty* mass. 

The hinges both gave way; the pond’rous stone 
Fell inwards; widely gap’d the op’ning gates; 
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Nor might the bars within the blow sustain: 

This way and that the sever'd portals flew 

Before the crashing missile; dark as night 

His low’ring brow, great Hector sprang within; 510 

Bright flash’d the brazen armour on his breast. 

As through the gates, two jav’lins in his hand. 

He sprang ; the Gods except, no pow’r might meet 
That onset ; blaz’d his eyes with lurid fire. 

Then to the Trojans, turning to the throng. 

He call’d aloud to scale the lofty wall ; 

They heard, and straight obey’d ; some scal’d the wall ; 
Some through the strong-built gates continuous pour’d ; 
While in confusion irretrievable 

Fled to their ships the panic-stricken Greeks. 520 
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aiUar.crs to but is repulsed by i-1 "riones, 

whi* losing his speAr. rep-iirs to his tent for another. Tencer Slavs 
Imbrius, and Hector Amphirnachiis. Neptune, under the siintli* 
tude of Thoas, exhorts Iciomcneus. Idomeneus having armed 
himself in his tent, and, going fcirth to battle, meets Mcrionea. 
After discourse held with each other, Idomeneus accommodates 
Meriones with a spear, and they proceed to battle. Idomeneus 
slays Othryoneus, and Assius. Deiphobiis assails Idomeneus, 
but, his spear glancing over him, kills Hvpsenor. Idomeneus 
slays Alcathous, sc:)n-in*law of Anchises. Deiphobus and Ido- 
meneus respectively summon their friends to their assistance, 
and a contest ensues for the body of Alcathous. 


When Jove had Hector and the IVojans brought 
Close to the ships, he left them there to toil 
And strife continuous; turning his keen glance 
To view far off th^ equestrian tribes of Thrace, 

The warlike Mysians, and the men who feed 
On milk of mares, thence Hippemolgi term'd; 

A peaceful race, tiie justest of mankind. 

On Troy he turn’d not once his piercing glance; 

Nor deem’d he any God would dare to give 
To Trojans or to Greeks his active aid. lo 

No careless w-atch the monarch Neptune kept: 
Wond’ring, he view’d the battle, where he sat 
Aloft on wooded Samos' topmost peak, 

Samos of Thrace; whence Ida’s heights he saw. 

And Priam’s city, and the ships of Greece. 

Thither ascended from the sea, he sat; 

And thence the Greeks, by Trojans overborne. 

Pitying he saw, and deeply wroth with Jove. 

Then down the mountain’s craggy side he pass’d 
With rapid step; and as he mov’d along, 30 

Beneath th’ immortal feet of Ocean's Lord 
Quak’d the huge mountain and the shadowy wood. 

Three strides he took; the fourth, he reach’d his goal, 
-Ega:; where on the margin of the bay 

312 
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His temple stood, all glittering, all of goldg 
|feqpierishable; there arriv’d, he yok’d 
Komth his ar the brazen-footed steeds, 

^ swiftest flight, with manes of flowing gold, 

All clad in gold, the golden lash he grasp’d 
Of curious work, and mounting on his car, 

Skimm’d o’er the waves; from all the depths below 
Gam boil’d around the monsters of the deep. 
Acknowledging their King; the joyous sea 
Parted her waves; swift flew the bounding steeds. 
Nor was the brazen axle wet with spray, 

When to the ships of Greece their Lord they bore. 

Down in the deep recesses of the sea 
A spacious cave there is, which lies midv/ay 
Twixt Tenedos and Imbros’ rocky isle: 

Th* Earth-shaking Neptune there his coursers stay’d. 
Loos’d from the chariot, and before them plac'd 
Ambrosial provender; and round their feet 
Shackles of gold, which none might break nor loose, 
That there they might await their Lord’s return ; 
Then to the Grecian army took his way. 

Meantime, by Hector, son of Priam, led. 

Like fire, or whirlwind, press’d the Trojans on, 

With furious zeal, and shouts and clamour hoarre; 
In hopes to take the .ships, and ev’ry Greek 
To give to slaughter; but from Ocean’s depths 
Uprose Ih’ Earth-shaker, Girder of the Earth, 

To Calchas* likeness and deep voice conform’d. 

And rous’d the fainting Greeks; th’ Ajares first, 
Themselves with ardour fill’d, he thus address’d: 

“ ’Tis yours, Ajaces, fill’d wdth courage high, 
Discarding chilly fear, to save the Greeks : 

Elsewhere I dread not much the Trojan force, 
Though they in crowds have scal’d the lofty wall ; 
The well-greav’d Greeks their onset may defy. 

•Yet greatly fear I lest we suffer loss. 

Where that fierce, fiery madman, Hector, leads, 

Who boasts himself the son of Jove most high. 

But may some God your hearts inspire, yourselves 
Firmly to stand, and cheer your comrades on; 

So from your swfflly-sailing ships ye yet 
May drive the foe, how bold soc'er he be, 

Though by OK'mpiaii Jove himself upheld.” 
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So spake th' Earth-shaker, Circler the Earth, 

And with his sceptre touching both the ciiicfs, 

Fiird them with strength and coiiragt\ and tlu ir lindos, 70 
Their feet and hands, with active vigo ir strung; 

Then like a swift-wing’d falcon sprang to flight, 

Which down the sheer face of some lot'.v rock 
Swoops on the plain to seize his feiither'd prey: 

So swiftly Neptune left the chiefs; him first 
Departing, knew Oileus’ active son, 

And thus the son of Telamon address’d : 

“ Ajax, since some one of th’ Olympian Gods, 

In likeness of a seer, hath hither come 

To urge us to the war (no Calchas he, 80 

Our augur Heav'n-inspir’d ; for well I mark’d 

His movements, as he went; and of a God 

*Tis easy to discern the outward signs), 

I feel fresh spirit indled in my breast, 

And new-born vigour in my feet and hands.” 

Whom answer'd thus the son of Telamon: 

” My hands too grasp with firmcit hold the spear. 

My spirit like thine is stirr'd; I feel my feet 

Instinct wdth fiery life; nor should I fear 

With Hector, son of Priam, in his might 90 

Alone to meet, and grapple to the death.” 

Such was their mutual converse,^ as they joy’d 
In the fierce transport by the God inspir’d. 

Neptune, meanwhile, the other Greeks arous’d, 

Who, to the ships withdrawn, their wasted strength 
Recruited; for their lim’os were faint with toil, 

And grief was in their hearts, as they beheld 
The Trojan hosts that scal’d the lofty wall; 

They saw, and from their eyes the teardrops fell. 

Of safety desp’rate; but th’ Earth-.diaking God ido 

Amid their ranks appearing, soon restor’d 
Their firm array ; to Teucer first he came, 

To Leitus, and valiant Peneleus, 

Thoas, Deipyrus, Meriones, 

And young Antilochus, brave warriors all, 

And to the chiefs his winged words address’d: 

“ Shame on ye, Grecian youths! to you I look’d 
As to our ships’ defenders; but if ye ‘ 

Shrink from the perilous battle, then indeed 
Our day is come, to be by Troy subdu’d. 


no 
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O Ht-av’n 1 a sad and wondrous sight is this, 

A sight I ne\ r deem’d my eyes should see, 

Our ships ass ail’d by 'I rojan troops; by those 
Who hereto!- re have been as tim’rous hinds 
Amifi the f(»:est de[)ths, the helpless prey 
Of jackals, pards, and wolves; they here and there, 
Uncertiim, heartless, unresisting, fly. 

Such were the Trojans once; nor dar'd abide, 

No, not an hour, the strength and arms of Greece; 

And these are they, who now beside our ships, 120 

Far from their city walls, maintain the fight, 

Embolden’d by our great commander’s fault. 

And slackness of the people, who, with him 
Offended, scarce are brought to guard our ships, 

And, feebly fighting, are beside them slain. 

Ev’n though the mighty monarch, Atreus’ son. 

Wide-ruling Agamemnon, be in truth 

Wholly to blame in this, that he hath wrong’d 

The son of Peleus, yet ’tis not for us 

Our courage to relax. , Arouse ye then! 130 

A brave man’s spirit its vigour soon regains. 

That ye, the best and bravest of the host. 

Should stand aloof thus idly, ’tis not well; 

If meaner men should from the battle shrink, 

I might not blame them ; but that such as yc 
Should falter, indignation fills my soul. 

Dear friends, from this remissness must accrue 
Yet greater evils; bi’t with gen’rous shame 
And keen remorse let each man’s breast be fill’d; 

Fierce is the struggle ; in his pride of strength 140 

Hector has forc’d the gates and massive bars, 

And raging, 'mid the ships maintains the war.” 

Thus Neptune on the Greeks, reproving, call’d: 

Then round th’ Ajaces twain were cluster’d thick 
The serried files, whose firm array nor Mars, 

•Nor spirit-stirring Pallas might reprove: 

For there, the bravest all, in order due. 

Waited the Trojan charge by Hector led: 

Spear close by spear, and shield by shield o’erlaid, 

Buckler to buckler press’d, and helm to helm, 150 

And man to man* the horsehair plumes above, 

Tliat nodded on the warriors’ glitt’ring crests. 

Each other touch’d; so closely mass’d they stood. 



(.':j p»u;r u' . 
Hector stni; 


■ ir 'hi'! 

t lunvanf nr^'d his furious course. 


As some hiifze boulder, from its rocky bed 
Detach'd, and by the wintry torrent’s force 
Hurl’d down the cliff’s steep face, when constant rains 
The massive rock's firm hold have undermin’d; 

With giant bounds it flies : the crashing wood 
Resounds beneath it; still it hurries on, 

Until, arriving at the level plain, 

Its headlong impulse check’d, it rolls no more; 

So Hector, threat'ning now through ships and tents, 
Ev’n to the sea, to force his murd'rous w'ay. 

Anon, confronted by that phalanx firm, 

Halts close before it; w'hile the sons of Greece, 


t6o 


With thrust of sw’ord and double-pointed spears, 

Stave off his onset; he a little spare 
Withdrew, and loudly on the Trcjans call’d: 

** Trojans, and Lycians, and ye Dardans fam’d 
In close encounter, stand ye firm! not long 
The Greeks, though densely mass’d, shall bar my way, 
But soon, methinks, before my spear shall quail, 

If from the chief of Gods mv mission be, 


From Jove the Thimd'rer, royal Juno's J^ord.” 

His words fresh courage rais’d in ev’rv breast: iSo 

On loftiest deeds intent, Deiphobus, 

'fhe son of Priam, from the foremost ranks, 

Plis shield’s broad orb before him borne, advanc’d 


With airy step, protected by the shield: 

At him Meriones wnth glitt’ring spear 
Took aim, nor miss’d his mark; the shield’s broad orb 
Of tpugh buH’s-hide it struck; but pass’d not through, 
For near the head the sturdy shaft was snapp'd. 

Yet from before his breast Deiphobus 

Held at arm’s length his shield; for much he fear'd 190 

The weapon of Meriones; but he 

Back to his comrades’ shelt’ring ranks withdrew, 

Griev’d at his baffled hopes and broken spear. 

Then tow’rd the ships he bent his step's, to seek 
Another spear, which in his tent remain’d. 

The rest, ’mid wild uproar, maintain’d the fights 



Oi num’ious Viorscs, lmbnu5, spearman skill d. 

In former days, ere came the sons 0/ Greece, 200 

He in Pedaeus dwelt, and had to wife 
Medcsicaste, Priam’s bastard child: 

But when the well-trimm’d ships of Greece appear’d, 
Return’d to Troy; and there, rever’d by all, 

With Priam dwelt, who lov’d him as a son. 

Him Teucer with his lance below the ear 
Stabb’d, and drew back the weapon; down he fell, 

As by the woodman’s axe, on some high peak. 

Falls a proud ash, conspicuous from afar, 

Scatt’ring its tender foliage on the ground; 210 

He fell; and loud his burnish’d armour rang. 

Forth Teucer sprang to seize the spoil ; at whom. 
Advancing, Hector aim’d his glitt’ring spear; 

He saw, and, stooping, shunn’d the brazen death 
A little space ; but through the breast it struck 
Amphimachus, the son«of Cteatus, 

The son of Actor, hastening to the fight: 

Thund’ring he fell, and loud his armour rang. 

Then forward Hector sprang, in hopes to seize 

The brazen helm, that fitted well the brow 220 

Of brave Amphimachus ; but Ajax met 

Th’ advance of Hector with his glitt’ring spear; 

Himself he reach’d not, all in dazzling brass 
Encas’d; but pressing on his bossy shield 
Drove by mam force beyond where lay the dead : 

Them both the Greeks withdrew; th’ Athenian chiefs 
Stychius and brave Mcnestheus, bore away 
Amid the ranks of Greece Amphimachus; 

While, as two lions high above the ground 

Bear through the brushwood in their jaws a goat, ^ 230 

Snatch’d from the sharp-fang’d dogs’ protecting care; 

So, fill’d with warlike rage, th’ Ajaces twain 
Lifted on high, and of its armour stripp’d 
The corpse of Imbrius; and Oileus’ son, 

Griev’d at Amphimachus, his comrade's death, 

Cut from the tender neck, and like a ball 

Sent whirling thrdbgh the crowd the sever’d head; 

And in the dust at Hector’s feet it fell. 

Then, for his grandson slain, fierce anger fill’d 
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The breast of Neptune; through the tents of Greepe 240 
And ships he pass’d, the Greeks encouraging, 

And ills preparing for the sons of Troy, 

Him met Idomeneus, the warrior King, 

Leaving a comrade, from the battle field, 

Wounded behind the knee, but newly brought; 

Borne by his comrades, to the leech’s care 
He left him, eager to rejoin the fray; 

Whom by his tent th’ Earth-shaking God address’d, 

The voice assuming of Andrasmon’s son, 

Who o'er th’ .^tolians, as a God rever’d, 250 

In Pleuron reign'd, and lofty Calydon: 

“ Where now, Idomeneus, sage Cretan chief, 

Are all the vaunting threats, so freely pour’d 
Against the Trojans by the sons of Greece? ” 

To whom the Cretan King, Idomeneus: 

“ Thoas, on none, so far as I may judge, 

May blame be cast; we all our duties know; 

Nor see I one by heartless fear restrain’d, 

Nor hanging back, and fiinchingtfrom the war: 

Vet by th’ o'erruling will of Saturn’s son 260 

It seems decreed that here the Greeks should fall, 

And far from Argos lie in nameless graves. 

But, Thoas, as thyself art ever staunch, 

Nor slow the laggards to reprove, thy work 
Remit not now; but rouse each sev’ral man.” 

To whom Earth-shaking Neptune thus replied: 

” Idomeneus, may he from Troy return 
No more, but here remain to glut the dogs, 

If such there be, from this day’s fight who shrinks. 

But haste thee, don thine arms; great need is now 270 
To hasten, if in aught we two may scrv-'e: 

Ev’n meaner men, united, courage gain; 

But we the bravest need not fear to meet.” 

He said, and to the strife of men return’d. 

Within his well -con stnic led lent arriv’d, 

Straight donn’d Idomeneus his armour bright: 

Two spears he took; and, like the lightning’s flash, 

Which, as a sign to men, the hand of Jove 
Hurls downwards from Olympus* glitt’ring heights; * 

Who.se dazzling radiance far around is thrown; 280 

Flash’d, as the warrior ran, his armour bright. 

Him met Meriones, his follower brave, ‘ 
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Qose to the tent; to seek a spear he came; 

To whom Idomeneus: “ Meriones, 

Swift-footed son of Molus^ comrade dear, 

Why com’st thou here, and leav’st the battle field? 

Hast thou some wound receiv’d, whereof the pain 
Subdues thy spirit? or com’st thou, to the field 
To summon me? unsummon’d, well thou know’st 
I better love the battle than the tent.” 290 

Whom answer’d thus the sage Meriones: 

“ Idomeneus, the brass-clad Cretans’ King, 

I come to seek a spear, if haply such 
Within thy tent be found; for, in the fight. 

That which I lately bore, e’en now I broke 
Against the shield of brave Deiphobus.” 

To whom Idomeneus, the Cretan King: 

“ Of spears, or one, or twenty, if thou list. 

Thou there mayst find against the polish’d wall. 

The spoil of Trojans slain ; for with my foes 300 

’Tis not my wont to wage a distant war. 

Thence have I store oftspears, and bossy shields. 

And crested helms, and breastplates polish’d bright.” 
Whom answer’d thus the sage Meriones : 

Nor are my tent and dark-ribb’d ship devoid 
Of Trojan spoils; but they are far to seek; 

Nor deem I that my hand is slack in fight. 

For ’mid the foremost in the glorious strife 
I stand, whene’er is heard the battle cry. 

My deeds by others of the brass-clad Greeks 310 

May not be noted ; but thou know’st them well.” 

To whcm Idomeneus, the Cretan King : 

“ What need of this? thy prowess well I know: 

For should we choose our bravest through the fleet 
To nan the secret ambush, surest test 
Of warriors’ course, where is manifest 
1 he diff ’rence ’twixt the coward and the brave ; 

(The coward’s colour changes, nor his soul 
Within his breast its even balance keeps. 

But changing still, from foot to foot he shifts, 320 

And in his bosom loudly beats his heart, 

Expecting death; and chatter all his teeth: 

The brave man’s ‘colour changes not ; no fear 
He knows, the ambush ent’ring ; all his pray’r 
Is that the hour of battle soon may come) 
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fWt prv^lwt.i: we not t/iis idle udk, 

L.\Ve \vAhb\ers va\n, who scorn might }usi\y move: 

Haste to my tent, and there select thy spear.' 

He said: and from the tent Meriones, 

Valiant as Mars, his spear selected straight, 

And, eager for the fray, his chief rejoin'd. 

As Mars, the bane of men, goes forth to war, 

Attended by his strong, unfearing son, 

Terror, who shakes the bravest warrior's soul; 

They two, from Thrace, against the Ephyri, 34c 

Or haughty Phlegyans arm; nor hear alike 
The pray’rs of both the combatants, one side 
With vict'ry crowning : so to battle went 
Those leaders twain, in dazzling arms array'd: 

Tlien thus Meriones his chief address’d: 

“ Son of Deucalion, say if on the right, 

Or on the centre of the gen’ral host, 

Our onset should be made, or on the left; 

For there, methinks, most succour need the Greeks.” 

To whom Idomeneus, the Cretan chief: 350 

“ Others there are the centre to defend, 

Th' Ajaces both, and Teucer, of the Greeks 
Best archer, good too in the standing fiu'ht; 

These may for Hector full employment find, 

Brave as he is, and eager for the fray ; 

Ev’n for his courage 'twere a task too hard, 

Their might to conquer, and resistless hands, 

And burn the ships, if Saturn's son himself 
Fire not, and 'mid the shipping throw the torch. 

Great Ajax Telamon to none would yield, 360 

Of mortal birth, by earthly food sustain'd, 

By si)ear or pond'rous stone assailable; 

In hand to hand encounter, scarce surpass’d 
By Peleus' son Achilles; though with him 
In speed of foot he might not hope to vie. <1 

Then on the left let us our onset make; 

And quickly learn if we on others' heads 
Are doom'd to win renown, or they on outs,” 
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He said; and, brave as Mars^ MerioneSj 
Thither where he directed, led the way. 370 

Now when, attended thus, Idomeneus, 

Like blazing fire, in dazzling arms appear'd. 

Around him tlj-ong’d, with rallying cries, the Greeks, 

And rag’d beside the ships the balanc’d fight. 

As, when the dust lies deepest on the roads, 

Before the boist’rous winds the storm drives fast, 

And high at once the whirling clouds are toss’d; 

So was the fight confus’d ; and in the throng 
Each man with keen desire of slaughter bum’d. 

Bristled the deadly strife with pond’rous spears, 380 
Wielded with dire intent; the brazen gleam 
Dazzled the sight, by flashing helmets cast. 

And breastplates polish’d bright, and glitt’ring shields 
Commingling; stem of heart indeed were he, 

Who on that sight with joy, not pain, could gaze. 

Dire evil then on mortal w'arriors brought 
The diverse minds of Saturn’s mighty sons: 

To Hector and the Titijans Jove design’d, 

In honour of Achilles, swift of foot. 

To give the vict’ry ; yet not utterly 390 

He will’d to slay before the walls of Troy 
The Grecian host; but glory to confer 
On Thetis and her nOble-minded son. 

Neptune, on th’ other side, the Greeks inspir’d. 

Clandestine rising from the hoary sea; 

For them before the Trojan host o’erbome 
He saw wii.h grief, and deeply wroth with Jove, 

Equal the rank of both, their birth the same, 

But Jove in wisdom, as in years, the first. 

Nor ventur’d Neptune openly to aid 400 

The cause of Greece; but cloth’d in mortal form. 

In secret still the army’s courage rous’d. 

This way and that they tugg’d of furious war 
And balanc’d strife, where many a warrior fell. 

The straining rope, which none might break or loose. 
Then, tliough his hair was grizzled o’er with age, 

Calling the Greeks to aid, Idomeneus, 

Inspinng terror, ^on the Trojans sprang. 

And slew Othryoneus, who had his home 
In far Cabesus; whence but late he came 
In hope to share the glory of the war. 


410 
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He Priam’s fairest daughter sought to wed, . 

Cassandra, portionless; and mighty deeds 
He promis’d, from before the walls of Troy 
In their despite to drive the sons of Greece. 

The aged Priam listen’d to his suit; 

And he, his promise trusting, fought for Troy. 

Him, marching with proud step, Idomeneus 
Struck with his glitt’ring spear, nor aught avail’d 
His brazen breastplate; through the middle thrust, 420 
Thundering he fell: the victor vaunting cried: 

“ Othryoneus, above all mortal men 
I hold thee in respect, if thou indeed 
Wilt make thy words to aged Priam good, 

Who promis’d thee his daughter in return: 

We too would offer thee a like reward ; 

And give thee here to wed, from Argos brought, 

Atrides’ fairest daughter, if with us 

Thou w'ilt o’erthrow the well-built wtiJIs of Troy. 

Come then, on board our ocean-going ships 43c 

Discuss the marriage contract ; nov shall we 
Be found illib’ral of our bridal gifts.” 

He said, and seizing by the foot the slain, 

Dragg’d from the press; but to the rescue came 
Asius, himself on foot before his car: 

So close his charioteer the horses held, 

They breath’d upon his shoulders; eagerly 
He sought to reach Idomeneus; but he, 

Preventing, through his gullet drove the spear. 

Beneath his chin; right through the weapon pass’d; 440 
He fell ; as falls an oak, or poplar tall, 

Or lofty pine, which on the mountain top. 

For some proud ship, the woodman’s axe hath hewn: 

So he, before the car and horses stretch’d. 

His death-cry utt’ring, clutch’d the blood-stain’d soil; 
Bewilder’d, helpless, stood his charioteer; 

Nor dar’d, escaping from the foemen’s hands, 

To turn his horses: him, Antilochus 

Beneath the waistband struck; nor aught avail’d 

His brazen breastplate; through the middle thrust, 450 

He, from the well-wrought chariot, gashing, fell. 

Antilochus, the noble Nestor’s son, 

The horses seiz’d, and from the Trojan ranks 
Drove to the Grecian camp. For Asius’ death 
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Deep griev’d, Deiphobus, approaching, hurl’d 
Against Idomeneus his glitt’rihg spear: 

The coming weapon he beheld, and shunn’d : 

Beneath the ample circle of his shield. 

With hides and brazen plates encircled round. 

And by two rods sustain’d, conceal’d he stood : 460 

Beneath he crouch’d, and o’er him flew the spear: 

Yet harsh it grated, glancing from the shield; 

Nor bootless from that stalwart hand it flew. 

But through the midriff, close below the heart, 

Hypsenor, son of Hippasus, it struck. 

And straight relax’d his limbs; then shouting loud. 

In boastful tone, Deiphobus exclaim’d: 

“ Not unaveng’d lies Asius; he, methinks. 

As I have found him fellowship, with joy 

Through Hades’ strongly-guarded gates may pass.” 47c 

He said; the Greeks, indignant, heard his boast: 

Chief, of Antilochus the manly soul 
Was stirr’d within him; yet amid his grief 
His comrade not forgetting, up he ran, 

And o’er him spread the cover of his shield. 

Meanwhile, two trusty friends, Mecistheus, son 
Of Echius, and Alastor, rais’d the slain, 

And deeply groaning bore him to the ships. 

Nor did Idomeneus-his noble rage 

Abate; still burning o’er some Trojan soul 480 

To draw the gloomy veil of night and death; 

Or, having sav’d the Greeks, himself to fall. 

Then high-bom -^suetes’ son he slew, 

Alcathous; he, Anchises’ son-in-law. 

The eldest of his daughters had to wife, 

Hippodamia; by her parents both. 

O’er all, belov’d; in beauty, skill, and mind. 

All her compeers surpassing ; wife of one, 

The noblest man through all the breadth of Trovn 

Him Neptune by Idomeneus subdued; 490 

Seal’d his quick eyes, his active limbs restrain’d, 

Without the pow’r to fly, or shun the spear; 

Fix’d as a pillar, or a lofty tree. 

He stood, while through his breast Idomeneus 
His weapon drove; the brazen mail it broke, 

Which oft had turn’d aside the stroke of death; 

Harshly it giUted, sever’d by the spear: 
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He fell ; the spear-point quiv’ring in his hearty 
Which with convulsive throbbings shook the shaft. 

There Mars its course arrested. Then with shouts 500 
Of triumph, vaunting, thus Idomeneus: 

** How now, Deiphobus? are three for one 
An equal balance? where are now thy boasts? » 

Come forth, my friend, thyself to me oppos’d ; 

And learn, if here, unworthy my descent 
From Jove, my great progenitor, I stand. 

He Minos, guardian chief of Crete, begot; 

Noble Deucalion was to Minos born, 

I to Deucalion; far extends my rule 
In wide-spread Crete; whom now our ships have brought, 
A bane to thee, thy sire, and Trojans all.” 51 1 

He said; and doubtful stood Deiphobus, 

Or to retreat, and summon to his aid 
The Trojans, or alone the venture try. 

Thus as he mus’d, the wiser course appear’d 
To seek JEntSiS ; him he found apart, 

Behind the crowd; for he was still at feud 
With godlike Priam, who, he thought, withheld 
The public honour to his valour due. 

To w^hom Deiphobus, approaching, thus: 520 

** iEneas, sagest councillor of Troy, 

Behoves thee now, if rev’rence for the dead 
Can move thy soul, thy sister’s husband aid: 

Haste we to save Alcathous; who of old, 

When thou wast little, in thy father’s house. 

Nurs’d thee with tender care; for him, but now, 

The spear-renown 'd Idomeneus hath slain.” 

He said; Ailneas’ spirit w'as rous’d, and fill’d 
With martial rage he sought Idomeneus. 

Nor, cowardlike, did he th’ encounter shun; 530 

But firmly stood, as stands a mountain-boar. 
Self-confident, that in some lonely spot 
Awaits the clam’rous chase; bristles his back; 

His eyes with fire are flashing ; and his tusks 
He whets, on men and dogs prepar’d to rush: 

So stood the sfiear-renown’d Idomeneus, 

The onset of AintiLS, swift in fight, 

Awaiting; and the friends he saw around 
He summon’d to his aid ; Ascalaphus, 

Deipyrus, and brave Meriones, 


540 
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Antilochus and Aphareus; to these. 

Tried warriors all, he thus address’d his speech: 

“ Aid me, my friends ! alone I stand, and dread 
The onset of -dEneas, swift of foot. 

Mighty to slay in battle; and the bloom 
Of youth is his, the crown of human strength; 

If, as our spirit, our years were but the same. 

Great glory now should he, or I, obtain.” 

He said; and, one in heart, their bucklers slop’d 
Upon their shoulders, all beside him stood. 550 

On th’ other side, iEneas to his aid 
Summon’d his brother chiefs, Deiphobus, 

And Paris, and Agenor; following whom 
Came on the gen’ral crowd ; as flocks of sheep 
From pasture follow to their drinking-place 
The lordly ram; well pleas’d the shepherd sees; 

So pleas’d, ^neas saw the gath’ring crowd. 

Then o’er Alcathdus hand to hand was wa.g’d 

The war of spears; dire was the clash of brass 

Upon the heroes’ breasts, as ’mid the press 560 

Each aim’d at other; proudly eminent 

Stood forth two mighty warriors, terrible 

As Mars, ^neas and Idomeneus, 

Their sharp spears wielding each at other’s life. 

First at Idomeneus ’iEneas threw 

His spear; he saw, and shunn’d the brazen point; 

And vainly from his stalwart hand dismiss’d, 

^Eneas’ spear stood quiv’ring in the ground. 

Idomeneus in front, below the waist, 

CEnomaas struck; the weighty spear broke through 570 
The hollow breastplate, and th’ intestines tore; 

Prone in the dust he fell, and clutch'd the ground. 
Forthwith Idomeneus from out the corpse 
The pond’rous spear withdrew; yet could not strip 
His armour off; so thickly flew the spears. 

Nor did his feet retain their youthful force. 

His weapon to regain, or back to spring. 

Skill’d in the standing fight his life to guard, 

He lack'd the active pow’r of swift retreat. 

At him, retiring slow, Deiphobus, 580 

Still fill’d with anger, threw his glitt’ring spear: 

His aim he miss’d; but through the shoulder pierc’d 
Ascalaphus, a valiant son of Mars; 
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Prone in the dust he fell, and clutch’d the ground. . 

Nor knew the loud-voic’d, mighty God of War 
That in the stubborn fight his son had fall’n ; 

On high Olympus, girt with golden clouds, 

He sat, amid th* Immortals all, restrain’d, ' 

By Jove's commands, from mingling in the war. 

Now hand to hand around Ascalaphus 590 

Rag’d the fierce conflict: first Deiphobus 
From off his head the glitt'ring helmet tore; 

But, terrible as Mars, Meriones 

Sprang forth, and pierc’d his arm ; and from his hand 
With hollow sound the crested helmet fell. 

On, like a vulture, sprang Meriones, 

And from his arm the sturdy spear withdrew; 

Then backward leap’d amid his comrades’ ranks; 

W'hile round his brother’s waist Polites threw 

His arms, and led him from the battle-field 600 

To where, with charioteer and rich-wTought car. 

Beyond the fight, his flying coursers stood. 

Him, rack’d with pain, and groaning, while the blood 
Stream’d down his wounded arm, to Troy they bore. 

The rest fought on, and loud the tumult rose. 

iEneas through the throat of Aphareus, 

Caletor’s son, turn’d sideways tow’rds him, drove 
His glitt’ring spear; and down on th’ other side, 

His shield and helmet following, sank his head ; 

And o’er his eyes were cast the shades of death. 610 
As Thdon turn’d, Antilochus, who watch’d 
Th’ occasion, forward sprang, and with his spear 
Ripp’d all the flesh that lay along the spine 
Up to the neck; he backward fell, with han is 
Uplifted calling for his comrades’ aid: 

But forward sprang Antilochus, and tore 

His armour from his breast, while round he cast 

His watchful glances; for on ev’ry side 

On his broad shield the Trojans show’r’d their blows, 

But touch’d him not; for Neptune, 'mid the throng 620 
Of weapons, threw his guard o’er Nestor’s son. 

Yet not aloof he stood, but in their midst, 

. COnuningled ; nor held motionless his spear; 

But ever threat’ning, turn’d from side to side, 

Prepar’d to hurl, or hand to hand engage. 

Him Adamas, the son of Asius, mark’d, 
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As o’er the crowd he glanc’d; and springing forth. 

Struck with his spear the centre of the shield; 

But dark-hair’d Neptune grudg’d the hero’s life. 

And stay’d the brazen point; half in the shield, 630 
Like a fire-harden’d stake, remain’d infix’d, 

The other half lay broken on the ground. 

Back to his comrades’ shelt’ring ranks he sprang. 

In hope of safety; but Meriones, 

Quick-following, plung’d his weapon through his groin. 
Where sharpest agony to wretched men 
Attends on death; there planted he his spear: 

Around the shaft he writh’d, and gasping groan’d, 

Like to a mountain-bull, which, bound with cords, 

The herdsmen drag along, with struggles vain, 640 

Resisting; so the wounded warrior groan’d: 

But not for long ; for fierce Meriones, 

Approaching, from his body tore the spear. 

And the dark shades of death his eyes o’erspread. 

Then Helenus, a weighty Thracian sword 
Wielding aloft, across the tempiles smote 
Deipyrus, and all his helmet crash’d ; 

Which, as it roll’d beneath their feet, some Greek 
Seiz’d ’mid the press; his eyes were clos’d in death. 

The valiant Menelaus, Atreus’ son, 650 

With grief beheld; and royal Helenus 
With threat’ning mien approaching, pois’d on high 
His glitt’ring spear, while he the bowstring drew. 

Then simultaneous flew from either side 
The gleaming spear, and arrow from the string. 

The shaft of Priam’s son below Ihe breast 
The hollow cuirass struck, and bounded off; 

As hound the dark-skinn’d beans, or '^latt’ring peas, 

From the broad fan upon the threshing-floor. 

By the brisk breeze impell’d, and winnower’s force; 660 

From noble Menelaus’ cuirass so 

The stinging arrow bounding, glanc’d afar. 

But valiant Menelaus, Atreus’ son, 

Transfix’d the hand that held the polish’d bow: 

The brazen point pass’d through, and to the bow 
The hand was pinn’d; back to his comrades’ ranks 
He sprang, in hope of safety, hanging down 
The wounded limb, that trail’d the ashen spear« 

Agenor from. the wound the spear withdrew, 
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And with a twisted sling of woollen cK-th, 670 

By an attendant brought, bound up tVii hand^ 

To noble Meneliius stood oppos’d 
Peisanclcr, to the confines dark of deal i 
Led by his evil fate, by thee to fall. 

Great son of Atreus, in the deadly . 

When near they drew, At rides miss'd h < 

With erring spear divergent; next his s 
Peisander struck, but drove not tliroug' liv/ s[y’:ir; 

For the broad shield resisted, and the s' .Jt 

Was snapp'd in sunder: Menelaus saw 6S0 

Rejoicing, and with hope of triumph flush’d; 

Unsheathing then his silver-studded s\v< .1 
Rush’d on l^eisander; he beneath his slrrld 
Drew forth a pund’rous brazen battJe-axo, 

With handle long, of polish’d olive-wood ; 

And both at once in deadly combat join’d. 

Then, just below the plume, Peisander struck 

The crested helmet’s peak; but Atreus* son 

Met him advancing, and across th^ brow 

Smote him, above the nose; loud crash’d the bone, 690 

And in the dust the gory eyeballs dropp’d 

Before him; doubled with the pain, he fell: 

The victor, planting on his chest his foot, 

Stripp’d off his arms, and thus exulpng cried: 

“ Thus shall ye all, insatiate of the fight, 

Proud Trojans, from before our ships depart; 

Nor lack your share of insult and of wrong, 

Such as on me, vile hounds, ye cast erewhile. 

Nor fear'd th’ avenger of the slighted laws 
Of hospitality, high thund’ring Jove, 700 

Who soon your lofty city shall o’erthrow. 

Kindly receiv’d, my virgin-wedded wife, 

With store of goods, ye basely bore away; 

And now ye rage, infuriate, to destroy 
W"ith fire our ocean-going ships, and slay 
Our Grecian heroes ; but the time shall come 
When ye too fain would from the war escape* 

O Father Jove, ’tis said that thou excell’st, 

In wisdom, Gods and men; all human things 

From thee proceed; and can it be, that-thou 710 

With favour seest these men of violence. 

These Trojans, with presumptuous courage, fill’d, 



But Trojans still for war, insatiate, thirst.’' 

Thus ilenelaus; and the blood-stain’d arms 
Stripp’d from the corpse, and to his comrades gave; 

Then join'd again the foremost in the fray. 730 

There to th’ encounter forth Harpalion sprang, 

Son of the King Pylaemenes, who came, 

His fath(ir following, to the war of Troy, 

But back return’d not to his native land. 

He standing near, full in the centre struck 
Atrides’ shield, but drove not through the spear; 

Back to his comrades’ shelt’ring ranks he sprang 
In hopes of safety, glancing all around. 

His body to defend; but as he turn’d. 

In his right flank a brazen-pointed shaft, 730 

Shot by Meriones, was buried deep: 

Beneath the bone it pass’d, and pierc’d him through. 

At once he fell; and gasping out his life, 

Amid his comrades, writhing on the ground 
Like a crush’d worm he lay; and from the wound 
The dark blood pouring, drench’d the thirsty soil. 

The valiant troopS of Paphlagonia clos’d 
Around him; on his car they plac’d the slain. 

And deeply sorrowing, to the city bore ; 

His father, weeping, walk’d beside the car,^ 740 

Nor vengeance for his slaughter’d son obtain’d. 

Paris with grief and anger saw him fall : 

For he in former days his guest had been 
In Paphlagonia; then, with anger fill’d, 

A brass- tipp’d arrow from his bow he sent. 

A certain man there was, Euchenor nam’d, 

Who dwelt in Corinth; rich, of blameless life. 

The son of Polyeidus, skilful seer: 

His fate well knowing, he embark’d; for oft 

The good old man had told him that his doom 750 

Was, or at home by sharp disease to die, 

Or with the Greeks by Trojan hands to fall. 

^ This passage would seem to be the result of an oversight on the 
part of the poet; who, apparently, had forgotten that Pyla^menes 
the Paphlagonian Chief,'* had mmself been killed by Mcnelaus) 
some time before the death of his son. See Book V., 1. 656. 
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Embarking^ he escap’d alike the fine 
By Greeks impos’d, and pangs of sharp disease. 

Him Paris smote between the ear and jaw; 

Swift fled his spirit, and darkness clos’d his eyes. 

Thus rag’d, like blazing fire, the furious fight. 

But nought as yet had Hector heard, nor knew 
How sorely, leftward of the ships, were press’d 
The Trojans by the Greeks; and now appear’d 760 

Their triumph sure; such succour Neptune gave, 

Tlieir courage rousing, and imparting strength. 

But there lie kept, where first the serried ranks 
Of Greeks he broke, and storm’d the wall and gates; 

There lay, drawn up beside the hoary sea, 

The ships of Ajax and Protesilas; 

There had the wall been lowest built; and there 
Were gather’d in defence the chiefcst all, 

Horses and men ; the stout Boeotians there, 

Join’d to th* lonians with their flowing robes, 770 

Locrians, and Phthians, and Epeians proud, 

G)uld scarce protect their ships; itor could repel 
Th* impetuous fire of godlike Hector’s charge. 

There too the choicest troops of Athens fought; 

Their chief, Menestheus, Petcus’ son; with whom 
Were Pheidas, Stichius, Bias in command; 

Th* Epeians Meges, Phyleus’ son, obey’d, 

And Dracius and Amphion ; Medon next, 

With brave Podarces led the Phthian host: 

Medon, the great Olleus* bastard son, 780 

Brother of Ajax; he in Phylace, 

Far from his native land, was driv’n to dwell, 

Since one to Eriopis near akin, 

His sire Oileus* wife, his hand had slain. 

Podarces from Iphiclus claim’d his birth, 

The son of Phylacus; these two in arms 
The valiant Phthians leading to the fight. 

Join’d the Boeotian troops to guard the ships. 

But from the side of Ajax Telamon 

Stirr’d not a whit Ofleus’ active son ; 790 

But as on fallow-land, with one accord, 

Two dark-red oxen drag the well-wrought plough. 
Streaming with sweat that gathers rounS their horns; 
Ifiey by the polish’d yoke together held, 

The stiff soil cleaving, down tlie furrow strain ; 
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So closely^ side by side, those two advanc’d^ 

But comrades, many and brave, on Telamon 
Attended, who, whene’er with toil and sweat 
His limbs grew faint, upheld his weighty shield; 

While in the fray, Oileus’ noble son 800 

No Locrians follow’d; theirs were not the hearts 
To brook th’ endurance of the standing fight; 

Nor had they brass-bound helms, with horsehair plume. 
Nor ample shields they bore, nor ashen spear; 

But came to Troy, in bows and twisted slings 
Of woollen cloth confiding; and from these 
Their bolts quick-show’ring, broke the Trojan ranksg 
While those, in front, in glitt’ring arms oppos’d 
The men of Troy, by noble Hector led; 

These, in the rear, unseen, their arrows shot^ 8 10 

Nor stood the Trojans; for amid their ranks 
The galling arrows dire confusion spread. 

Then had the Trojans from the ships and tents 
Back to the breezy heights of Troy been driv’n 
In flight disastrous; ,but Polydamas 
Drew near to Hector, and address’d him thus: 

“ Hector, I know thee, how unapt thou art 
To hearken to advice; yet ev’n if Jove 
Hath giv’n thee to excel in warlike might. 

Must needs thy wisdom all men’s else surpass? 820 

All gifts thou canst not in thyself combine: 

To one the Gods have granted warlike might. 

To one the dance, to one the lyre and song; 

While in aiiother’s breast all-seeing Jove 
Hath plac’d the spirit of wisdom, and a mind 
Discerning, for the common good of all : 

By him are states preserv’d ; and he himself 
Best knows the value of the precious gift. 

Then hear what seems to me the wisest course. 

Oil ev’ry side the circling ring of war 83c? 

Is blazing all around thee; and, thou seest. 

Our valiant Trojans, since the wall they scal'd, 

Or stand aloof, or scatter’d ’mid the ships 
Outnumber’d, with superior forces strive. 

Then thou, retiring, hither call the chiefs; 

Here take we counsel fully, if again 
Upon their well-mann'd vessels we shall fall. 

Should Heav’n vouchsafe to grant the needful strength, 
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Or from the ships, while yet unharm’d, withdraw; 

For much I fear they soon will pay us li.ick 840 

Their debt of yesterday ; since in their : anks 
One yet remains insatiate of the fight. 

And he, methinks, not long will stand aloof.*' 

Thus he: the prudent counsel Hector pu-as’cl ; 

Down from his chariot with his arms he leap’d, 

And to Polydamas his speech address'd: 

“ Polydamas, detain thou here the chiefs; 

Thither will I, and meet the front of war, 

And, giv’n my orders, quickly here return." 

He said; and, like a snow-clad mountain high^ 850 
Uprose; and loudly shouting, in hot haste 
Flew through the Trojan and Confed'rate host. 

At sound of Hector’s voice, round Panthous’ son, 
Polydamas, were gather’d all the chiefs. 

But ’mid the foremost combatants he sought 
If haply he might find Deiphobus, 

And royal Helenus, and Adamas, 

And gallant Asius, son of Hyrtacu^ 

These found he not unscath’d by wounds or death] 

For some beside the ships of Greece had paid, 860 

By Grecian hands, the forfeit of their lives, 

While others wounded lay within the wall. 

But, to the leftward of the bloody fray. 

The godlike Paris, fair-hair’d Helen’s Lord, 

Cheering his comrades to the fight, he found, 

And with reproachful words address’d him thus: 

“ Thou wretched Paris, fair in outward form, 

ITiou slave of woman, manhood’s counterfeit, 

Where is Deiphobus, and where the might 
Of royal Helenus ? where Adamas, 870 

The son of Asius ? where too Asius, son 
Of Hyrtacus? and where Othryoneus? 

Now from its summit totters to the fall 
Our lofty Ilium; now thy doom is seal’d.” 

To whom the godlike Paris thus replied: 

” Hector, since blameless I incur thy blame, 

Ne’er have I less withdrawn me from the fight, 

And me not wholly vile my mother bore; 

For since thou gav’st command to attack the ships. 

We here against the Greeks unflinching war 880 

Have wag’d; our comrades, whom thou seek’st, are slain: 
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Only Deiphobus hath left the field, 

And Heli nus; both wounded by the spear, 

Both thr »iigh the hand; but Jove their life hath spar’d. • 
But thoii, where’er thy courage bids, lead on: 

We shall be prompt to follow; to our pow’r 
Thou sh.ilt in us no lack of valour find; 

Beyond his pow’r the bravest cannot fight.” 

Wrought on his brother’s mind the hero’s words: 
Together both they bent their steps, where rag’d 890 
The fiercest conflict; there Cebriones, 

Phalces, Orthaeus, brave Polydamas, 

Palmys, and godlike Polyphetes’ might, 

And Morys, and Ascanius fought; these two 
Hippotion’s sons; from rich Ascania’s plains 
They, ar "-eliefs, but yestermom had come : 

Impell’d by Jove, they sought the battle field. 

Onward they dash’d, impetuous as the rush 

Of the fierce whirlwind, which with lightning charg’d, 

From Father Jove sweeps downward o’er the plain: 900 
As with loud roar it singles with the sea. 

The many-dashing ocean’s billows boil, 

Upheaving, foam-white-crested, wave on wave; 

So, rank on rank, the Trojans, closely mass’d. 

In arms all glitt’ring, with their chiefs advanc’d ; 

Hector, the son of Priam, led them on, 

In combat terrible as blood-stain’d Mars : 

Before his breast his shield’s broad orb he bore. 

Of hides close join’d, with brazen plates o’erlaid; 

The gleaming helmet nodded o’er his brow. 910 

He, with proud step, protected by his shield. 

On ev'ry side the hostile ranks survey’d, 

If signs of yielding he might trace; but they 
Unshaken stood ; and with like haughty mien, 

Ajax at Hector thus defiance hurl’d: 

“ Draw nearer, mighty chief; why seek to scare 
Our valiant Greeks ? we boast ourselves of war 
Not wholly unskill’d, though now the hand of Jove 
Lies heavy on us with the scourge of Heav’n. 

Thou hop’st, forsooth, our vessels to destroy; 920' 

But stalwart arms for their defence we boast. 

Long ere that <fay shall your proud city fall, 

Tak’n and destroy’d by our victorious hands. 

Not far the hour, when thou thyself in flight 


♦ 
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To Jove and all the Gods shalt make thy pray’r, 

That swifter than the falcon’s wing thy steeds 
May bear thee o’er the dusty plain to Troy.” 

Thus as he spoke, upon his right appear’d 
An eagle, soaring high; the crowd of Greeks 
The fav’ring omen saw, and shouted loud: 930 

Then noble Hector thus: ” What words are these, 

Ajax, thou babbling braggart, vain of speech ! 

For would to Heav’n I were as well assur’d 
I were the son of aegis-bearing Jove, 

Bom of imperial Juno, and myself 
In equal honour with Apollo held 
Or blue-ey’d Pallas, as 1 am assur’d 
This day is fraught with ill to all the Greeks: 

Thou 'mid the rest shalt perish, if thou dare 
My spear encounter, which thy dainty skin 940 

Shall rend; and slain beside the ships, thy flesh 
Shall glut the dogs and carrion birds of Troy.” 

He said, and led them on ; with eager cheers 
They follow’d; shouted loud the Irindmost throng. 

On th’ other side the Greeks return'd the shout: 

Of all the Trojans* bravest they, unmov’d, 

The onset bore; their mingled clamours rose 
To Hea\’’n, and reach’d the glorious light of Jove. 
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ARGUMENT 

Agamemnon and the other wounded Chiefs taking Nestor with them, 
visit the battle. Juno having borrowed the Cestiis of Venus, 
first engages the assistance of sleep, then hastes to Ida to inveigle 
Jove. She prevails. Jove sleeps; and Neptune takes that oppor- 
tunity to succour the Grecians. 

Nor did the battle-din not reach the ears 
Of Nestor, o'er the wine-cup; and his speech 
He thus address'd to iEsculapius' son: 

“ Say, good Machaon, what these sounds may 
For louder swells the tumult round the ships. 

But sit thou here, and drink the ruddy wine, 

Till fair-hair'd Hecanjede shall prepare 
The gentle bath, and wash thy gory wounds; 

While I go forth, and all around survey." 

He said, and from the wall a buckler took, 
Well-wrought, with brass resplendent, which his 
Brave Thrasymedes,. in the tent had left. 

While with his father’s shield himself was girt; 

A sturdy spear too, tipp'd with brass, he took: 

Without the tent he stood; and there his eyes 
A woful sight beheld ; the Greeks in flight. 

The haughty Trojans pressing on their rout 
Confus'd ; the Greeks' protecting wall o'erthrown^ 

As heaves the darkling sea with silent swell, 

Expectant of the boist’rous gale's approach; 20 

Nor onward either way is pour'd its flood. 

Until it feel th’ impelling blast from Heav'n; 

So stood th' old man, his mind perplex'd with doubt, 

To mingle in the throng, or counsel seek 
Of mighty Agamemnon, Atreus' son. 

Thus as he mus’d, the better course appear'd. 

To seek Atrides; fiercely fought the rest 
With mutual slaughter; loud their armour rang 
With thrusts of swords and double-pointed spears. 

There, from the ships advancing, Nestor met 
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The Heav’n-bom Kings, Ulysses, Dion.ed, 

And Agamemnon, son of Atreus, all 
By wounds disabled ; for the ships wen bcachM 
Upon the shore, beside the hoary sea, 

Far from the battle; higher, tow’rd the plain 

The foremost had been drawn, and with a w’all 

Their stems surrounded; for the spacioi:s beach 

Could not contain them, and in narrow bounds 

Were pent their multitudes; so high on land 

They drew, and rangM them side by side, and fill'd, 40 

Within the headlands, all the wide-mouth’d bay. 

Thus they, their steps supporting on their spears, 
Together came, spectators of the fight; 

Deep sorrow fill’d their breasts; them Nestor met. 

The fear increasing, which their souls possess’d. 

To whom the mora-ch Agamemnon thus: 

“ O Nestor, son Neleus, pride of Greece, 

Why com’st thou here, and leav’st the battle-field? 

Greatly I fear that noble Hector now 

His menace will fulfil, who made his boast 50 

Before th’ assembled Trojans, that'to Troy 

He never would return, until our ships 

The flames had master’d, and ourselves the sword# 

Such was his threat, and now he makes it good. 

Heav’n ! can it be that I of other Greeks, 

As of Achilles, have incurr’d the wrath, 

W’ho thence refuse to battle for the ships ? ” 

To whom Gerenian Nestor thus replied: 

“ Such are indeed our prospects; Jove on high 
Could to our fortunes give no diff’rent turn. 60 

The wall is raz’d, wherein our trust we plac’d 
To guard, impregnable, ourselves and ships; 

And now around the ships their war they wage. 

Unceasing, unabated ; none might tell 
By closest scrutiny, w’hich way are driv’n 
The routed Greeks, so intermix’d they fall 
Promiscuous; and the cry ascends to Heav’n# 

But come, discuss we what may best be done, 

If judgment aught may profit us; ourselves 

To mingle in the fray I counsel not; 70 

It were not well for wounded men to fight.” 

Whom answer’d Agamemnon, King of men: 

Nestor, since to the ships the war is brought, 
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Nor liath the 'wall avail’d to stay their course. 

Nor yet the deep-dug trench, on which we Greeks 
Much toil i)estow’d, and which we vainly hop’d 
Might guard, impregnable, ourselves and ships; 

Seems it Mie will of Saturn’s mighty son 

'I'hat, far Irom Argos, from our native land, 

vv'e all siiould here in nameless graves be laid. 8o 

1 knew when once he lov’d to aid the Greeks; 

But now I see that to the blessed Gods 

Our foes he equals, and our strength confounds« 

Hear then my counsel; let us all agree 
The ships that nearest to the sea are beach’d 
To launch cipon the main, till nightfall there 
To ride at anchor; if that ev’n by night 
The Trojans may suspend their fierce assault; 

Then may we launch in safety all the fleet. 

No shame it is to fly, although by night, 90 

Impending evil ; better so to fly 

Than by the threaten’d danger be o’erta’en.’^ 

To whom, with scornful glance, Ulysses sage : 

“ What words have pfess’d the barrier of thy lips, 

'fhou son of Atreus ? counsellor of ill 1 
Would thou hadst been of some ignoble band 
The leader, not the chief of such a host 
As ours, on whom, from youth to latest age, 

Jove hath the gift bestow’d, to bear the brunt 
Of hardy war, till ev’ry man be slain. 100 

And think’st thou so to leave the lofty walls 
Of Troy, the object of our painful toil? 

Be silent, that no other Greek may hear 
Words, which no man might trust his tongue to speak. 
Who nobler counsels understands, and wields 
A royal scepjtre, and th’ allegiance claims 
Of numbers, such as those that own thy sway. 

Thy counsels all I utterly condemn; 

Who, ’mid the close and clamour of the fight, 

Wouldst have us launch our ships, and give the foe, 110 

Already too triumphant, cause renew'd 

For boasting; then were death our certain lot; 

For, if the ships be launch’d, not long will Greeks 
Sustain tlie war^but with reverted eyes 
Shrink from the fight; to such pernicious end 
Would lead thy baneful counsels, mighty chief.” 
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Whom answered Agamemnon, King of men: 

** Ulysses, thy rebuke hath wrung my soul; 

Yet never meant I, that against their will 
The sons of Greece should launch their well-found ships: 
But if there be who better counsel knows, 12 1 

Or young or old, his words would please me welU” 

Then rose the valiant Diomed, and said: * 

“ The man is near at hand, not far to seek, 

If ye will hear, nor take offence, that I, 

The youngest of you all, presume to speak. 

Yet of a noble sire I boast me sprung, 

Tydeus, who sleeps beneath the Theban soil : 

To Portheus three brave sons were born, who dwelt 
In Pleuron and in lofty Calydon, 130 

Agrius, and Melas; bravest of them all. 

My father’s father, Qrlneus, was the third. 

He there remain’d; my father, wand’ring long, 

To Argos came; such was the \vill of Jove 
And of th’ Immortals all; he there espous’d 
Adrastus’ daughter; own’d a wealthy house, 

With fertile corn-lands round, and orchards stor’d 
With goodly fruit-trees; num’rous flocks he had, 

And all the Greeks in feats of arms excell’d. 

Hear ye the words I speak, for they are true: 140 

And if my speech be wise, despise it not. 

As of one worthless, or ignobly born. 

Though wounded, to the battle I advise 
That we perforce repair; yet not ourselves 
To join the combat, or confront the spears, 

Lest wounds to wounds be added; but to rouJie 
The spirits of some, who, zealous heretofore, 
jNow stand aloof, nor mingle in the fray.” 

He said, and they, his words approving, went, 

By Agamemnon led, the King of men. 150 

Nor careless was the watch by Neptune kept: 

With them, in likeness of an aged man, 

He went, and Agamemnon, Atreus’ son, 

By the right hand he took, and thus address’d: 

“ O son of Atreus, great is now the joy 
With which Achilles’ savage breast is flll’d, 

Who sees the slaughter and the rout of Greeks; 

For nought he has of heart, no, not a whit: 

But perish he, accursed of the Gods I 
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Nor deem thou that to thee the blessed Gods i6o 

Are wholly hostile ; yet again the chiefs 
And councillors of Troy shall scour in flight 
The dusty plain; and from the ships and tents 
Thine eyes shall see them to the city fly.” 

He said; and loudly shouting, onward rushed. 

As of nine thousand or ten thousand men, 

In deadly combat meeting, is the shout; 

Such was the sound which from his ample chest 
Th’ Earth-shaker sent; and ev*ry Greek inspir'd 
With stern resolve to wage unflinching war. 170 

Standing on high Olympus' topmost peak, 

The golden-thron^d Juno downward look'd, 

And, busied in the glory-giving strife. 

Her husband's brother and her own she saw. 

Saw, and rejoic’d; next, seated on the crest 
Of spring-abounding Ida, Jove she saw, 

Sight hateful in her eyes 1 then ponder’d deep 
The stag-ey’d Queen, how best she might beguile 
The wakeful mind of atgis-bearing Jove; 

And, musing, this appear’d the readiest mode: 180 

Herself with art adorning, to repair 

To Ida; there, with fondest blandishment 

And female charm, her husband to enfold 

In love’s embrace; ahd gentle, careless sleep 

Around his eyelids and his senses pour. 

Her chamber straight she sought, by Vulcan built. 

Her son; by whom were to the door-posts hung 
Close-fitting doors, with secret keys secur’d. 

That, save herself, no God might enter in. 

There enter’d she, and clos’d the shining doors; 19a 

And with ambrosia first her lovely skin 
She purified, with fragrant oil anointing. 

Ambrosial, breathing forth such odours sweet, 

That, wav’d above the brazen floor of Jove, 

All earth and Ileav’n were wdth the fragrance fill’d; 

O’er her fair skin this precious oil she spread ; 

Comb’d out her flowing locks, and with her hand 
Wreath’d the thick masses of the glossy hair, 

Immortal, brigh^ that crown’d th’ imperial head. 

A robe ambrosial then, by Pallas wrought, 200 

She donn’d, in many a curious pattern trac’d. 

With golden brooch beneath her breast confin’d. 
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Her zone^ from which a hundred tassels hung^ 

She girt about her; and, in three bright drops, 

Her glittering gems suspended from her ears; 

And all around her grace and beauty shone. 

Then o'er her head th’ imperial Goddess threw 
A beauteous veil, new-wrought, as sunlight white; 

And on her well-turned feet her sandals bounds 
Her dress completed, from her chamber forth 210 

She issued, and from th’ other Gods apart 
She call’d to Venus, and address’d her thus: 

“ Say, wilt thou grant, dear child, the boon I ask? 

Or wilt thou say me nay, in wrath that I 
Espouse the Greek, as thou the Trojan cause? ” 

To whom the laughter-loving Venus thus: 

“ Daughter of Saturn, Juno, mighty Queen, 

Tell me thy wish ; to grant it if my pow’r 
May aught avail, thy pleasure shall be done.” 

To whom great Juno thus, with artful speech: 220 

” Give me the loveliness, and pow’r to charm. 

Whereby thou reign'st o'er Gods«and men supreme. 

For to the bounteous Earth’s extremest bounds 
I go, to visit old Oceanus, 

The sire of Gods, and Tethys, who of yore 
From Rhaea took me, when all-seeing Jove 
Hurl’d Saturn down below the earth and seas, 

And nurs’d me in their home with tend ’rest care; 

I go to visit them, and reconcile 

A lengthen’d feud; for since some cause of wrath 230 
Has come between them, they from rites of love 
And from the marriage-bed have long abstain’d: 

Could I unite them by persuasive words, 

And to their former intercourse restore. 

Their love and rev’rence were for ever mine.” 

Whom answer’d thus the laughter-loving Queen: 

** 1 ought not, and I cannot, say thee nay. 

Who liest encircled by the arms of Jove.” 

Thus Venus spoke; and from her bosom loos’d 
Her broider’d cestus, wrought with ev’ry charm 240 

To win the heart; there Love, there young Desire, 

There fond Discourse, and there Persuasion dwelt. 

Which oft enthralls the mind of wisest men. 

This in her hand she plac’d, as thus she spoke: 

“ Take thou from me, and in thy bosom hide. 
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This broider’d cestus; and, whatever thy wish, 

Thou shall not here ungratified return.” 

Thus Venus; smil’d the stag-ey’d Queen of Heav’n, 
And, smiling, in her bosom hid the gift. 

Then Venus to her father’s house return’d; 250 

But Juno down from high Olympus sped; 

O’er sweet Emathla, and Pieria’s range, 

O’er snowy mountains of horse-breeding Thrace, 

Their topmost heights, she soar’d, nor touch’d the earth. 
From Athos then she cross’d the swelling sea. 

Until to Lemnos, godlike Thoas’ seat, 

She came; there met she Sleep, twin-born with Death, 
Whom, as his hand she clasp’d, she thus address’d; 

“ Sleep, universal King of Gods and men. 

If ever thou hast listen’d to my voice, 260 

Grant me the boon which now I ask, and win 
My ceaseless favour in all time to come. 

When Jove thou seest in- my embraces lock’d, 

Do thou his piercing eyes in slumber seal. 

Rich guerdon shall be ^ine; a gorgeous throne, 

Immortal, golden ; which my skilful son, 
f Vulcan, shall deftly frame; beneath, a stool 
Whereon at feasts thy feet may softly rest.” 

Whom answer’d thus the gentle God of Sleep : 

” Daughter of Saturn,. Juno, mighty Queen, 270 

On any other of th’ immortal Gods 
I can with ease exert my slumb’rous pow’r; 

Ev’n to the stream of old Oceanus, 

Prime origin cf all; but Saturn’s son. 

Imperial Jove, I dare not so approach, 

Nor sink in sleep, save by his own desire. 

Already once, obeying thy command, 

A fearful warning I receiv’d, that day 
When from the capture and the sack of Troy 
That mighty warrior, son of Jove, set sail ; 280 

p For, circumfus’d around, wi^ sweet constraint 
I bound the sense of cEgis-bearing Jove, 

^ While thou, with ill-design, rousing the force 
Of winds tempestuous o’er the stormy sea, 

Didst cast him forth on Coos’ thriving isle, 

Far from his friends; then Jove, awaking, pour’d 
His wrath, promiscuous, on th’ assembled Gods; 

Me chief his anger sought; and from on high 
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Had hurl'd me, plung’d beneath th’ unfathom’d sea. 

But Night, the vanquisher of Gods and men, 290 

Her fugitive receiv’d me; he his wrath 
Repress’d, unwilling to invade the claims 
Of holy Night; and now thou fain wouldst urge 
That I another reckless deed essay.” , 

Whom answer’d thus the stag-ey’d Queen of Heav’n: 

** Why, Sleep, with thoughts like these perplex thy mind? 
Think’st thou that Jove as ardently desires 
To aid the men of Troy, as fiercely burn’d 
His anger on his valiant son’s behalf ? 

Grant my request; and of the Graces one, 300 

The youngest and the fairest, have to wife, 

Pasithea, whom thy love hath long pursued.” 

Thus promis’d Juno; Sleep, rejoicing, heard, 

And answ'er’d thus : ” Swear then the awful oath. 
Inviolable, by the stream of Styx, 

Thy one hand laid upon the fruitful earth, 

The other resting on the sparkling sea; 

That all the Gods who in the netl^er realms 
With Saturn dwell, may of our solemn bond 
Be witnesses, that of the Graces one, 310 

The youngest, fairest, I shall have to wife, 

Pasithea, whom my love hath long pursued.” 

He said; nor did the white-arm ’d Queen refuse; 

She took the oath requir’d; and call’d by name 
On all the Titans, sub-Tartarcan Gods: 

Then, sworn and ratified the oath, they pass’d 
From Lemnos, and from Imbros, veil’d in cloud. 
Skimming their airy way; on Lectum first. 

In spring-abounding Ida, nurse of beasts. 

The sea they left, and journey’d o’er the land, 320 

While wav’d beneath their feet the lofty woods. 

There Sleep, ere yet he met the eye of Jove, 

Remain’d; and, mounted on a lofty pine, 

TTie tallest growth of Ida, that on high 

ilung through the desert air its boughs to Heav’n, 

Amid the pine’s close branches lay ensconc’d; 

Like to a mountain bird of shrillest note, 

Whom Gods the Chalcis, men the night-hawk call. 

Juno meanwhile to Ida’s summit sped, 

To Gargarus; the Cloud-compeller saw; 330 

He saw, and sudden passion fir’d his soul, ^ 
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As when, their parents* eyes eluding, first 
They tasted of the secret joys of love. 

He rose to meet her, and address’d her thus: 

“ From high Olympus, Juno, whither bound, 

And how, to Ida hast thou come in haste ? 

For horses here or chariot hast thou none.** 

To whom tlius Juno with deceitful speech 
Replied: “ To fertile earth*s extremest bounds 
1 go, to visit old Oceanus, 340 

The sire of Gods, and Tethys, who of yore 
Receiv'd, and nurtur'd me with tend 'rest care. 

I go to visit them, and reconcile 
A lengthen'd feud; for since some cause of wrath 
Has come between them, they from rites of love 
And from the marriage-bed have long abstain'd. 

Meanwhile at spring-abounding Ida's foot 

^ly horses wait me, that o'er land and sea 

Alike iny chariot bear; on thine account 

From high Olympus hither have I come, 350 

Lest it displease thee,*if, to thee unknown, 

I sought the Ocean’s deeply-flowung stream.** 

To whom the Cloud-compeller thus replied: 

“ Juno, thy visit yet awhile defer; 

And let us now in love's delights indulge: 

For never yet did such a flood of love 
For Goddess or for mortal fill my soul; 

Not for Ixion's beauteous wife, who bore 
Pirithous, sage in council as the Gods; 

Nor the neat-footed maiden Danae, 360 

Acrisius' daughter, her who Perseus bore, 

Th* observ’d of all; nor noble Phoenix’ child, 

Who bore me Minos, and the godlike might 
Of Rhadamanthus ; nor for Semele, 

Nor for Alcmena fair, of whom was bom 
In Thebes the mighty warrior Hercules, 

*As Bacchus, joy of men, of Semele: 

No, nor for Ceres, golden-tressed Queen, 

Nor for Latona bright, nor for thyself. 

As now with fond desire for thee 1 burn." 370 

To whom thus Juno with deceitful speech: 

" What words, dread son of Saturn, dost thou speak? 

If here on Ida^ in the face of day. 

We celebrate the mystic rites of love. 
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How if some other of th’ immortal Gods 
Should find us sleeping, and ^mid all the Gods 
Should spread the tale abroad? I could not then 
Straight to thy house, for very shame, return. 

But if indeed such passion fill thy soul, 

Thou hast thy secret chamber, built for thee 380 

By Vulcan, with close-fitting doors secur’d; 

Thither, if such thy pleasure, go we now.” 

To whom the Cloud-compeller thus replied : 

“ Juno, nor fear the eye of God or man; 

For all around us I will throw such veil 

Of golden cloud, that not the sun himself 

With sharpest beam of light may pierce it through.” 

Thus saying, in his arms he clasp’d his wife; 

The teeming earth beneath them caus’d to spring 

The tender grass, and lotus dew-besprent, 390 

Crocus and hyacinth, a fragrant couch, 

Profuse and soft, up-springing from the earth. 

There lay they, all around them spread a veil 
Of golden cloud, whence heav’nly’dew's distill’d# 

There on the topmost height of Gargarus, 

By sleep and love subdued, th’ immortal Sire, 

Clasp’d in his arms his wife, repos’d in peace. 

Then Sleep arose, and to the Grecian ships 
In haste repairing, to th’ Earth-shaking King 
His tidings bore; and standing at his side 400 

Thus to the God his winged words address'd: 

“ Now, Neptune, to the Greeks thy ready aiil 
Afford, that short-liv’d triumph they may gain, 

While slumber holds the eyes of Jove; for I 
In sweet unconsciousness have drown’d his sense, 

Beguil’d by Juno, in whose arms he lies.” 

He said, and vanish’d ’mid the tribes of men: 

But fir’d with keener zeal to aid the Greeks, 

Neptune sprang forth in front, and call’d aloud: 

“ Again, ye Greeks, shall our remissness yield 410 

The victory to Hector, Priam’s son, 

To seize our ships, and endless glory gain ? 

Such is his boast and menace, since in wrath 
Achilles still beside his ships remains. , 

Yet him we scarce should miss, if w'e, the rest. 

But firmly stood for mutual defence. 

Hear then my counsel : let us all agree, 
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Girt with our best and broadest shields, oui heads 
With flashing helmets guarded, in our hands 
Grasping our longest spears, to dare the fight, 420 

Mysel^ will lead you on; and Priam’s son, 

Though bold he be, will fear with me to cope. 

And li, among our bravest, any bear 

'Foo small a buckler, with some meaner man 

Let him exchange, and don the larger shield.*' 

He said, and they assenting heard his speech. 

The Kings themselves, Ulysses, Diomed, 

And mighty Agamemnon, Atreus* son. 

Though sorely wounded, yet the troops array’d; 
Throughout the ranks they pass’d, and chang’d the arms; 
The bravest donn’d the best, the worse the worst. 431 
When with their dazzling armour all were girt. 

Forward they mov’d; th’ Earth-shaker led them on: 

In his broad hand an awful sword he bore, 

Long-bladed, vivid as the lightning’s flash: 

Yet in the deadly strife he might not join. 

But kindled terror in the minds of men. 

Hector meantime the Trojan troops array’d. 

Then fiercer grew, and more intense the strain 
Of furious fight, when Ocean’s dark-hair’d King 440 
And Priam’s noble son were met in arms, 

And aided, this the Tjojans, that the Greeks. 

High tow’rd the tents uprose the surging sea. 

As with loud clamour met th’ opposing hosts. 

Less loud the roar of Ocean’s wave, that driv’n 
By stormy Boreas, breaks upon the beach ; 

Less loud the crackling of the flames that rsige 
In the deep forest of some mountain glen ; 

Less loud the wind, to wildest fury rous’d, 

Howls in the branches of the lofty oaks ; 450 

Than rose the cry of Trojans and of Greeks, 

As each, with furious shout, encounter’d each^ 

At Ajax first, who straight before him stood, 

Great Hector threw his spear, nor miss’d his aim, 

Where the two belts, the one which bore his shield. 

His silver-studded sword the other, met 
Across his breast; these two his life preserv’d. 

Hector was wroth, that from his stalwart hand 
The spear had flown in vain; and back he sprang 
For safety to bis comrades’ shelt’ring ranks: 


460 
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But mighty Ajax Telamon upheav’d 
A ponderous stone, of many, all around 
That scatter'd lay beneath the warriors^ feet, 

And serv'd the ships to prop; with one of these, 

As Hector backward stepp'd, above the shield 
He smote him on the breast, below the throat. ^ 

With whirling motion, circling as it flew, 

The mass he hurl'd. As by the bolt of Heav'n 
Uprooted, prostrate lies some forest oak ; 

The sulph’rous vapour taints the air; appall'd, 470 

Bereft of strength, the near beholder stands, 

And awestruck hears the thunder-peal of Jove; 

So in the dust the might of Hector lay : 

Dropp’d from his hand the spear; the shield and helm 
Fell with him ; loud his polish’d armour rang. 

On rush'd, with joyous shout, the sons of Greece, 

In hope to seize the spoil ; thick flew the spears : 

Yet none might reach or wound the fallen chief; 

For gather'd close around, the bravest all, 

Valiant iEneas, and Polydamas, 48c 

Godlike Agenor, and the Lycian chief 
Sarpedon, and the noble Glaucus stood. 

Nor did the rest not aid; their shields’ broad orbs 
Before him still they held, while in their arms 
His comrades bore him from the battle-field, 

To where, with charioteer and well-wrought car, 

Beyond the fight, his flying coursers stood, 

Which bore him, deeply groaning, tow’rd the town. 

But when the ford was reach'd of Xanthus' stream, 
Broad-flowing, eddying, by immortal Jove 490 

Beg'^ tten, on the ground they laid him dowm, 

And dash'd the cooling water on his brow: 

Reviv'd, he lifted up awhile his eyes; 

Then on his knees half rising, he disgorg'd 
The clotted blood ; but backward to the earth. 

Still by the blow subdued, again he fell. 

And darkling shades of night his eyes o'erspread. 

Onward, with zeal redoubled, press'd the Greeks, 

When Hector from the field they saw withdrawn. 
Foremost of all, Oileus' active son, 500 

With sudden spring assailing, Satnius slew: 

Him a fair Naiad nymph to CEnops bore, 
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Who by the banks of Satnois kept his herds. 

Him then, approaching near, Oi’leus^ son 

Thrust through the flank : he fell, and o’er his corpse 

Trojans and Greeks in stubborn fight engag’d. 

But Panthous’ son a swift avenger came, 

Polydamas, with brandish’d spear, and struck 
Through the right shoulder Prothoenor, son 
Of Areilycus; right through was driv’n 510 

The sturdy spear; he, rolling in the dust, 

Clutch’d with his palms the ground; then, shouting loud, 
Thus with triumphant boast Polydamas: 

“ From the strong hand of Panthdus’ noble son 
Me thinks that not in vain the spear has flown : 

A Greek now bears it off; and he, perchance, 

May use it as a staff to Pluto’s realm.” 

Thus he; the Greeks with pain his vaunting heard; 

But chief it rous’d the spirit within the breast 

Of Ajax Telamon, whom close beside 520 

The dead had fall’n; he at Polydamas, 

Retreating, hurl’d in haste his glitt’ring spear; 

He, springing sideways, ’scap’d the stroke of fate; 

But young Archilochus, Antenor's son, 

Receiv’d the spear, for Heav’n had will’d his death: 

The spine it struck, the topmost joint, where met 
The head and neck, ahd both the tendons broke; 

Fonvard he fell ; and ere or knee or leg, 

His head, and mouth, and nostrils struck the ground. 

Then Ajax, in his turn, exulting, thus: 530 

Say now’, Polydamas, and tell me true, 

May this be deem’d for Prothdenor’s death 
A full equivalent? no common man 
He seems, and bom of no ignoble race; 

Valiant Antenor’s brother, or perchance 
His son; the likeness speaks him near akin.” 

Thus he, though w'ell he knew; then bitter grief 
Possess’d the Trojans’ souls; but Acamas, 

Guarding his brother’s body, with his spear 

Slew the Boeotian Promachus, who fain 540 

Would by the feet have drawn away the dead: 

Then Acamas, exulting, cried aloud: 

” Ye wretched fereeks, in boasting measureless! 

Not ours alone the labour and the loss 
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Of battle; ye too have your share of death. 

Behold where lies your Promachus, subdued 
Beneath my spear; not long unpaid the debt 
Due for my brother's blood I 'Tis well for him 
Who leaves a brother to avenge his fate." 

Thus he; the Greeks with pain his vaunting heard; 550 
But chief it rous’d the spirit within the breast 
Of Peneleus ; on Acamas he sprang, 

Who waited not th’ encounter; next he slew 
Ilioneus, the son of Phorbas, Lord 
Of num’rous flocks, of all the Trojans most 
Belov’d of Hermes, who his wealth increas’d. 

To him Ilioneus, an only son, 

His mother bore; who now, beneath the brow 
And through the socket of the eye was struck, 

Thrusting the eyeball out; for through the eye, 560 

And backward through the head, the spear was driv’n : 
With hands extended, down to earth he sank ; 

But Peneleus his weighty sword let fall 
Full on his neck ; the sever’d head and helm 
Together fell, remaining still infix’d 
The sturdy spear; then he, the gory head 
Uplifting, to the Trojans vaunting cried: 

“ Go now, ye Trojans! bid that in the house 
Of brave Ilioneus his parents raise 

The voice of wailing for their gallant son; 570 

As neither shall the wife of Promachus, 

The son of Alegenor, with glad smile 

Her husband’s coming hail, when home from Troy 

We sons of Greece, with vict’ry crown’d, return." 

Thus as he spoke, pale fear possess’d them all, 

Each looking round to seek escape from death. 

Say now, ye Nine, who on Olympus dwell, 

Who, when th’ Earth-shaker turn’d the tide of war, 

F'irst bore away his foeman’s bloody spoils? 

Great Ajax Telamon first Hyrtius smote, 580 

The son of Gyrtius, who to battle led 
The warlike Mysians; next Antilochus 
From Mermerus and Phalces stripp’d their arms; 

Meriones Hippotion gave to death, 

And Morys; Teucer Periphetes slew, * 

And Prothoon; Menelaus, through the flank 
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Smote Hyperenor; as the grinding spear 
Drain’d all his vitals, through the gaping wound 
His spirit escap’d, and darkness clos’d his eyes. 

But chief est slaughter of the Trojans wrought 590 

Oileus’ active son; of all the Greeks 
No foot so swift as his, when Jove had fill’d 
Their souls with fear, to chase the flying foe^ 
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Jove, awaking and seeing the Trojans routed, threatens Juno, He 
sends Iris to admonish Neptune to relinquish the battle, and 
Apollo to restore health to Hector. Apollo armed with the Atgis, 
puts to flight the Grecians; they are pursued home to their fleet, 
and Telamonian Ajax slays twelve Trojans bringing fire to burn it. 

Now when the Trojans had recross’d the trench 
And palisades, and in their headlong flight 
Many had fall’n by Grecian swords, the rest. 

Routed, and pale with fear, made head aw^hile 
Beside their cars; then Jove on Ida’s height 
At golden-throndd Juno’s side awoke; 

Rising, he saw the Trojans and the Greeks, 

Those in confusion, while behind them press’d 
The Greeks, triumphant, Neptune in their midst: 

He saw too Hector stretch’d upon the plain, lo 

His comrades standing round ; senseless he lay. 

Drawing short breath, blood gushing from his mouth; 

For by no feeble hand the blow was dealt. 

Pitying, the Sire of Gods and men beheld. 

And thus, with sternest glance, to Juno spoke: 

“ This, Juno, is thy workl thy wicked wiles 
Have Hector quell’d, and Trojans driv’n to flight; 

Nor know I but thyself mayst reap the fruit, 

By shameful scourging, of thy vile deceit. 

Hast thou forgotten how in former times 20 

1 hung thee from on high, and to thy feet 
Attach’d two pond’rous anvils, and thy hands 
With golden fetters bound, which none might break? * 
There didst thou hang amid the clouds of Hcav’n ; 
Through all Olympus’ breadth the Gods were wroth', 

Yet dar’d not one approach to set thee free. 

If any so had ventur’d, him had I 
Hurl’d from Heav’n’s threshold, till t6 earth he fell, 

With little left of life. Yet was not quench'd 
My wTath on godlike Hercules' account, 
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Whom thou, with Boreas, o’er the wat’ry waste 
With fell intent didst send; and tempest- toss’d, 

Cast him ashore on Coos* fruitful isle. 

I rescued him from thence, and brought him back. 

After long toil, to Argos’ grassy plains. 

This to thy mind 1 bring, that thou mayst learn 
To cease thy treach’rous wiles, nor hope to gain 
By all thy lavish’d blandishments of love, 

Wherewith thou hast deceiv’d me, and betray’d.” 

He said; and terror seiz’d the stag-ey’d Queen; 40 
Who thus with winged words address’d her Lord : 

“ By Earth I swear, and yon broad Heav’n above, 

And Stygian stream beneath, the weightiest oath 
Of solemn pow’r to bind the blessed Gods ; 

By thine own sacred head, our nuptial bed. 

Whose holy tie I never could forswear; 

That not by my suggestion and advice 
Earth-shaking Neptune on the Trojan host. 

And Hector, pours his wrath, and aids the Greeks; 

In this he but obeys his own desire, 50 

Who looks with pity on the Grecian host 
Beside their ships o’erbome; and could my w'ords 
Prevail, my counsel were to shape his course, 

O cloud-girt King, obedient to thy will.” 

She said ; the Sire df Gods and men, well-pleas 'd. 

Her answer heard, and thus with gracious smile: 

“ If, stag-ey’d Queen, in synod of the Gods 
Thy counsels shall indeed wuth mine agree, 

Neptune, how strong soe’er his wish, must change 

His course, obedient to thy will and mine ; 60 

And if in all sincerity thou speak. 

Go to th’ assembled Gods, and hither send 
Iris, and Phcebus of the silver bow ; 

That she may to the Grecian camp repair. 

And bid that Neptune from the battle-field 
Withdraw, and to his own domain retire; 

While Phoebus Hector to the fight restores. 

Inspiring new-born vigour, and allaying 
ITie mortal pains which bow his spirit down; 

Then, heartless fear infusing in the Greeks, 70 

Put them to flight, that flying they may fall 
Beside Achilles’ ships ; his comrade then, 

Patroclus, he shall send to battle forth 
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To be by Hector slain, in front of Tro\ ; 

Yet not to fall till many valiant youths 
Have felt his prowess; and, amid the rest, 

My son, Sarpedon ; by his comrade's de;itli 
Enrag'd, Achilles Hector shall subdue; 

Thenceforth my counsel is, that from the ships 

The Trojan force shall still be backward driv'i^ 80 ^ 

Until at length, by Pallas* deep designs, 

The Greeks possess the lofty walls of Troy. 

Yet will not I my anger intermit, 

Nor suffer other of th* immortal Gods 
To aid the Greeks, till Peleus* son behold 
His wish accomplish’d, and the boon obtain’d 
I promis’d once, and with a nod confirm’d. 

That day when sea-bom Thetis clasp’d my knees. 

And pray’d me to avenge her warrior son.” 

Thus he; the white-arm ’d Queen of Heav’n submiss 90 
His mandate heard; and from th’ Idaan mount 
With rapid flight to high Olympus sped. 

Swift as the mind of man, who iflany a land 
Hath travell’d o’er, and with reflective thought 
Recalls, “ here was 1 such a day, or here,” 

And in a moment many a scene surveys; 

So Juno sped o’er intervening space; 

Olympus’ heights she reach’d, and in the house 
Of Jove appear’d amid th’ assembled Gods. 

They at her coming rose, with golden cups 100 

Greeting their Queen’s approach ; the rest she pass’d, 

And from the hand of fair-fac’d Themis took 
The proffer’d cup, who first had run to meet. 

And thus with winged words address’d the Queen: 

“ Juno, why com’st thou hither? and with looks 
Of one distraught with fear? hath Saturn’s son, 

Thy mighty Lord, thus sore affrighted thee? ” 

To whom the white-arm’d Goddess, Juno, thus: 

“ Forbear thy questions, Themis; well thou know’st' 1 
How haughty and imperious is his mind; no 

Thou for the Gods in haste prepare the feast; 

Then shalt thou learn, amid th’ Immortals all, 

What evil he designs; nor all, I ween, 

His counsels will approve, or men, or Gods, 

Though now in blissful ignorance they feast.” 

She said, and sat ; the Gods, oppress’d with care, 
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Her farth' r speech awaited; on her lips 
There dv elt indeed a smile, but not a ray 
Pass’d o’<*.r her dark’ning brow, as thus her wrath 
Amici th’ assembled Gods found vent in words: 120 

“ Fools are we all, who madly strive with Jove, 

Or hope, by access to his throne, to sway, • 

By word or deed, his course; from all apart, 

He all oHr counsels heeds not, but derides; 

And boasts o’er all th’ immortal Gods to reign 
In unapproach’d pre-eminence of pow’r. 

Prepare then each his sev’ral woe to bear ; 

On Mars e’en now, methinks, the blow hath falPn; 

Since in the fight, the man he loves the best. 

And boasts his son, Ascalaphus, is slain.” 130 

He said; and Mars, enrag’d, his brawny thigh 
Smote with his hands, and thus, lamenting, spoke: 

“ Blame not, ye Gods, who on Olympus dwell. 

That to the Grecian ships I haste, to avenge 
My slaughter’d son, though blasted by Heav’n’s fire 
'Twere mine ’mid corjjses, blood, and dust to lie.” 

He said, and gave command to Fear and Flight 
To yoke his car; and donn’d his glitt’ring arms. 

Then from the throne of Jove had heavier wrath 

And deeper vengeance on th’ Immortals fall’n, 140 

But Pallas, in alarm for all the Gods, 

Quitting in haste the throne whereon she sat. 

Sprang past the vestibule, and from his head 
The helmet lifted, from his arm the shield; 

Took from his stui Jy hand, and rear’d upright, 

The brazer spear; then with reproachful words 
She thus assail’d th’ impetuous God of War: 

“ Madman, and void of reason, thou art lost! 

Hast thou no ears to hear? or are thy mind 

And sense of rev’rence utterly destroy’d? 150 

Or heard’st thou not what white-arm’d Juno spoke, 

•Fresh from the presence of Olympian Jove? 

Wouldst thou, thine evil destiny fulfill'd, 

By hard constraint, despite thy grief, be driv’n 
Back to Olympus ; and to all the rest 
Confusion and disaster with thee bring? 

At once from valnant Trojans and from Greeks 
His thoughts would be diverted, and his wrath 
Embroil Olympus, and on aU alike. 
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Guilty or not, his anjjcr would I'l* poui 1 . itio 

Waive then iliy vengeance for thy gall.i it son; 

Others as brave of heart, as strong of ann. 

Have fall’n, and yet must fall; and vain th’ attempt 
To watch at once o’er all the race of men.” 

* Thus saying, to his seat again she forc’d 
Th’ impetuous Mars: meanwhile, without the house, 

Juno, by Jove’s command, Apoiio call’d, • 

And Iris, messenger from God to God : 

And thus to both her winged word> iddress’d: 

“Jove bids vou with all .speed to Id.i haste; 170 

And when, arriv’d, before bis face ye stand, 

Whate’er he orders, that observe and do." 

Thus Juno spoke, and to her throne return’d; 

While they to spriiicr-iibounding Ida*s heights, 

W’ild nurse of forest beasts, pursued their way; 

Th' all-seeing son of Saturn there they found 
Upon the topmost crag of Gargarus, 

An incense-breathing cloud around him spread. 

Before the face of cloud-compellii^ Jove 

They stood; well-pleas'd he witness'd their approach iSo 

In swift obedience to his consort's words, 

And thus to Iris first his speech address’d: 

Haste thee, swift Iris, and to Ocean's King 
My message bear, nor misreporting aught, 

Nor aught omitting; from the battle-field 
Bid him retire, and join th' assembled Gods, 

Or to his owm domain of sea withdraw. 

If my commands he heed not, nor obey. 

Let him consider in his inmost soul 

If, mighty though he l)e, he dare await 190 

My hostile coming; mightier far than him. 

His elder born; nor may his spirit aspire 
To rival me, wh»m all regard with awe.” 

He said; swift-footed Iris, at the word. 

From Ida’s heights to sacred Ilium sped. 

Swift as the snow-flakes from the clouds descend, 

Or wintry hail before the driving blast 
Of Boreas, ether-born; so swift to Earth 
Descended Iris; by his side she stood. 

And with these words th' Earth-shaking God address’d: 

“ A message, dark-hair'd Girder of the J atrth, 201 

To thee I bring from ^gis-bearing Jove. . 
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He bids liiee straightway from the battle-field 
Retire, and either join th* assembled Gods, 

Or to thine own domain of sea withdraw. 

If his commands thou heed not, nor obey, 

Hither he menaces himself to come. 

And fight against thee; but he warns thee first, * 
Beware his arm, as mightier far than thee. 

Thine eWer born; nor may thy spirit aspire 210 

To rival him, whom all regard with awe.” 

To whom in tow’ring wrath th' Earth-shaking God: 

“ By Heav'n, though great he be, he yet presumes 
Somewhat too far, if me, his equal born. 

He seeks by force to baffle of my will. 

We were three brethren, all of Rhaea bom 
To Saturn; Jove and I, and Pluto third, 

Who o*er the nether regions holds his sway. 

Threefold was our partition ; each obtain’d 

His meed of honour due; the hoary Sea 220 

By lot my habitation was assign’d ; 

The realms of Darkness fell to Pluto’s share; 

Broad Heav’n, amid the sky and clouds, to Jove; 

But Earth, and high Olympus, are to all 
A common heritage ; nor will I walk 
To please the will of Jove; though great he be, 

With his own third contented let him rest: 

Nor let him think that I, as wholly vile, 

Shall quail before his arm ; his lofty words 

Were better to his daughters and his sons 230 

Address’d, his own begotten; who perforce 

Must listen to his mandates, and obey.” 

To whom swift-footed Iris thus replied : 

“ Is this, then, dark-hair’d Girder of the Earth, 

The message, stern and haughty, which to Jove 
Thou bidd’st me bear? perchance thine angry mood 
May bend to better counsels; noblest minds 
Are easiest bent; and o’er superior age 
Thou know’st th’ avenging Furies ever watch.” 

To whom Earth-shaking Neptune thus replied: 240 

“ Immortal Iris, weighty are thy words. 

And in good season spoken; and 'tis well 
When envoys aife by sound discretion led. 

Yet are my heart and mind with grief oppress’d, 

When me, his equal both by birth and fate, 
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He seeks with haughty words to overbear. 

I yield, but with indignant sense of wrong. 

This too I say, nor shall my threat be vain: 

Let him remember, if in my despite, 

’Gainst Pallas', Juno’s, Hermes', Vulcan’s will, 250 

He spare to overthrow proud Ilium’s tow’rs. 

And crown with victory the Grecian arms. 

The feud between us never can be heal’d." 

Th’ Earth-shaker said, and from the field withdrew 
Beneath the ocean wave, the warrior Greeks 
His loss deploring; to Apollo then 
The Cloud-compeller thus his speech address’d: 

“ Go straight to Hector of the brazen helm. 

Good Phoebus ; for beneath the ocean wave 

Til* Earth-shaker hath withdrawm, escaping thus 260 

My high displeasure: had he dar’d resist, 

The tumult of our strife had reach’d the Gods 
Who in the nether realms with Saturn dwell. 

Yet thus ’tis better, both for me and him, 

That, though indignant, to my wdllhe yields; 

For to compel him were no easy task. 

Take thou, and wave on high thy tassell’d shield. 

The Grecian warriors daunting : thou thyself, 

Far-darting King, thy special care bestow 

On noble Hector; so restore his strength 270 

And vigour, that in panic to their ships, 

And the broad Hellesp)ont, the Greeks be driv'n. 

Then wdll I so by word and deed contrive 
That they may gain fresh respite from their toil.” 

He said, nor did Apollo not obey 
His Sire’s commands; from Ida's heights he flew. 

Like to a falcon, swooping on a dove. 

Swiftest of birds; then Priam’s son he found. 

The godlike Hector, stretch’d at length no more. 

But sitting, now to consciousness restor’d, 280 

With recognition looking on his friends; 

The cold sweat dried, nor gasping now for breath, 

Since by the will of jEgis- bearing Jove 
To life new waken’d ; close beside him stood 
The Far-destroyer, and address’d him thus: 

“ Hector, thou son of Priam, why apart* 

From all thy comrades art thou sitting here. 

Feeble and faint? What trouble weighs thee down? ” 
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To whom thus Hector of the glancing helm 
With faltering voice; “ Who art thou, Prince of Gods, 290 
Who thus enquirest of me? know’st thou not 
How a huge stone, by mighty Ajax hurl'd, 

As on his comrades by the Grecian ships 
I dealt destruction, struck me on the breast, 

Dash’d to the earth, and all my vigour quell’d? 

I deem’d in sooth this day my soul, expir’d, 

Should see the dead, and Pluto’s shadowy realm.” 

To whom again the far-destroying King: 

“ Be of good cheer; from Saturn’s son I come 

From Ida’s height to be thy guide and guard ; 300 

Phoebus Apollo, of the golden sword, 

I, who of old have thy protector been. 

Thine, and thy city’s walls’. Arise then straight; 

Summon thy num’rous horsemen ; bid them drive 
Their flying cars to assail the Grecian ships ; 

I go before; and will thy horses’ way 

Make plain and smooth, and daunt the warrior Greeks.” 

His words fresh vigpur in the chief infus’d. 

As some proud steed, at well-fill’d manger fed, 

His halter broken, neighing, scours the plain, 310 

And revels in the widely-flowing stream 
To bathe his sides; then tossing high his head, 

While o’er his shoulders streams his ample mane. 

Light borne on active limbs, in conscious pride. 

To the wide pastures of the mares he flies; 

So vig’rous. Hector plied his active limbs, 

His horsemen summoning at Heav’n’s command. 

As wher. a rustic crowd of men and dogs 
Have chas’d an antler’d stag, or mountain goat, 

That ’mid the crags and thick o’ershadowing wood 320 
Hath refuge found, and baffled their pursuit: 

If, by the tumult rous’d, a lion stand, 

With bristling mane, before them, back they turn, 

Check’d in their mid career; ev’n so the Greeks, 

Who late in eager throngs were pressing on, 

Thrusting with swords and double-pointed spears. 

When Hector moving through the ranks they saw, 
Recoil’d, and to their feet their courage fell. 

To whom thus Thoas spoke, Andraemon’s son, 
iEtolia’s bravest warrior, skill’d to throw 330 

The jav’lin, dauntless in the stubborn fight; 
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By few surpass’d in speech^ when in d(^ ite 
In full assembly Grecian youths contei. i 
He thus with pnident spcecli bet;an. ai ’ 

“ Great is the marvel which our ovrs 
That Hector see apain to life restor'd. 

Escap'd the dcatli we hop’d him to havi :r.et 
Beneath the hands of Ajax Telamon. 

Some God hath been his guard, and Heel k sav’d. 

Whose arm hath slack’d the knees of many a tiicck: 340 
So will he now; for not without the aid 
Of Jove, the Lord of thunder, doth he stand 
So boldly forth, so eager for the fight. 

Hear, then, and all by my advice be rul’d: 

Back to the ships dismiss the gen’ra! crowd; 

While of our army we, the foremost men, 

Stand fast, and n. nMng him with Ur.' ITd spears, 

Hold him in check ind he, thoiisrh r . % may fear 
To throw himself amid our serried ra* 

He said; they heard, and all obe\'*d his w’ords; 350 
The mighty Ajax, and IJomeneus • 

7 'he King, and 1 eucer, and Meriones, 

And Meges, bold as Miirs, with all their best, 

Their stedfast battle rang’d, to wait th' assault 
Of Hector and his Trojans; wliile behind, 

Th' unwarlike many to the ships retir'd. 

The Trojan mass came on, by Hector led 
With haughty stride; before him Phoebus w’cnt, 

His shoulders veil'd in cloud; his arm sustain'd 

The awful Atgis, dread to look on, hung 360 

With shaggy tassels round and dazzling bright; 

Which Vulcan, skilful workman, gave to Jove, 

To scatter terror 'mid the souls of men. 

This on his arm, the Trojan troops he led. 

Firm stood the mass of Greeks; from either side 

Shrill clamours rose; and fast from many a string 

The arro\vs flew, and many a jav’lin, hurl’d 

By vig'rous arms; some buried in the flesh 

Of stalwart youths, and many, ere they reach'd 

Their living mark, fell midway on the plain, 370 

Fix'd in the ground, in vain athirst for blood. 

While Pheebus motionless his iEgis held; 

Thick flew the shafts, and fast the people fell 
On either side; but when he turn’d its flash 
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Full in the faces of the astonish'd Greeks, 

And shouted loud, their spirits within them quail'd, 

I'heir fiery couraf^e borne in mind no more. 

As when t vo beasts of prey, at dead of night. 

With sudden onset scatter wide a herd 

Of oxen, or a num’rous flock of sheep, 380 

Their keepers absent; so unnerv'd by fear 

The Greeks dispers’d; such panic 'mid their ranks. 

That vict’ry so might crown the Trojan arms, 

Apollo sent; and as the masses broke, 

Each Trojan slew his man; by Hector's hand 
Fell Stichius and Arcesilas; the one. 

The leader of Boeotia's brass-clad host. 

The other, brave Mcnestheus' trusted friend. 
iEneas Medon slew, and lasus; 

Medon, the great Oileus' bastard son, 390 

Brother of Ajax; he in Phylace, 

Far from his native home, was driv'n to dwell; 

Since one to Eriopis near akin. 

His sire Oi*lcus’ wife, his hand had slain: 

And lasus, th’ Athenian chief, was deem'd 
The son of Sphelus, son of Bucolus. 

Polydamas amid the foremost ranks 
Mecistes slew, Polites Echius, 

Agenor Clonius; while from Paris’ hand 
An arrow, 'mid the crowd of fugitives 400 

Shot from behind, beneath the shoulder struck 
T)eiocus, and thmugh his chest was driv'n: 

These while the Tiojans of their arms despoil’d, 

Through ditch and palisades promiscuous dash’d 
The flying Greeks, and gain'd, hard-press’d, the wall; 
While loudly Hector to the Trojans call’d 
To assail the ships, and leave the bloody spoils: 

“ Whom 1 elsewhere, and from the ships aloof 
Shall find, my hand shall doom him on the spot; 

For him no fun’ral pyre his kin shall light, 410 

Or male or female; but before the wall 
Our city’s dogs his mangled flesh shall tear." 

He said ; and on his horses’ shoulder-point 
Let fall the lash, and loudly through the ranks 
Call'd on the Trbjans; they, with answ’ring shout 
And noise unspeakable, urg’d on with him 
Their harness'd steeds ; Apollo, in the van. 
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Trod down with ease th’ embankmonl )f the dilrh, 

And fill'd it in ; and o’er it bn(i;j:*d a v .i\ 

Level and wide, f.tr as a jav 'tin’s 4.>o 

Hurl’d bv an arm that proves its iiimn-: strermth. 

O'er this their columns pass’d; Ajinllo l‘.)re 
His A^g\s o’er them, and cast down the wall; 

Easy, as when a child upon the beach. 

In wanton play, with hands and feet o'erthrows 
The mound of sand, w’hich late in play he rais’d ; 

So. Piicehrs^ thou, the Grecian toil ami pains 
Confoundinc:, sentest panic throiurli their souls. 

Thus hemm'd beside the ships the\ made their stand. 
While each e.xhorted each, and all. with Ii.itkIs 430 

Outstret('h*d, to ev'rv Gf)d address’d their pray’r: 

And chief, Gerenian Nestor, pr(»p of (ireece, 

With hands uplifted tow'rd the starr>’ IJeav’n: 

“ 0 Father Jove! if any e’er to 1 ht* 

On corn-clad plains of Arpos burnt the fat 
Of bulls and sheep, and offer’d up his pra\ ’r 
For safe return; and thine assenlinp nod 
Confirm’d thy promi.se; O remember now 
His pray’r; stave of! the pitiless day of doom, 

Nor let the Greeks to Trojan arms succumb/'* 440 

Thus Nestor pray’d; loud thunder’d from on high 
The Lord of counsel, as he heard the pray’r 
Of Neleus' aged son; wnth double ^eal, 

The 'l iujans, as the mind of Jove they knew, 

Press’d on the Greeks, with warlike ardour fir’d. 

As o’er ilie bulwarks of a ship pour down 
The mighty billows of the wide-path’d sea, 

Driv’n by the blast, that tosses high the waves, 

So down tlie wall, with shouts, the I’rojans pour’d; 

The cars aflmittecl, by the ships they fought 450 

With double-pointed spears, and hand to hand; 

The.?e on their chariots, on the lofty decks 
Of their dark vessels those, with pond’rous spars. 

Which on the ships were stor’d for naval war. 

Compact and strong, their heads encas’d in brass. 

While yet beyond the ships, about the wall 
The Greeks and Trojans fought, Patroclus still 
Within the tent of brave Eurypylus 
Remaining, with his converse sooth’d the chief, 

And healing unguents to his wound applied, 460 
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Of pow’r to charm away the bitter pains; 

But when the Trojans pouring o’er the wall. 

And rout<*'l Greeks in panic flight he saw, 

Deeply he groan’d, and smiting on his thigh 
With either palm, in anguish thus he spoke: 

“ Eurypylus, how great soe’er thy need, 

I can no longer stay; so fierce the storm 

Of battle rages; but th’ attendants’ care 

Will all thy wants supply ; while I in haste 

Achilles seek, and urge him to the war; 470 

Who knows but Heav’n may grant me to succeed? 

For great is oft a friend’s persuasive powT.” 

He said, and quickly on his errand sped. 

Meanwhile the Greeks, in firm array, endur’d 
The onset of the Trojans; nor could these 
Th’ assailants, though in numbers less, repel ; 

Nor those again the Grecian masses break, 

And force their passage through the ships and tents. 

As by a rule, in cunning workman’s hand. 

Who all his art by Paulas’ aid has learnt, 480 

A vessel’s plank is smooth and level laid; 

So level lay the balance of the fight. 

Others round other ships maintain’d the war, 

But Hector that of Ajax sought alone. 

For that one ship they two unwearied toil'd; 

Nor Hector Ajax from his post could move. 

And burn the ship with fire; nor he repel 
The foe who came protected by a God. 

Then noble Ajax with his jav ’lin smote 

Caletor, son of Clytius, through the breast, 49a 

As tow’rd the ship a blazing torch he bore ; 

Thund’ring he fell, and dropp’d his hand the torch. 

But Hector, when his eyes his kinsman saw 
By the dark vessel, prostrate in the dust, 

On Trojans and on Lycians call’d aloud: 

“ Trojans and Lycians, and ye Dardans, fam'd 
In close encounter, in this press of war 
Slack not your efforts ; haste to save the son 
Of Clytius, nor let Greeks his arms possess. 

Who ’mid their throng of ships has nobly fall’n.” 500 
At Ajax, as he spoke, his gleaming spear 
He threw, but miss’d his aim ; yet Lycophron, 

His comrade, .of Cythera, Master’s son 
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(Who flying from Cythera's lovely isle 
With guilt of bloodshed, near to Ajax dwelt), 

Standing beside the chief, above the ear 
Pie struck, and pierc’d the brain: from the tall prow 
Backwards he fell, his limbs relax’d in death. 

Then Ajax, shuddering, on his brother call’d: 

“ Good Teucer, we have lost a faithful friend, ^10 

The son of Mastor, our Cytheran guest. 

Whom as a father all rever’d; who now 
Lies slain by noble Hector. W’here are then 
Thine arrows, swift-wing'd messengers of fate. 

And where thy trusty bow, Apollo’s gift? ” 

Thus Ajax; Teucer heard, and ran in haste. 

And stood beside him, with his bended bow. 

And well-stor’d quiver: on the Trojans fast 
He pour’d his shafts; and struck Pisenor's son, 

Clitus, the comrade of Polydamas. 520 

The noble son of Panthoiis; he the reins 
Held in his hand, and all his care besbow’d 
To guide his horses; for. where'er^, the throng 
Was thickest, there in Hector’s cause, and I'roy’s, 

He still was found ; but o’er him hung the doom 
Which none might turn aside; for from behind 
The fateful arrow struck him through the neck; 

Down from the car he fell : swerving aside, 

The startled horses whirl d the empty car. 

Them first the King Polydamas beheld, 530 

And stay'd their course; to Protiaon's sun, 

Astynous, then he gave them, Avith command 
To keep good watch, and still be near at hand; 

Then ’mid the foremost join’d again the fray. 

Again at Hector of the brazen helm 
An arrow Teucer aim’d; and had the shaft 
The life of Hector quench’d in mid career, 

Not long the fight had rag’d around the ships: 

But Jove’s all-seeing eye beheld, who watch’d 

O’er Hector’s life, and Teuce.r's hopes deceiv’d. 540 

The bow’s well-twisted string he snapp’d in twain. 

As Teucer drew; the brass-tipp’d arrow flew 
Wide of the mark, and dropp’d his hand the bow. 

Then to his brother, ail aghast, he cried: 

“ O Heav’n, some God our best-laid schemes of war 
Confounds, who from my hands hath wrencli’d the bow. 
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And snapp’d the newly-twisted string, which I 
But late attach’d, my swift-wing’d shafts to bear.” 

Whom answer’d thus great Ajax Telamon : 

“ O friend, leave there thine arrows and thy bow, 550 
Marr’d by some God who grudges our renown ; 

But take in hand thy pond’rous spear, and cast 
Thy shield about thy shoulders, and thyself 
Stand forth, and urge the rest, to face the foe. 

Let us not tamely yield, if yield we must, 

Our well-built ships, but nobly dare the fight.” 

Thus Ajax spoke; and Teucer in the tent 
Bestow’d his bow, and o’er his shoulders threw 
His fourfold shield ; and on his firm-set head 
A helm he plac’d, well-wrought, with horsehair plume, 560 
That nodded, fearful, o’er his brow; his hand 
Grasp’d the firm spear, with sharpen’d point of brass; 

Then ran, and swiftly stood by Ajax’ side. 

Hector meanwhile, who saw the weapon marr’d. 

To Trojans and to Lycians call’d aloud : 

“ Trojans and Lyckins, and ye Dardans fam’d 
In close encounter, quit ye now like men; 

Against the ships your wonted valour show. 

Ev’n now, before our eyes, hath Jove destroy'd 
A chieftain’s weapon. Easy ’tis to trace 570 

O’er human wars th’* o’erruling hand of Jove, 

To whom he gives the prize of victory. 

And whom, withholding aid, he minishes. 

As now the Greeks, while w^e his favour gain. 

Pour then your force united on the ships; 

And if theie be among you, who this day 
Slmll meet his doom, by sword or arrow slain, 

E’en let him die! a glorious death is his 

Who for his country falls; and dying, leaves 

Preserv’d from danger, children, wife, and home, 5S0 

His heritage uninjur'd, when the Greeks 

Embarking hence shall take their homeward way.” 

His words fresh courage rous’d in ev'ry breast. 

Ajax, on th’ other side, address’d the Greeks: 

“ Shame on ye, Greeks ! this very hour decides 
If we must perish, or be sav’d, and ward 
Destruction from our ships; and can ye hope 
That each, if Hector of the glancing helm 
Shall bum our ships, on foot can reach his home.^^ 
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Or hear ye not, how, burning to clestrov 590 

Our vessels. Hector cheers his forces oi ^ 

Not to the dance, but to the li^ht he c./ils; 

Nor better counsel can for us be found. 

Than in close fight with heart and ham' to join. 

’Twere better far at once to die, than Ir e 
Hemmed in and straiten’d thus, in dire chslress, 

Close to our ships, by meaner men beset.” 

His words fresh courage rous’d in ev’ry breast. 

Then Hector Schedius, Perimedes’ son, 

The Thracian leader, slew ; on th’ other side 600 

Ajax the captain of the foot o’ercame, 

Laodamas, Antenor's noble son ; 

While of his arms Polydamas despoil'd 
Cyllenian Otus. friend of Phyleus’ son. 

The proud Epeians’ leader; M'/ges saw, 

And rush’d upon him; but Polydamas, 

Stooping, the blow evaded; him he miss’d; 

For Phoebus will’d not Panthous’ son should fall 
In the front rank contending; but'the spear 
Smote Croesmus through the breast ; thund’ring he fell, 610 
And from his corpse the victor stripp’d his arms. 

Him Dolops, son of Lampus, spearman skill’d, 

Well train’d in ev’ry point of war, assail’d 
(The son of Lampus he, the prince of men, 

Son of Laomedon); from close at hand 
Forward he sprang, and thrust at Meges’ shield; 

But him the solid corslet which he wore. 

With breast and back-piece fitted, sav’d from harm: 

The corslet Phyleus brought from Ephyra, 

By Selles’ stream ; Euphetes, King of men, 620 

Bestow’d it as a friendly gift, to wear 
In battle for a guard from hostile spears ; 

Which from destruction now preserv'd his son. 

Next Meges struck, with keen-edg’d spear, the crown 
Of Dolops’ brass-bound, horsehair-crested helm, 

Sev’ring the horsehair plume, which, brilliant late 
With crimson dye, now lay defil'd in dust. 

Yet fought he on, and still for vict’ry hop'd; 

But warlike Menelaus to the aid 

Of Meges came ; of Dolops unobserv’d 630 

He stood, and from behind his shoulder pierc’d; 

The point, its course pursuing, through his breast 
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Was driv’ii, and headlong on his face he fell. 

Forthwith advanc’d the two to seize the spoils; 

But louJl’< Hector on his kinsmen call’d; 

On all, h\ i chief on Icetaon’s son. 

The valiant Melanippus; he erewhile, 

In far Pe cote, ere the foes appear’d, 

Pastur’d his herds ; but when the ships of Greece 
Approach’d the shore, to Ilium back he came; 640 

There, ’mid the Trojans eminent, he dwelt 
In Priam’s house, belov’d as Priam’s son. 

Him Hector call’d by name, and thus address’d : 

“ Why, Melanippus, stand we idly thus? 

Doth not thy slaughter’d kinsman touch thy heart? 

See how they rush on Dolops’ arms to seize; 

Then on ! no distant war must now be wag’d. 

But hand to hand, till or the Greeks be slain. 

Or lofty Troy, with all her children, fall.” 

He said, and led the way; him follow'd straight 650 
The godlike chief ; great Ajax Telamon 
Meanwhile the Greekg encourag’d to the fight. 

And cried, “ Brave comrades, quit ye now like men; 

Bear a stout heart; and in the stubborn fight 
Let each to other mutual succour give ; 

By mutual succour more are sav’d than fall; 

In timid flight nor fame nor safety lies.” 

He said; and pond ’ring well his words, they stood, 

Firm in defence ; as with a wall of brass 

The ships they guarded; though against them Jove 660 

Led on the Trojans; Meneliius then 

With stirrmg words Antilochus address’d: 

“ Antilochus, than thou, of all the Greeks 
Is none more active, or more light of foot; 

None stronger hurls the spear; then from the crowd 
Spring forth, and aim to reach some Trojan’s life.” 

Thus saying, he withdrew; fir’d by his words, 

Forth sprang the youth, and pois’d his glitt’ring spear. 
Glancing around him; back the Trojans drew 
Before his aim; nor flew the spear in vain ; 670 

But through the breast it pierc’d, as on he came, 

Brave Melanippus, Icetaon’s son. 

Thund’ring he fell, and loud his armour rang. 

Forth sprang Antilochus, as springs a hound 
Upon a fawn^ which from its lair disturb’d 
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A hunter’s shaft has struck, and quell’d its pow’rs; 

So, Melanippus, sprang to seize thy spoils 
The stout Antilochus; but not unmark d 
Of Hector’s eye, who, hast’ning through the press, 
Advanc’d to meet him; waited not th’ attack, 680 

Bold warrior as he was, Antilochus, 

But trembling fled: as when a beast of prey. 

Conscious of evil deed, amid the herd 

The guardian dog or herdsman's self has slain, 

And flies, ere yet th’ avenging crowd collect; 

So fled the son of Nestor; onward press'd. 

By Hector led, the Trojans; loud their shouts, 

As on the Greeks their murd'rous shafts they pour'd: 

Vet turn’d he, when his comrades' ranks he reach'd. 

Then on the shipjs, as rav'ning lions, fell 690 

The 'I'rojans: they but work’d the will Jove, 

Who still their courage rais’d, and quell'd the Greeks; 

Of vict’ry these debarr’d, and those inspir'd; 

For so he will’d, that Hector, Priam’s > >n, 

Should wrap in fiire the beaked shijps of Greece, 

And Thetis to the uttermost obtain 
Her over-bold petition; yet did Jove, 

The Lord of counsel, wait but to behold 
The flames ascending from the blazing ships: 

For from that hour the Trojans, backward driv’n, 700 
Should to the Greeks the final triumph leave. 

With such design, to seize the ships, he fir’d 
Th’ already burning zeal of Priam's son; 

Fiercely he rag’d, as terrible as Mars 
With brandish’d spear; or as a raging fire 
’Mid the dense thickets on the mountain side. 

The foam was on his lips; bright flash’d his eyes 

Beneath his awful brows, and terribly 

Above his temples wav’d amid the fray 

The helm of Hector; Jove himself from Heav’n 710 

His guardian hand extending, him alone 

With glory crowning ’mid the host of men; 

But short his term of glory; for the day 
Was fast approaching, when, with Pallas’ aid, 

The might of Peleus’ son should work his doom# 

Oft he essay’d to break the ranks, where’er 
The densest throng and noblest arms he saw; 

But strenuous though his efforts, all were vain: 
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They, mass'd in close array, his charge withstood; 

Firm as a craggy rock, upstanding high, 720 

Close by the hoary sea, which meets unmov'd 
The boist'rous currents of the whistling winds. 

And the big waves that bellow round its base; 

So stood unmov'd the Greeks, and undismay'd. 

At length, blazing in his arms, he sprang 
Upon the mass; so plunging down, as when 
On some tall vessel, from beneath the clouds 
A giant billow, tempest-nurs’d, descends : 

The deck is drench'd in foam ; the stormy wind 
Howls in the shrouds; th' affrighted seamen quail 73c 
In fear, but little way from death remov'd; 

So quail'd the spirit in ev’ry Grecian breast. 

As when a rav’ning lion on a herd 
Of heifers falls, which on some marshy mead 
Feed numberless, beneath the care of one, 

Unskiil’d from beasts of prey to guard his charge; 

And while beside the front or rear he walks. 

The lion on th' unguarded centre springs, 

Seizes on one, and scatters all the rest; 

So Hector, led by Jove, in wild alarm 740 

Scatter'd the Grecians all; but one alone. 

Brave Periphetes, of Mycenie, slew; 

The son of Copreus, whom Eurystheus sent 
His envoy to the might of Hercules ; 

Far nobler than the father w’as the son ; 

In speed of foot, in warlike might, in mind, 

In all, among Myccnians foremost he; 

Who now on Hector fresh renown conferr'd ; 

For, backward as he stepp’d, against the rim 
Of the bread shield which for defence he bore, 75c 

Down reaching to his feet, he tripp'd, and thus 
Entangled, backward fell; and as he fell, 

Around his temples clatter’d loud his helm. 

* Hector beheld, and o’er him stood in haste. 

And with his spear transfix’d his breast, and slew 
Before his comrades’ eyes ; yet dar’d not one, 

Though grieving for their comrade’s loss, advance 
To rescue; such of Hector was their awe. 

They fronted now the ships; the leading prows 
Which first were drawn on shore, still barr’d their way; 760 
Yet on they stream’d; and from the foremost ships, 
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Now hardly press’d, the Greeks perforce retir’d; 

But closely mass’d before the tents they stood, ^ 

Not scatter’d o’er the camp; by shame restrain'd. 

And fear; and loudly each exhorted each. 

Gerenian Nestor chief, the prop of Greece, 

Thus by their fathers singly each adjur’d : 

“ Quit ye like men, dear friends; and think it shame 
To forfeit now the praise of other men; 

Let each man now his children and his wife, 770 

His fortunes and his parents, bear in mind; 

And not the living only, but the dead ; 

For them, the absent, 1, your suppliant, pray, 

That firm ye stand, and scorn disgraceful flight.” 

His words fresh courage rous’d in evVv breast; 

And from their eyeballs Pallas purg’d away 
Tlie film of darkness; and on ev’rv side, 

Both tow’rd the ships and tow’rd the level fight, 

Clear li^ht diffus’d; there Hector they discern'd, 

And all his comrades, those who stood aloof, 780 

And those who near the ships maintain’d the war. 

Then was not Ajax’ mighty soul content 
To stand where stood the other sons of Greece; 

Along the vessels’ lofty decks he mov’d 

With haughty stride; a pond’rous boarding-pike, 

Well-polish’d, and with rivets well secur'd, 

Of two and twenty cubits length, he bore. 

As one well-skill 'd in feats of horsemanship. 

Who from a troop of horses on the plain 

Has parted four, and down the crowded road, 790 

While men and women all in^wonder gaze. 

Drives tow’rd the city; and with force unlir’d 
From one to other springs, as on they fly; 

O’er many a vessel’s deck so Ajax pass’d 

With lofty stride, and voice ih it reach’d to Heav’n, 

As loudly slujuting on the Greeks he call’d 
To save their ships and tents: nor Hector stay’d 
Amid the closely-buckler’d Trojan ranks; 

But, as upon a flock of birds, that feed 

Beside a river’s bank, or geese, or cranes, 800 

Or long-neck’d swans, a fiery eagle swoops; 

So on the dark-prow’d ship with furious rush 
Swept Hector down; him Jove with mighty hand 
Sustain’d, and with him forward urg’d thetrrowd. 



Book XV. 


Homer’s Iliad 


269 


Fierce round the ships again the battle rag’d; 

Well might ye deem no previous toil had worn 
Their strength, who in that dread encounter met; 

With edge so keen, and stubborn will they fought. 

But varying far their hopes and fears: the Greeks 
Of safety and escape from death despair’d; 810 

While high the hopes in ev’ry Trojan’s breast, 

To bum the ships, and slay the warlike Greeks: 

So minded each, oppos’d in arms they stood. 

On a swift-sailing vessel’s stern, that bore 
Protesilaus to the coast of Troy, 
ut to his nath'e country bore not thence, 

Hector bad laid his hand; around that ship 
Trojans and Greeks in mutual slaughter join’d. 

The arrow’s or the jav’lin’s distant (light 

They waited not, but, fir’d with equal rage, 820 

Fought hand to hand, with axe and hatchet keen. 

And mighty swords, and double-pointed spears. 

Many a fair-hilted blade, with iron bound, 

Dropp’d from the hands, or from the sever’d arms, 

Of warrior chiefs ; the dark earth ran with blood : 

Yet loos’d not Hector of the stern liis hold. 

But grasp’d the poop, and on the Trojans call'd: 

“ Bring fire, and all together loud and clear 
Your war-cry raise; this day will Jove repay 
Our labours all, with capture of those ships, 830 

Which hither came, against the will of lleav’n^ 

And which on us unnumber’d ills have brought^ 

By our own Elders’ fault, who me, desiring 
Ev’n at their vessels’ stem to urge the war. 

Withheld, and to the town the troops confin’d. 

But Jove all-seeing, if he then o’errul’cl 
Our better mind, himself is now our aid.” 

Thus he: they onward press’d with added zeal; 

Ncr Ajax yet endur’d, by hostile spears 
Now sorely gall’d ; yet but a little space, 840 

Back to the helmsman’s sev’n-foot board he mov’d. 
Expecting death; and left the lofty deck, 

Where long he stood on guard ; but still his spear 

The Trojans kept aloof, whoe’er essay’d 

Amid the ships to launch th’ unwearied flames; 

And, loudly shouting, to the Greeks he call’d: 

“ Friends, Grecian heroes, ministers of Mars, 
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Quit ye like men ! dear friends, remember now 
Your wonted valour 1 think ye in your rear 
To find supporting forces, or some fort 850 

Whose walls may give you refuge from your foe? 

No city is nigh, whose well-appointed tow’rs. 

Manned by a friendly race, may give us aid ; 

But here, upon the well-arm’d Trojans’ soil, * 

And only resting on the sea, we lie 

Far from our country; not in faint retreat, 

But in our own good arms, our safety lies.” 

He said; and with his sharp-edg’d spear his words 
He follow’d up ; if any Trojan dar’d, 

By Hector’s call inspir’d, with fiery brand S60 

To assail the ship^s, him with his sharp-edg’d spear 
Would Ajax meet; and thus before the ships 
Twelve warriors, hand to hand, his prowess felt. 
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Achilles, at the suit of Patrocliis. grants him his own armour, and 
permission to lead the Minrmidons to battle. They, sallying, 
repulse the Trojans. Patroclus slays Sarpedon, and Hector, 
when Apollo had first stripped off his armour and Euphorbiis 
wounded him, slays Patroclus. 

Thus round the well-mann’d ship they wag’d the war: 
Meanwhile by Peleus’ son Patroclus stood, 

Weeping hot tears; as some dark-water’d fount 
Pours o’er a craggy rock its gloomy stream ; 

Achilles, swift of foot, with pity saw. 

And to his friend these winged words address’d : 

“ Why weeps Patrc^lus, like an infant girl. 

That prays her mother, by whose side she runs, 

To take her up ; and, clinging to her gown, 

Impedes her way, and still with tearful eyes lo 

Looks in her face, until she take her up ? 

Ev'n as that girl, Patroclus, such art thou, 

Shedding soft tears : hast thou some tidings brought 
Touching the gen’ral weal, or me alone ? 

Or have some evil news from Phthia come, 

Known but to thee? Menoetius, Actor’s son. 

Yet surely lives; and ’mid his Myrmidons 
Lives aged Peleus, son of iEacus : 

Their deaths indeed might well demand our tears : 

Or weep’st thou for the Greeks, who round their ships 20 
By death their former insolence repay ? 

Speak out, that I may know thy cause of grief.” 

To whom, with bitter groans, Patroclus thus: 

“ O son of Peleus, noblest of the Greeks, 

Achilles, be not wroth! such weight of woe 
The Grecian camp oppresses; in their ships 
They who were late their bravest and their best, 

Sore wounded all by spear or arrow lie; 

The valiant son of Tydeus, Diomed, 

Pierc’d by a shaft, Ulysses by a spear, 
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And Agamemnon's self; Eurypylus 
By a sharp arrow through the thigh transfix'd ; 

For these, the large resources of their art 
The leeches ply, and on their wounds attend; 

While thou, x\chilles, still remain'st unmov’d. 

Oh, be it never mine to nurse such hate i 

As thou retain ’st, inflexibly severe! 

Who e’er may hope in future days by thee 
To profit, if thou now forbear to save 

The Greeks from shame and loss? Unfeeling man! 40 
Sure Peleus, horseman brave, was ne’er thy sire. 

Nor Thetis bore thee; from the cold grey sea 
And craggy rocks thou hadst thy birth; so hard 
And stubborn is thy soul. But if the fear 
Of evil prophesied thyself restrain. 

Or message by thy Goddess-mother brought 

From Jove, yet send me forth with all thy force 

Of Myrmidons, to be the saving light 

Of Greece; and let me to the battle bear 

Thy glitt’ring arms, if so the men of Troy, 50 

Scar’d by thy likeness, may forsatce the field. 

And breathing-time afford the sons of Greece, 

Toil-worn; for little pause has yet been theirs. 

Fresh and unwearied, we may drive with ease 
To their own city, from our ships and tents, 

The Trojans, worn and battle- wearied men.” 

Thus pray'd he, all unwisely; for the pray’r 
He utter’d, to himself was fraught with death; 

To whom, much griev’d, Achilles, swift of foot: 

Heav’n-born Patroclus, oh, what words are these! 60 
Of prophecy I reck not, though I know; 

Nor message hath my mother brought from Jove; 

But it afflicts my soul, when one I see 
That basely robs his equal of his prize. 

His lawful prize, by highest valour won; 

Such grief is mine, such wrong have 1 sustain’d. 

Her, whom the sons of Greece on me bestow’d, 

Prize of my spear, the well-walPd city storm’d, 

The mighty Agamemnon, Atreus’ son, 

Hath borne by force away, as from the hands 7c 

Of some dishonour’d, houseless vagabond. 

\ But let the past be past ; I never meant 
Jdy wrath should have no end; yet had not thought 
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My anger to abate, till my own ships 
Should hear the war-cry, and the battle bear. 

But go, and in my well-known armour clad. 

Lead forth the valiant Myrmidons to war. 

Since the dark cloud of Trojans circles round 
The ships in force; and on the shingly beach, 

Pent up in narrow limits, lie the Greeks ; 80 

And all the city hath pour’d its numbers forth 
In hope undoubting ; for they see no more 
My helm among them flashing; else in flight 
Their dead would choke the streams, if but to me 
Great Agamemnon bore a kindly mind : 

But round the camp the battle now is wag’d. 

No more the hands of valiant Diomed, 

The Greeks protecting, hurl his fiery spear; 

Nor hear I now, from his detested lips. 

The shout of Agamemnon; all around 90 

Is heard the warrior-slayer Hector’s voice, 

Cheering his Trojans; with triumphant cries 
They, from the vanquish’d Greeks, hold all the plain. 
Nathless do thou, Patroclus, in defence 
F'all boldly on, lest they with blazing fire 
Our ships destroy, and hinder our retreat. 

But hear, and ponder well the end of all 
T have to say, and so for me obtain 
Honour and glory in the eyes of Greece ; 

And that the beauteous maiden to my arms 100 

They may restore, with costly gifts to boot. 

The ships reliev’d, return forthwith; and though 
The Thund’rer, Juno’s Lord, should deign to c^o^vn 
Thine arms with triumph, be not over-bold 
To combat with the warlike sons of Troy; 

(So should my name in less repute be held ;) 

Nor, in the keen excitement of the fight 

And slaughter of the Trojans, lead thy troops 

On tow’rd the city, lest thou find thyself 

By some one of th’ immortal Gods oppos’d ; no 

For the far-darting Phtebus loves them w ell ; 

But when in safety thou hast plac’d the ships. 

Delay not to return, and leave the rest 
To battle on the plain: for would to Jove, 

To Pallas and Apollo, that not one. 

Or Greek or Tr6jan, might escape from death, 
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Save only thou and I; that so we two 
Alone might raze the sacred tow’rs of Troy." 

Such converse held they ; while by hostile spears 
Hard press’d, no longer Ajax might endure; 120 

At once by Jove’s high will and Trojan foes 
O’ermaster’d; loud beneath repeated blows 
Clatter’d around his brow the glitt’ring helm, ‘ 

As on the well-wrought crest the weapons fell ; 

And his left arm grew faint, that long had borne 
The burthen of his shield; yet nought avail’d 
The press of spears to drive him from his post; 

Lab’ring he drew his breath, his ev’ry limb 

With sweat was reeking; breathing space was none; 

Blow follow’d blow, and ills were heap’d on ill. 130 

Sa)' now, ye Nine, who on Olympus dwell. 

How first the fire assail’d the Grecian ships. 

Hector approach’d, and on the ashen spear 
Of Ajax, close behind the head, let fall 
His mighty sword ; right through he clove the wood ; 

And in his hand the son of Telamon 
The headless shaft held bootless; far away. 

Loud ringing, fell to earth the brazen point. 

Great Ajax saw, and deep his noble soul 

Was troubled, as he knew the work of lleav’n; 140 

And that the Thund’rer had decreed to thwart 

His warlike hopes, and vict’ry give to Troy. 

Slow he retir’d ; and to the vessel they 
The blazing torch applied; high rose the flame 
Unquenchable, and wrapp’d the poop in fire. 

The son of i^cleus saw, and with his palm 
Smote on his thigh, and to Patroclus call’d: 

“ Up, nobly-born Patroclus, car-borne chief! 

Up, for I see above the ships ascend 

The hostile fires; and lest they seize the ships, 150 

And hinder our retreat, do thou in haste 
Thine armour don, while I arouse the troops.” 

He said: his dazzling arms Patroclus donn’d: 

First on his legs the well-wrought greaves he fix’d, 
Fasten’d with silver clasps; his ample cliest 
The breastplate of Achilles, swift of foot, 

Star-spangled, richly wrought, defended well; 

Around his shoulders slung, his sword he bore, 
Brass-bladed, silver-studded; next his shield 
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Weighty and Strong; and on his firm-set head i6o 

A helm he wore, well-wrought, with horsehair plume 
That nodded, fearful, o'er his brow ; his hand 
Grasped two stout spears, familiar to his hold. 

One spear Achilles had, long, ponderous, tough; 

But this he touch’d not; none of all the Greeks, 

None, save Achilles’ self, that spear could poise; 

The far-fam’d Pelian ash, which to his sire, 

On Pelion’s summit fell’d, to be the bane 
Of mightiest chiefs, the Centaur Chiron gave. 

Then to Automedon he gave command 170 

To yoke the horses: him he honour’d most. 

Next to Achilles’ self; the trustiest he 
In battle to await his chief’s behest. 

The flying steeds he harness’d to the car. 

Xanthus and Balius, fleeter than the winds ; 

Whom, grazing in the marsh by ocean’s stream, 

Podarge, swift of foot, to Zephyr bore: 

And by their side the matchless Pedasus, 

Whom from the cap^ire of Eetion’s town 

Achilles bore away; a mortal horse, 180 

But with immortal coursers meet to vie. 

Meantime Achilles, through their sev’ral tents. 
Summon’d to arms the warlike Myrmidons. 

They all, like rav’ning wolves, of courage high, 

That on the mountain side have hunted down 
An an tier’d stag, and batten’d on his flesh: 

Their chaps all dyed with blood, in troops they go, 

With their lean tongues from some black-water ’d fount 
To lap the ::urface of the dark cool wave, 

Their jaws with blood yet reeking, unsubdued 190 

Their courage, and their bellies gorg’d with flesh; 

So round Pelides’ valiant follower throng’d 
The chiefs and rulers of the Myrmidons. 

Achilles in the midst to charioteers 

And buckler’d warriors issued his commands- 

Fifty swift ships Achilles, dear to^Jove, 

Led to the coast of Troy; and rang’d in each 
Fifty brave comrades mann’d the rowers’ scats. 

O’er these live chiefs, on whom he most relied, 

He plac’d, himself the Sov’reign Lord of all. 200 

One band Menestheus led, with glancing mail, 

Son of Sperchius, Ileav’n-descended stream; 
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Him Peleus’ daughter, Polydora fair, 

A mortal in a God’s embrace compressed. 

To stout Sperchius bore; but, by repute. 

To Boms, Perieres’ son, who her 
In public, and with ample dowV, espous'd. 

The brave Eudorus led the second band. 

Whom Phylas’ daughter, Polymele fair, ^ j 

To Hermes bore; the maid he saw, and lov'd, 210 

Amid the virgins, mingling in the dance 
Of golden-shafted Dian, Huntress-Queen; 

He to her chamber access found, and gain’d 
By stealth her bed; a valiant son she bore, 

Eudorus, swift of foot, in battle strong. 

But when her infant, by Lucina’s aid, 

Was brought to light, and saw the face of day, 

Her to his home, with ample dow’r enrich’d, 

Echecles, son of Actor, bore away ; 

While him the aged Phylas kept, and nurs’d 220 

With tender care, and cherish’d as his own. 

The brave Peisander, son of Micmalus, 

The third commanded ; of the MyVmidoris, 

Next to Pelides’ friend, the noblest spear. 

The fourth, the aged warrior Phoenix led ; 

The fifth, Alcimedun, Laerces’ son: 

These in their order due Achilles first 
Array’d, and next with stirring words address’d : 

“ Ye ^Myrmidons, forget not now the vaunts 
Which, while my wrath endur’d, ye largely pour’d 230 
Upon the Irojans; me ye freely blam'd; 

‘ Ill-omen’d son of Peleus, sure in wrath 
Thou wast conceiv’d, implacable, who here 
In idleness enforc’d thy comrades keep’stl 
'Twere better far our homeward way to take. 

If such pernicious rancour fill thy soul ! ’ 

Thus ye reproach’d me oft! Lo! now ye have 
The great occasion which your souls de.sir’d I 
Then on, and with brave hearts the Trojans meet! " 

His words fresh couVage rous'd in ev'ry breast; 24c 
And more compact, beneath their monarch’s eye. 

Their ranks were form’d; as when the builder lays 

The closely-fitting stones, to form the wall 

Of some great house, and brave the winds of Heav’n; 

So close were fitted helm and bossy shield^ 
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Buckler on buckler press’d, and hejm on helm. 

And man on man ; the horsehair plumes above, 

That nodded, fearful, from the warrior’s brows, 

Each other touch’d ; so closely mass’d they stood. 
Before them all stood prominent in arms 
Two chiefs, Patroclus and Automedon, 

Both with one thought possess’d, to lead the fight 
In the fore-front of all the Myrmidons. 

Achilles then within his tent withdrew. 

And of a gorgeous coffer rais’d the lid, 

Well-wrought, by silver-footed Thetis plac’d 
On board his ship, and fill'd with rich attire, 

With store of wind-proof cloa.ks, and carpets soft^ 
There lay a goblet, richly chas’d, whence none. 

But he alone, might drink the ruddy wine, 

Nor might libations thence to other Gods 
Be made, save only Jove; this brought he forth, 

And first with sulphur purified, and next 
Wash’d with pure water; then his hands he wash’d. 
And drew the ruddy wine; then standing forth 
Made in the centre of the court his pray’r, 

And as he pour’d the wine, look’d up to Heav’n, 

Not unbeheld of Jove, the lightning’s Lord: 

“ Great King, Dodona’s Lord, Pelasgian Jove, 
Who dwell’st on high, and rul’st with sov’reign sway 
Dodona’s wintry heights; where dwell around 
Thy Sellian priests, men of unwashen feet, 

That on the bare ground sleep ; thou once before 
Hast heard my pray’r, and me with honour crown’d. 
And on the Greeks inflicted all thy plagues; 

Hear yet again, and this my boon accord. 

I ’mid the throng of ships myself remain; 

But with a num’rous force of Myrmidons 
I send my comrade in my stead to fight: 

On him, all-seeing Jove, thy favour pour; 

■ Strengthen his heart, that Hector’s self may learn 
If, ev’n alone, my follower knows *10 fight. 

Or onlv then resistless pow’r displays. 

When I myself the toil of battle share. 

And from our vessels when the foe is driv’n, 

Grant that with all his arms and comrades true 
He may in safety to the ships return.” 

Thus pray’d he; Jove, the Lord of counsel, heard, 
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And half his pray’r he granted, half denied: 

For from the ships the battle to repel 290 

He granted; but denied his safe return. 

His pray’rs and off’rings ended, to the tent 

Achilles turn’d again, and in the chest 

Replac’d the cup; then issuing forth, he stood . 

Before the tent ; for much he long’d to see 

The Greeks and Trojans join in battle strife. 

They who in arms round brave Patroclus stood 

Their line of battle form’d, with courage high 

To dash upon the Trojans; and as W'asps 

That liave their nest beside the public road, 300 

Which boys delight to vex and irritate 

In wanton play, but to the gen’ral harm; 

Them if some passing trav’ller unawares 
Disturb, with angry courage forth they rush 
In one continuous swarm, to guard their nest: 

Ev’n with such courage pour’d the Myrmidons 
Forth from the ships; then uproar wild arose, 

And loud Patroclus on his comrades call’d: 

“ Ye valiant Myrmidons, who boast yourselves 
Achilles’ comrades, quit ye now like men; 310 

Your ancient valour prove; to Peleus' son, 

Of all the Greeks the noblest, so shall we, 

His faithful followers, highest honour give; 

And Agamemnon's haughty self shall mourn 
The slight on Grecia’s bravest warrior cast.” 

His w’ords fresh courage rous’d in ev’ry breast. 

Thick on the Trojan host their masses fi*ll; 

While loud the fleet re-echoed to the sound 
Of Grecian cheers; but when the Trojans saw. 

Blazing in arms, Menoetius’ godlike son, 320 

Himself, and follower; quail'd the spirits of all; 

Their firm-set ranks were shaken; for they deem’d 
Achilles had beside the ships exchang’d 
His wTalh for friend.'>hip; and each sev’ral man 
Look’d round, to find his o^vn escape from death. 

Then first Patroclus aim’d his glitt’ring spear 
Amid the crowd, where thickest rag’d the war. 

Around the ship of brave Protesilas; 

And struck Pyraechmes, who from Amydon, 

From the wddc-flow’ing stream of Axius, led 330 

The horsehair-crested Pseons; him he struck 
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Through the right shoulder; backwards in the dust, 
Groaning, he fell; around him quail’d with fear 
His Paeons all, such terror in their ranks 
Patroclus threw, their bravest leader slain, 

The foremost in the fight; the crowd he drove 
Far from the ships, and quench’d the blazing fire. 

There lay the half-burnt ship; with shouts confus’d 
The Trojans fled; and from amid the ships 
Forth pour’d the Greeks; and loud the clamour rose. 340 
As when around a lofty mountain’s top 
The lightning’s Lord dispels a mass of cloud, 

And ev’ry crag, and ev’ry jutting peak 
Is plainly seen, and ev’ry forest glade ; 

And the deep vault of Heav’n is open’d wide; 

So when the Greeks had clear’d the ships of fire, 

They breath’d awhile; yet ceas’d not so the strife; 

For not in headlong panic from the ships 
The Trojans by the valiant Greeks were driv’n, 

But, though perforce retiring, still made head. 350 

Then of the chiefs, as wider spread the fight. 

Each singled each; Menoetius’ noble son 
First threw his pointed spear, and on the thigh 
Struck Areilochus, in act to turn ; 

Right through the point w’as driv’n; the weighty spear 
Shatter’d the bone, and prone to earth he fell. 

The w^arlike Menelilus aim’d his spear 
Where Thoas’ breast, unguarded by his shield, 

Was left expos’d; and slack’d his limbs in death. 

Phylcus’ brave son, as rush’d Amphiclus on, 360 

Stood firm, with eye observant; then th’ attack 
Preventing, through his. thigh, high up, where lie 
The strongest muscles, smote; the weapon’s point 
Sever’d the tendons; darkness clos’d his eyes. 

Of Nestor’s sons, Antilochus, the first, 

Atymnius wounded, driving through his flank 
The brazen spear; prone on his face he fell. 

Then, burning to avenge his brother’s death. 

Stood Maris o’er the corpse, and hand to hand 
Engag’d Antilochus ; but ere a blow 370 

Was struck, the godlike Thrasymedes drove 
Through his right shoulder, with unerring aim. 

His glitt’ring spear; the point his upper arm 
Tore from the muscles, shattTing all the bone: 
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Thundering he fell, and darkness clos’d iiis eyes. 

So to the shades, by those two brethren’s hands 
Subdued, Sarpedon’s comrades brave were sent, 

The sons of Amisodarus, who rear’d 
The dread Chimaera, bane of mortal men. 

On Cleobulus, wounded in the press, 380 

Ajax Oileus sprang, and captive took, 

Alive; but sudden on his neck let fall 

His hilted sword, and quench’d the fire of life. 

The hot blood dyed the sword; the darkling shades 
Of death, and rig’rous fate, his eyes o’erspread. 

Then Peneleus and Lycon, hand to hand, 

Engag'd in combat ; both had miss'd their aim, 

And bootless hurl'd their weapons; then with swords 

They met : first Lycon on the crested helm 

Dealt a fierce blow; but in his hand the blade 390 

Up to the hilt was shiver’d; then the sword 

Of Peneleus his neck, below the ear, 

Dissever'd ; deeply in his throat the blade 
Was plung’d, and by the skin alone was stay'd; 

Do%vn droop’d his head, his limbs relax’d in death. 
Meriones by speed of foot o’ertook. 

And, as his car he mounted, Acamas 

Through the right shoulder pierc’d; down from the car 

He fell; the shades of death his eyes o’erspread. 

Full on the mouth of Erymas was thrust 400 

The weapon of Idomeneus; right through, 

The white bones crashing, pass’d the brazen spear 
Below the brain; his teeth were shatter’d all; 

With blood, wLich with convulsive sobs he blew 
From mouth and nostril, both his eyes were fill’d; 

And death’s dark cloud encompass’d him around. 

Thus slew the Grecian leaders each his man. 

As rav’ning wolves, that lambs or kids assail, 

Stiay’d from their dams, by careless shepherds left 
Upon the mountain scatter’d; these they see, 410 

And tear at once their unresisting prey ; 

So on the Trojans fell the Greeks ; in rout 
Disastrous they, unmann’d by terror, fled. 

Great Ajax still, unwearied, long’d to hurl 
His spear at Hector of the brazen helm ; 

But he, well-skill’d in war, his shoulders broad 
Protected by his shield of tough buU’s-hide, 
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Watch’d for the whizzing shafts, and jav’lins’ whirr. 

P'ull well he knew the tide of battle turn’d, 

Yet held his ground, his trusty friends to save. 420 

As from Olympus, o’er the clear blue sky 
Pour the dark clouds, when Jove the vault of Heav’n 
Overspreads with storm and tempest, from the ships 
So pour’d with panic cries the flying host. 

And in disorder’d rout recross’d the trench. 

Then Hector’s flying coursers bore him safe 
Far from the struggling masses, whom the ditch 
Detain’d perforce; there many a royal car 
With broken pole th’ unharness’d horses left. 

On, shouting to the Greeks, Patroclus press’d 430 

The flying Trojans ; they, with panic cries. 

Dispers’d, the roads encumber’d; high uprose 
The storms of dust, as from the tents and ships 
Back to the city stretch’d the flying steeds ; 

And ever where the densest throng appear’d 
With furious threats Patroclus urg’d his course; 

His glowing axle trac’d by prostrate men 
- Hurl’d from their cars, and chariots overthrown. 

Flew o’er the deep-sunk trench th’ immortal steeds. 

The noble prize the Gods to Peleus gave, 440 

Still onward straining ; for he long’d to reach, 

And hurl his spear at Hector; him meanwhile 
His flying steeds in safety bore away. 

As in th’ autumnal season, when the earth 
With weight of rain is saturate; when Jove 
Pours down his fiercest storms in wrath to men, 

Who in their courts unrighteous judgments pass. 

And justice yield to lawless violence. 

The wrath of Heav’n despising; ev’ry stream 
Is brimming o’er; the hills in gullies deep 450 

Are by the torrents seam’d, which, rushing down 
From the high mountains to the dark-blue sea. 

With groans and tumult urge their headlong course. 
Wasting the works of man; so urg’d their flight. 

So, as they fled, the Trojan horses groan’d. 

The foremost ranks cut off, back tow’rd the ships 
Patroclus drove them, baffling their attempts 
To gain the city ; and in middle space 
Between the ships, the stream, and lofty wall, 

Dealt slaughter round him, and of many a chief 460 
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The bitter penalty of death requir’d. 

Then Pronous with his glitt’ring spear he struck. 

Where by the shield his breast was left expos’d. 

And slack’d his limbs in death; thund’ring he fell. 

Next Thestor, son of CEnops, he assail’d; 

He on his polish’d car, down-crouching, sat, 

His mind by fear disorder’d ; from his hands 
The reins had dropp’d ; him, thrusting with the spear, 
Through the right cheek and through the teeth he smote, 
Then dragg’d him, by the weapon, o’er the rail. 470 

As when an angler on a prominent rock 
Drags from the sea to shore with hook and line 
A weighty fish; so him Patroclus dragg’d, 

Gaping, from off the car; and dash’d him down 
Upon his face; and life forsook his limbs. 

Next Eryalus, eager for the fray. 

On the mid forehead with a mighty stone 
He struck; beneath the pond’rous helmet’s weight 
The skull was split in twain; prostrate he fell. 

By life-consuming death encompass’d round. 480 

Forthwith Amphoterus, and Erymas, 

Echius, Epaltes, and Tlepolemus, 

Son of Damastor, Pyris, Ipheus brave, 

Euippus, Polymelus, Argeas’ son. 

In quick succession to the ground he brought. 

Sarpedon his ungirdled forces saw 
Promiscuous fall before Menoetius’ son, 

And to the Lycians call’d in loud reproof; 

“ Shame, Lycians! whither fly ye? why this haste? 

I will myself this chief confront, and learn 490 

Who this may be of bearing proud and high, 

Who on the Trojans grievous harm hath wrought, 

^d many a warrior’s limbs relax’d in death.” 

He said, and from his car, accoutred, sprang; 

Patroclus saw, and he too leap’d to earth. 

As on a lofty rock, with angry screams, 

Hook-1 )eak’d, with talons curv’d, two vultures fight; 

So with loud shouts these two to battle rush’d. 

The son of Saturn pitying saw, and thus 
To Juno spoke, his sister and his wife; 500 

“ Woe, woe ! that fate decrees my bcst-belov’d, 
Sarpedon, by Patroclus’ hand to fall; 

Ev’n now conflicting thoughts my soul divide, 
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To bear him from the fatal strife unhurt. 

And set him down on Lycia’s fertile plains. 

Or leave him by Patroclus’ hand to fall.” 

Whom answer’d thus the stag-ey’d Queen of Heav’n: 

“ What words, dread son of Saturn, dost thou speak? 
Wouldst thou a mortal man from death withdraw 
Long since by fate decreed? Do what thou wilt; 510 
Yet cannot we, the rest, applaud thine act. 

This, tco, I say, and turn it in thy mind: 

If to his home Sarpedon thou restore 

Alive, bethink thee, will not other Gods 

Their sons too from the stubborn fight v illidrav. ? 

For in the field around the walls of Troy 
Are many sons of Gods, in all of whom 
This act of thine will angry feelings rouse. 

But if thou love him, and thy soul deplore 

His coming doom, yet in the stubborn light 520 

Leave him beneath Patroclus’ hand to fall: 

Then, when his spirit hath fled, the charge at^sign 
To Death and gentle Sleep, that in their arms 
They bear him safe to Lycia’s wide-spread plains: 

There shall his brethren and his friends perform 
His fun’ral rites, and mound and column raise, 

The fitting tribute to the mighty dead.” 

Thus she; the Sire of Gods and men complied: 

But to the ground some drops of blood let fall. 

In honour of his son, whom fate decreed, 530 

Far from his country, on the fertile plains 
Of Troy to perish by Patroclus’ hand. 

As near the champions drew, Patroclus first 
His weapon hurl’d, and Thrasymedes brave, 

The faithful follower of Sarpedon, struck 
Below the waist, and slack’d his limbs in death. 

Thrown in his turn, Sarpedon’s glitt’ring spear 
Flew wide ; and Pedasus, the gallant horse, 

'Through 'the right shoulder wounded ; with a scream 
He fell, and in the dust breath’d forth his life, 540 

As, shrieking loud, his noble spirit fled. 

This way and that his two companions sw'erv’d; 

Creak’d the strong yoke, and tangled were the reins, 

As in the dust the prostrate courser lay. 

Automedon the means of safety saw; 

And drawing from beside his brawny thigh 
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His keen-edg*d sword, with no uncertain blow 
Cut loose the fallen horse ; again the twain 
Were righted, and again the traces stretch’d. 

Again in mortal strife the warriors clos’d: 550 

Once more Sarpedon hurl’d his glitt’ring spear 

In vain; above Patroclus* shoulder flew 

The point, innocuous; from his hand in turn 

The spear not vainly thrown, Sarpedon struck 

Where lies the diaphragm, below the heart. 

He fell; as fails an oak, or poplar tall. 

Or lofty pine, which on the mountain top 

For some proud ship the woodman’s axe hath hewn; 

So he, with death-cry sharp, before his car 

Extended lay, and clutch’d the blood-stain'd soil. 560 

As when a lion on the herd has sprung, 

And, ’mid the heifers seiz’d, the lordly bull 
Lies bellowing, crush’d between the lion’s jaws; 

So by Patroclus slain, the Lycian chief, 

Undaunted still, his faithful comrade rail'd: 

“ Good Glaucus, warrior tried, behoves thee now 
Thy speannanship to prove, and warlike inigiit. 

Welcome the fray; put forth thine utmost speed; 

Call on the Lycian chiefs, on ev’ry side, 

To press around, and for Sarpedon fight; 570 

Thou too thine arms for my protection wield; 

For 1 to thee, through all thy future days, 

Shall be a ceaseless scandal and reproach, 

If me, thus slain before the Grecian sliips, 

The Greeks be suffer’d of my arms to spoil: 

But stand thou fast, and others’ courage raise.” 

Thus as he spoke, the shades of death o’erspread 
His eyes and nostrils; then with foot ffrni-set 
Upon his chest, Patroclus from tlie corpse 
Drew, by main force, the fast-adhering spear; 580 

The life forth issuing with the weapon’s point. 

Loos’d from the royal car, the snorting steeds. 

Eager for flight, the Myrmidons detain’d. 

Deep-grleving, Glaucus heard his comrade’s voice: 

His spirit was stirr’d within him, impotent 
To bear him succour; with his hand he grasp’d 
His wounded arm, in torture from the wound 
By Teucer’s arrow giv’n, as on he press’d 
To aid his friends, and scale the loft>' v/all. 
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Then to Apollo thus address’d his pray’r: 590 

“ Hear me, great King, who, as on Lycia’s plains, 

Art here in Troy; and hear’st in ev’ry place 
Their voice who suffer, as I suffer now. 

A grievous wound I bear, and sharpest pangs 
My arm assail, nor may the blood be stanch’d: 

The pain weighs down my shoulder; and my hand 
Hath lost its pow’r to fight, or grasp my spear. 

Sarpedon, bravest of the brave, is slain, 

The son of Jove; yet Jove preserv’d him not. 

But thou, O King, this grievous wound relic /e; 600 

Assuage the pain, and give me strength to urge 
My Lycian comrades to maintain the war. 

And fight myself to guard the noble dead.” 

Thus, as he pray’d, his pray’r Apollo heard. 

Assuag’d his pains, and from the grievous wound 
Stanch’d the dark blood, and fill’d his soul with strength. 
Glaucus w'ithin himself perceiv’d, and knew. 

Rejoicing, that the God had heard his pray'r. 

The Lycian leaders firft on ev’ry side 
"^He urg’d to hasten for their King to fight: 610 

Then ’mid the Trojans went with lofty step. 

And first to Panthous’ son, Polydamas, 

To brave Agenor and JEnc&s next ; 

Then Hector of the brazen helm himself 
Approaching, thus with winged words address'd: 

“ Hector, forgett’st thou quite thy brave allies. 

Who freely in thy cause pour forth their lives, 

Fai from their home and friends? but they from thee 
No -aid receive; Sarpedon lies in death. 

The leader of the buckler’d Lycian bands, 62c 

Whose justice and whose pow’r were Lyria’s shield; 

Him by Patroclus’ hand hath Mars subdued. 

But, friends, stand by me now! with just revenge 
Ii.spir’d, determine that the Myrmidons 
Shall not, how griev’d soe’er for all the Greeks 
Who by our spears beside the ships have fall’n. 

Our dead dishonour, and his arms obtain.” 

He said; and through the Trojans thrill’d the sense 
Of grief intolerable, unrestrain’d ; 

For he, though stranger-bom, was of the State 630 

A mighty pillar; and his followers 
A mim’rous hAst; and he himself in fight 
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Among the foremost; so, against the Greeks, 

With fiery zeal they rush’d, by Hector led. 

Griev’d for Sarpedon’s loss ; on th’ other side 
Patroclus’ manly heart the Greeks arous d, 

And to th’ Ajaces first, themselves inspir’d 
With martial ardour, thus address’d his sj)eech: 

“ Ye sons of Ajax, now is come the time 
Your former fame to rival, or surpass: 640 

The man hath fall’n, who first o'erlcap’d our wall, 
Sarpcdon; now remains, that, having slam, 

We should his corpse dishonour, and liis arms 
Strip off: and should some comrade dare attempt 
His rescue, him too with our spears subdue/' 

He said; and they, with martial ardour fir’d, 

Rush’d to the conflict. When on either side 
The reinforc’d battalions were array’d, 

Trojans and Lycians, Myrmidons and Greeks 

Around the dead in sternest combat met, 650 

With fearful shouts; and loud theii armour rang. 

Then, to enhance the horror of the strife 
Around his son, with darkness Jove o’erspread 
The stubborn fight: the Trojans first drove back 
The keen-ey’d Greeks; for first a warrior fell. 

Not of the meanest ’mid the Myrmidons, 

Epegeus, son of valiant Agacles; 

Who in Budaeum’s thriving state bore rule 
Erew'hile; but flying for a kinsman slain. 

To Peleus and the silver-footed Queen 660 

He came a suppliant; with Achilles thence 
To Ilium sent, to join the war of Troy. 

Him, as he stretch’d his hand to seize the dead, 

Full on the forehead, wdth a massive stone 
Great Hector smote; within the pond’rous helm 
The skull was split in twain; prone on the corpse 
He fell, by life-destroying death subdued. 

Griev’d was Patroclus for his comrade slain; 

Forward he darted, as a swift-wing’d hawk. 

That swoops amid the starlings and the daws; 670 

So swift didst thou, Patroclus, car-borne chief. 

Upon the Trojans and the Lycians spring, 

Thy soul with anger for thy comrade fill’d. 

A pond’rous stone he hurl’d at Sthcnelas, 

Son of Ithacmenes; the mighty mass 
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Fell on his neck, and all the muscles crush’d. 

Back drew great Plector and the chiefs of Troy; 

Far as a jav’lin’s flight, in sportive strife, 

Or in the deadly battle, hurl’d by one 

His utmost strength exerting; back so far 680 

The Trojans drew, so far the Greeks pursued. 

Glaucus, the leader of the Lycian spears. 

First turning, slew the mighty Bathycles, 

The son of Chalcon; he in Hellas dwelt. 

In wealth surpassing all the Myrmidons. 

Him, as he gain’d upon him in pursuit. 

Quick turning, Glaucus through the breast transfix’d ; 

Thund’ring he fell; deep grief possess’d the Greeks 

At loss of one so valiant; fiercely joy'd 

The Trojans, and around him crowded thick; 690 

Nor of their wonted valour were the Greeks 

Oblivious, but still onward held their course. 

Then slew Meriones a crested chief, 

The bold Laogonus, Onetor’s son ; 

Onetor, of Idaaan Jove the priest. 

And by the people as a God rever’d. 

Below the ear he struck him; from his limbs 
The spirit fled, and darkness veil’d his eyes. 

Then at Meriones Ai^neas threw 
His brazen spear, in hopes beneath his shield 70c 

To find a spot unguarded; he beheld. 

And downward stooping, shunn’d the brazen death; 
Behind him far, deep in the soil infix’d, 

The weapon stood; there Mars its impulse stay’d; 

So,, bootless hurl’d, though by no feeble hand, 

ALneas’ spear stood quiv’ring in the ground; 

Then thu j in wrath he cried ; “ Meriones, 

Had it but struck thee, nimble as thou art, 

My spear had brought thy dancing to a close.” 

To whom the spearman skill’d, Meriones: 710 

“ Brave as thou art, iEneas, ’tis too much 
For thee to hope the might of all to quell, 

Who dare confront thee; thou art mortal tool 
And if my aim be true, and should my spear 
But strike thee fair, all valiant as thou art. 

And confident, yet me thy fall shall crown 
With triumph, and thy soul to Hades send.” 

He said; and him Menoetius’ noble son 
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Address’d with grave rebuke: ** Meriones, 

Brave warrior, why thus waste the time in words? 720 
Trust me, good friend, 'tis not by vaunting speech. 
Unseconded by deeds, that we may hope 
To scare away the Trojans from the slain: 

Hands are for battle, words for council meet; , 

Boots it not now to wrangle, but to fight.” 

He said, and led the way ; him follow’d straight 
The godlike chief; forthwith, as loudly rings, 

Amid the mountain forest’s deep recess, 

The woodman’s axe, and far is heard the sound; 

So from the wide-spread earth their clamour rose, 730 
As brazen arms, and shields, and tough bull’s-hide 
Encounter’d swords and double-pointed spears. 

Nor might the sharpest sight Sarpedon know. 

From head to foot with wounds and blood and dust 
Disfigur’d; thickly round the dead thev swarm’d. 

As when at spring-tide in the cattle-sheds 
Around the milk-cans swarm the buzzing flies. 

While the warm milk is frothing m the pail ; 

So swarm’d they round the dead ; nor Jove the while 
Turn’d from the stubborn fight his piercing glance; 740 
But still look’d down with gaze intent, and mus'd 
Upon Patroclus’ coming fate, in doubt. 

If he too there beside Sarpedon slam, 

Should perish by illustrious Hector’s hand, 

Spoil’d of his arms; or yet be spar’d awdiile 
To swell the labours of the battle-field. 

He judg’d it best at length, that once again 

The gallant follow^er of Peleus’ son 

Should tow’rd the town with fearful slaughter drive 

The Trojans, and their brazen-helm^d chief. 750 

First Hector’s soul with panic fear he fill'd; 

Mounting his car, he fled, and urg’d to flight 
The Trojans; for he saw the scales of Jove. 

Then nor the valiant Lycians held their ground; 

All fled in terror, as they saw their King 
Pierc’d through the heart, amid a pile of dead; 

For o’er his body many a warrior fell, 

When Saturn’s son the conflict fierce inflam’d. 

Then from Sarpedon ’s breast they stripp’d his arms, 

Of brass refulgent; these Menoetius’ son 760 

Sent by his comrades to the ships of Greece. 
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To Phoebus then the Cloud-compeller thus: 

“ Hie thee, good Phoebus, from amid the spears 
Withdraw Sarpedon, and from all his wounds 
Cleanse the dark gore; then bear him far away. 

And lave his body in the flowing stream; 

Then with divine ambrosia all his limbs 
Anointing, clothe him in immortal robes. 

To two swift bearers give him then in charge, 

To Sleep and Death, twin brothers, in their arms 770 
To bear him safe to Lycia’s wide-spread plains: 

There shall his brethren and his friends perform 
His fungal rites, and mound and column raise. 

The fitting tribute to the mighty dead.'’ 

He said ; obedient to his father’s words, 

Down to the battle-field Apollo sped 
From Ida's height; and from amid the spears 
Withdrawn, he bore Sarpedon far away, 

And lav’d his body in the flowing stream; 

Then with divine ambrosia all his limbs 780 

Anointing, cloth'd him*in immortal robes; 

To two swift bearers gave him then in charge. 

To Sleep and Death, twin brothers ; in their arms 
They bore him safe to Lycia’s wide-spread plains. 

Then to Automedon Patroclus gave 
His orders, and the flying foe pursued. 

Oh much deceiv'd, insensate ! had he now 
But borne in mind the words of Peleus’ son, 

He might have 'scap'd the bitter doom of death. 

But still Jove's will the will of man o'errules: 790 

WiiQ strikes with panic, and of vict’ry robs 
The bravest; and anon excites to war; 

Who now Patroclus' breast with fury fill’d. 

Whom then, Patroclus, first, whom slew'st thou last, 
When summon’d by the Gods to meet thy doom ? 
Adrastus, and Autonous, Perimus 
The son of Meges, and Echeclus next; 

Epistor, Melanippus, Elasus, 

And Mulius, and Pylartes; these he slew; 

The others all in flight their safety found. 800 

Then had the Greeks the lofty-gated town 
Of Priam captur'd by Patroclus^ hand. 

So forward and so fierce he bore his spear; 

But on the well-built tow'r Apollo stood. 
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In hostile attitude, for Troy’s defence. 

The jutting angle of the lofty wall 
Patroclus thrice assail’d ; his onset thrice 
Apollo, with his own immortal hands 
Repelling, backward thrust his glitt’ring shield. 

But when again, with more than mortal force ^ 810 

He made his fourth attempt, with awful mien 
And threat’ning voice the Far-destroyer spoke: 

“ Back, Heav’n-born chief, Patroclus ! not to thee 
Hath fate decreed the triumph to destroy 
The warlike Trojans’ city; no, nor yet 
To great Achilles, mightier far than thou.” 

Thus as he spoke, Patroclus backward stepp’d, 
Shrinking before the Far-destroyer’s wrath. 

Still Hector kept before the Scaean gates 

His coursers; doubtful, if again to dare 820 

The battle-throng, or summon all the host 

To seek the friendly shelter of the wall. 

Thus as he mus’d, beside him Phoebus stood. 

In likeness of a warrior stout and* brave. 

Brother of Hecuba, the uncle thence 
Of noble Hector, Asius, Dymas’ son ; 

Who dwelt in Phrygia, by Sangarius’ stream; 

His form assuming, thus Apollo spoke: 

“ Hector, why shrink’st thou from the battle thus? 

It ill beseems thee! Would to Heav’n that I 830 

So far thy greater were, as thou art mine ; 

Then sorely shouldst thou rue this abstinence. 

But, forw'ard thou 1 against Patroclus urge 
Thy fiery steeds, so haply by his death 
Apollo thee with endless fame may crown.” 

This said, the God rejoin’d the strife of men; 

And noble Hector bade Cebriones 

Drive ’mid the fight his car; before him mov'd 

Apollo, scatt’ring terror ’mid the Greeks, 

And lustre adding to the arms of Iroy. 840 

All others Hector pass’d unnotic’d by. 

Nor stay’d to slay; Patroclus was the mark 
At which his coursers’ clatt’ring hoofs he drove. 

On th’ other side, Patroclus from his car 
Leap’d to the ground: his left hand held his spear; 

And in the right a pond’rous mass he bore 
Of rugged stone, that fill’d his ample grasp: 
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This sent he whirling; not in vain it flew. 

Nor miss’d its mark; but Hector’s charioteer 

It struck, Cebriones, a bastard son 850 

Of royal Priam, as the reins he held. 

Full on his temples fell the jagged mass, 

Drove both his eyebrows in, and crush’d the bone; 

Before him in the dust his eyeballs fell ; 

And, like a diver, from the well-wrought car 
Headlong he plung’d; and life forsook his limbs. 

O’er whom Patroclus thus with bitter jest: 

“ Heav’n! what agility! how deftly thrown 
That somersault 1 if only in the sea 

Such feats he wrought, with him might few compete, 860 
Diving for oysters, if with such a plunge 
He left his boat, how rough soe’er the waves. 

As from his car he plunges to the ground: 

Troy can, it seems, accomplish’d tumblers boast.” 

Thus saying, on Cebriones he sprang, 

As springs a lion, through the breast transfix’d, 

In act the sheepfold to despoil, and dies 
The victim of his courage; so didst thou 
Upon Cebriones, Patroclus, spring. 

Down from his car too Hector leap’d to earths 870 

So, o’er Cebriones, oppos’d they stood ; 

As on the mountain, o’er a slaughter’d stag, 

Both hunger-pinch’d, two lions fiercely fight. 

So o’er Cebriones two mighty chiefs, 

Menoetius’ son and noble Hector, strove. 

Each in the other bent to plunge his spear. 

The head, with grasp unyielding. Hector held; 

Patroclus seiz’d the foot; and, crowding round, 

Trojans and Greeks in stubborn conflict dos’d. 

As when, encount’ring in some mountain-glen, 8S0 

Eurus and Notus shake the forest deep. 

Of oak, or ash, or slender cornel-tree. 

Whose tap’ring branches are together thrown. 

With fearful din, and crash of broken boughs; 

So mix’d confus’dly, Greeks and Trojans fought. 

No thought of flight by either entertain’d. 

Thick o’er Cebriones the jav’lins flew. 

And feather’d arrows, bounding from the string ; 

And pond’rous stones that on the bucklers rang, 

As round^the dead they fought; amid the dust 890 
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That eddying rose, his art forgotten all. 

A mighty warrior, mightily he lay. 

While in mid Heav*n the sun pursued his course. 

Thick flew the shafts, and fast the people fell 
On either side; but when declining day 
Brought on the hour that sees the loosen’d steers, 

The Greeks were stronger far; and from the darts 
And Trojan battle-cry Cebriones 
They drew, and from his breast his armour stripp’d. 
Fiercely Patroclus on the Trojans loll: 900 

Thrice he assail’d them, terrible as Mars, 

With fearful shouts; and thrice nine foes he slew: 

But when again, with more than mortal force 
His fourth assault he made, thy term of life, 

Patroclus, then approach’d its final close; 

For Phoebus’ awful self encounter’d thee. 

Amid the battle throng, invisible, 

In thickest darkness shrouded all his form: 

He stood behind, and with extended palm 

Dealt on Patroclus’ neck and shoulders broad 910 

A mighty buffet; dizzy swam his eyes. 

And from his head Apollo snatch’d the helm ; 

Clank’d, as it roll’d beneath the horses’ feet. 

The visor’d helm ; the horsehair plume with blood 
And dust polluted; never till that day 
Was that proud helmet so with dust defil’d, 

That wont to deck a godlike chief, and guard 
Achilles’ noble head, and graceful brow: 

Now by the will of Jove to Hector giv’n. 

Now death was near at hand; and in his grasp 920 
His spear was shiver’d, pond'rous, long, and tough. 
Brass-pointed ; with its belt, the ample shield 
Fell from his shoulders; and Apollo’s hand, 

The royal son of Jove, his corslet loos’d. 

Then was his mind bewilder’d; and his limbs 
Gave way beneath him ; all aghast he stood : 

Him, from behind, a Dardan, Panthous* son, 

Eupiiorbus, peerless ’mid the Trojan youth. 

To hurl the spear, to run, to drive the car. 

Approaching close, between the shoulders stabb’d; 930 
He, train’d to warfare, from his car, ere this 
A score of Greeks had from their chariots hurl’d: 

Such was the man who thee, Patroclus, first 
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VVouncleci, but not subdued; the ashen spear 
He, in all haste, withdrew; nor dar’d confront 
Patroclus, though disarm'd, in deadly strife. 

Back to his comrades’ shelt’ring ranks retir’d, 

From certain death, Patroclus: by the stroke 
Of Phoebus vanquish’d, and Euphorbus’ spear: 

But Hector, when Patroclus from the fight 940 

He saw retreating, wounded, through the ranks 
Advancing, smote him through the flank; right through 
The brazen spear was driv’n; thund’ring he fell; 

And deeply mourn’d his fall the Grecian host. 

As when a lion hath in fight o’erbome 
A tusked boar, when on the mountain top 
They two have met, in all their pride of strength. 

Both parch’d with thirst, around a scanty spring; 

And vanquish’d by the lion’s force, the boar 
Hath yielded, gasping; so Menoetius’ son, 950 

Great deeds achiev’d, at length beneath the spear 
Of noble Hector yielded up his life ; 

Who o’er the vanquish’d thus, exulting, spoke: 

“ Patroclus, but of late thou mad’st thy boast 
To raze our city walls, and in your ships 
To bear away to your far-distant land. 

Their days of freedom lost, our Trojan dames : 

Fool that thou wast ! nor knew’st, in their defence. 

That Hector’s flying coursers scour’d the plain; 

From them, the bravest of the Trojans, I 960 

Avert the day of doom ; while on our shores 
Thy flesh shall glut the carrion birds of Troy. 

Ppor wreich ! though brave he be, yet Peleus’ son 
Avail’d thee nought, when, hanging back himself. 

With sage advice he sent thee forth to fight: 

‘ Come not to me, Patroclus, car-borne chief. 

Nor to the ships return, until thou bear 
The warrior-slayer Hector’s bloody spoils, 

Tom from his body ; ’ such were, I suppose. 

His counsels; thou, poor fool, becam’st his dupe.” 970 
To whom Patroclus thus m accents faint: 

“ Hector, thou boastest loudly now, that Jove, 

With Phoebus join’d, hath thee with vict’ry cro\vn’d: 

They wrought my death* who stripp’d me of my arms. 
Had I to deal with twenty such as thee, 

They all should perish, vanquish’d by my spear: 
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Me fate hath slain, and Phoebus; and, oi men, 
Euphorbus; thou wast but the third to strike. 

This too I say, and bear it in thy mind . 

Not long shalt thou survive me; death now 980 
And final doom hangs o’er thee, by the hand 
Of great Achilles, Peleus^ matchless son.” 

Thus as he spoke, the gloom of death his eyes 
O’erspread, and to the shades his spirit fled, 

Mourning his fate, his youth and strength cut off. 

To whom, though dead, the noble Hector thus: 
Patroclus, w’hy predict my coming h/ie? 

Or who can say but fair-hair’d Thetis’ son, 

Achilles, by my spear may first be slain ? ** 

He said, and planting firm his foot, withdrew 990 
The brazen spear, and backward drove the dead 
From off the weapon's point; then, spear in hand. 

Intent to slay, Automedon pursued. 

The godlike follower of ^Eacides; 

But him in safety bore th' immortal steeds. 

The noble prize the Gods to Peleusgave. 
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Sharp contest ensues around the body of Patroclus. Hector puts on 
the armour of Achilles. Menelaus, having ^spatched Antilochus 
to Achilles with news of the death of Patroclus, returns to the 
battle, and, together with Meriones, bears Patroclus ofE the 
field, while the A j aces cover their retreat. 

Nor wiis Patroclus' fall, by Trojans slain. 

Of warlike Menelaus unobserv’d ; 

Forward he sprang, in dazzling arms array’d. 

And round him mov’d, as round her new-dropp’d calf, 

Her first, a heifer moves with plaintive moan : 

So round Patroclus Menelaus mov’d, 

His shield’s broad orb and spear before him held, 

To all who might oppose him threat ’ning death. 

Nor, on his side, was Panthous’ noble son 

Unmindful of the slain; but, standing near, lo 

The warlike Menelaus thus address’d : 

** Illustrious son of Atreus, Heav’n-bom chief, 

Quit thou the dead; yield up the bloody spoils; 

For, of the Trojans and their fam’d Allies, 

Mine was the hand that in the stubborn fight 
First struck Patx*oclus ; leave me then to wear 
Among the men of Troy my honours due, 

. Lest by my spear thou lose thy cherish’d life.” 

To whom in anger Menelaus thus: 

‘‘ O Father Jove, how ill this vaunting tone 20 

Beseems this braggart ! In their own esteem. 

With Panthous’ sons for courage none may vie; 

Nor pard, nor lion, nor the forest boar, 

Fiercest of beasts, and proudest of his strength. 

Yet nought avail’d to Hyperenor’s might 
His youthful vigour, when he held me cheap, 

And my encounter dar’d; of all the Greeks 
He deem’d my prowess least; yet he, I w'een, 

On his own feet return’d not, to rejoice 
His tender, wife’s and honour’d parents’ sight. 

29s 


30 
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So shall thy pride be quell’d, if me tho^i dare 
Encounter; but I warn tliee, while ’tis time. 

Ere ill betide thee, ’mid the gcn’ral throng 
That thou withdraw, nor stand to me op[)os’d. 

After th’ event may ev’n a fool be wise.” 

He spoke in vain ; Euphorbus thus replied : 

Now, Heav’n-bom Menelaus, shalt thou pay 
The forfeit for my brother’s life, o’er whom. 

Slain by thy hand, thou mak’st thy boasting speech. 

Thou in the chambers of her new^-found home 40 

Hast made his bride a weeping widow; thou 
Hast fill’d with bitt’rest grief his parents’ hearts: 

Some solace might those hapless mourners find, 

Could I thy head and armour in the hands 
Of Panthous and of honour’d Phrontis place; 

Nor uncontested siiall the proof remain. 

Nor long deferr’d, of vicl’r>" or defeat.” 

He said, and struck the centre of the shield, 

But broke not through; against the stubborn brass 
The point w'as bent; then with a pray’r to Jove 50 

The son of Atreus in his turn advanc’d; 

And, backward as he stepp’d, below his throat 
Took aim, and pressing hard with stalwart hand 
Drove through the yielding neck the pond’rous spear: 
Thund’ring he fell, and loud his armour rang. 

Those locks, that with the Graces’ hair might vie. 

Those tresses bright, with gold and silver bound. 

Were dabbled all w'ith blood. As when a man 
Hath rear’d a fair and vig’rous olive plant, 

In some lone spot, by copious-gushing springs, 60 

And seen expanding, nurs’d by ev’ry breeze, • 

Its whit’ning blossoms; till with sudden gust 
A sweeping hurricane of wind and rain 
Uproots it from its bed, and prostrate lays; 

So lay the youthful son of Panthous, slain 
By Atreus’ son, and of his arms despoil’d. 

And as a lion, in the mountains bred. 

In pride of strength, amid the pasturing herd 
Seizes a heifer in his pow’rful jaws. 

The choicest; and, her neck first broken, rends, 70 

And, on her entrails gorging, laps the blood ; 

Though with loud clamour dogs and herdsmen round 
Assail him from afar, yet ventures none 



Book XVII. 


Homer’s Iliad 


297 


To meet his rage, for fear is on them all; 

So then was none so bold, with dauntless breast 
The noble Menelaus’ wrath to meet. 

Now had Atrides borne away with ease 

The spoils of Panthous’ son; but Phoebus grudg’ 

His prize of victory, and against him launch’d 

The might of Hector, terrible as Mars: 80 

To whom his winged words, in Mentes’ form. 

Chief of the Cicones, he thus address’d: 

“ Hector, thy labour all is vain, pursuing 
Pelides' flying steeds ; and hard are they 
For mortal man to harness, or control. 

Save for Achilles’ self, the Goddess-born. 

The valiant Menelaus, Atreus’ son. 

Defends meanwhile Patroclus; and ev’n now 
Hath slain a noble Trojan, Panthous’ son, 

Eiiphorbus, and his youthful vigour quell’d.” 90 

He said, and join’d again the strife of men: 

Hector’s dark soul with bitter grief was fill’d; 

He look’d amid the ranks, and saw the two. 

One slain, the other stripping off his arms, 

The blood outpouring from the gaping wounds 
Forward he sprang, in dazzling arms array’d. 

Loud shouting, blazing like the quenchless flames 
Of Vulcan : Menelaus heard the shout, 

And, troubled, commun’d with his valiant heart: 

“ Oh, woe is me ! for should I now the spoils 100 

Abandon, and Patroclus, who for me 
And in my cause lies slain, of any Greek 
Who saw me, I might well incur the blame: 

" And yet if here alone I dare to fight 
With Hector and his Trojans, much I f^ar. 

Singly, to be by numbers overwhelm’d; 

For Hector all the Trojans hither brings. 

But wherefore entertain such thoughts, my soul? 

Who strives, against the will divine, with one 
Belov’d of Heav’n, a bitter doom must meet. no 

Then none may blame me, though 1 should retreat 
From Hector, who with Heav’n’s assistance wars. 

Yet could I hear brave Ajax’ battle-cry. 

We two, returning, would th’ encounter dare, 

Ev’n against Heav’n, if so for Peleus’ son 
We might regain, and bear away the dead: 
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Some solace of our loss might then be ours.” 

While in his mind and spirit thus he mus’d, 

By Hector led, the Trojan ranks advanc’d: 

Backward he mov’d, abandoning the dead; 120 

But turning oft, as when with shouts and spears 
A bearded lion from the fold is driv’n 
By men and dogs; yet grieves his mighty heart. 

And with reluctant step he quits the yard: 

So from Patroclus Menelaus mov’d; 

Yet when he reach’d his comrades’ ranks, he turn’d, 

And look’d around, if haply he might find 
The mighty Ajax, son of Telamon. 

Him on the battle’s farthest left he spied. 

Cheering his friends and urging to the fiL^ht, 130 

For sorely Phoebus had their courage tried ; 

And hast’ning to his side, address’d him thus: 

“ Ajax, haste hither; to the rescue come 
Of slain Patroclus; if perchance w^e two 
^fay to Achilles, Peleus’ son, restore 
His body: his naked body, for his arms 
Are prize to Hector of the glancing helm.” 

He said, and Ajax’ spirit within him stirr’d; 

Fon^^ard he sprang, and with him Atreus’ son. 

Hector was dragging now Patroclus’ corpse, 140 

Stripp’d of its glitt’ring armour, and intent 
The head to sever with his s\vord, and give 
The mangled carcase to the dogs of Troy: 

But Ajax, with his tow’r-like shield, approach’d; 

Then Hector to his comrades’ ranks withdrew. 

Rush’d to his car, and bade ihe Trojans bear 
The glitt’ring arms, his glorious prize, to Troy: 

While Ajax with his mighty shield o’erspread 
Menoetius* son; and stood, as for his cubs 
A iion stands, whom hunters, unaware, 150 

Have with his offspring met amid the woods. 

Proud in his strength he stands ; and down are drawn, 
Cov’ring his eyes, the wrinkles of his brow: 

So o’er Patroclus mighty Ajax stood, 

And by his side, his heart with grief oppress’d. 

The warlike Menelaus, Atreus’ son. 

Then Glaucus, leader of the Lycian host, 

To Hector thus, with scornful glance, address’d 
His keen reproaches : “ Hector, fair of form. 
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How art thou wanting in the fight! thy fame, 

G)ward[ and runaway, thou hast belied. 

Bethink thee now, if thou alone canst save 
The city, aided but by Trojans bom; 

Henceforth no Lycian will go forth for Troy 
To fight with Greeks; since favour none we gain 
By unremitting toil against the foe. 

How can a meaner man expect thine aid. 

Who basely to the Greeks a prize and spoil 
Sarpedon leav'st, thy comrade and thy guest? 

Greatly he serv’d the city and thyself, 170 

While yet he liv’d; and now thou dar’st not save 

His body from the dogs ! By my advice 

If Lycians will be rul’d, we take at once 

Our homeward way, and Troy may meet her doom. 

But if in Trojan bosoms there abode 
The daring, dauntless courage, meet for men 
Who in their country’s cause against the foe 
Endure both toil and war, we soon should see 
Patroclus brought within the walls of Troy; 

Him from the battle could we bear away, 180 

And, lifeless, bring to royal Priam’s town, 

Soon would the Greeks Sarpedon’s arms release. 

And we to Ilium’s heights himself might bear: 

For with his valiant comrades there lies slain 
The follower of the bravest chief of Greece. 

But thou before the mighty Ajax stood ’st 
With downcast eyes, nor durst in manly fight 
Contend vdth one thy better far confess’d.” 

. To whom thus Hector of the glancing helm, 

With stem regard, replied: “ Why, Glaucus, speak, 190 
Brave as thou art, in this o’erbearing strain? 

Good friend, I heretofore have held thee wise 
O'er all who dwell in Lycia’s fertile soil; 

But now I change, and hold thy judgment cheap. 

Who chargest me with flying from the might 
Of giant Ajax; never have I shrunk 
From the stern fight, and clatter of the cars ; 

But all o’erruling is the mind of Jove, 

Who strikes with panic, and of vict’ry robs 

The bravest; and anon excites to war. 200 

Stand now beside me, and behold my deeds. 

And see if through the day 1 merit blame. 
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Or suffer that a Greek, how brave soe*<*r. 

Shall rescue from my hands Patroclus' • orpse.’' 

He said, and loudly on the Trojans c.ill’d: 

“ Trojans and Lycians, and ye Dardans, fum'd 
In close encounter, quit ye now like men ; 

Maintain awhile the stubborn fight, while I 
The splendid armour of Achilles don, 

My glorious prize from slain Patroclus torn.” 

So saying, Hector of the glancing helm, 
Withdrawing from the field, with rapid steps 
His comrades follow’d, and ere long o'ertook. 

Who tow'rd the town Achilles’ armour bore; 

Then standing from the bloody fight aloof 
The armour he exchang’d; his own he bade 
The warlike Trojans to the city bear; 

While he, of Peleus’ son, Achilles, donn’d 
The heav’nly armour, which th’ immortal Gods 
Gave to his sire; he to his son convey'd ; 

Yet in that armour grew not old that son. 

Him when apart the Cloud-compeller saw 
Girt with the arms of Peleus’ godlike son, 

He shook his head, as inly thus he mus’d : 

“ Ah hapless 1 little deem'st thou of thy fate. 

Though now so nigh 1 Thou of the prime of men. 

The dread of all, hast donn’d th’ immortal arms. 
Whose comrade, brave and good, thy hand hath slain 
And sham’d him, stripping from his head and breast 
Helmet and cuirass; yet thy latest hours 
Will I with glory crown; since ne’er from thee. 
Return’d from battle, shall Andromache 
Receive the spoils of Peleus’ godlike son.” 

He said, and nodded with his shadowy brows; 

Then with the armour, fitted to his form 
By Jove himself, was Hector girt by Mars 
The fierce and terrible; with vig’rous strength 
His limbs were strung, as ’mid his brave allies 
He sprang, loud-shouting; glitt’ring in his arms, 

To all he seem’d Achilles’ godlike self. 

To each and all in cheering tones he spoke, 

Mesthles and Glaucus and Thersilochus, 

Asteropaeus and Hippothdus, 

Medon, Deisenor, Phorcys, Chromius, 

And Ennomus the seer: to all of these 
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His wing ^‘1 words he cheeringly address’d: 

“ Hear me, ye countless tribes, that dwelling round 
Assist OUT cause! You from your sev’ral homes 
Not for display of numbers have I call’d, 

Hut that with willing hearts ye should defend 250 

Our wives and infants from the warlike Greeks: 

For this I drain my people’s stores, for food 
And gifts for you, exalting your estate; 

Then, who will boldly onward, he may fall. 

Or safe escape, such is the chance of war; 

But who within our valiant Trojans’ ranks 
Shall but the body of Patroclus bring, 

Despite the might of Ajax; half the spoils 
To him I give, the other half myself 

Retaining; and his praise shall equal mine.” 260 

He said; and onward, with uplifted spears, 

They march’d upon the Greeks ; high rose their hopes 
From Ajax Telamon to snatch the dead ; 

Vain hopes, which cost them many a life! Then thus 
To valiant Menelaus Ajax spoke: 

** O Heav’n-bom Menelaus, noble friend. 

For safe return I dare no longer hope: 

Not for Patroclus’ corpse so much I fear, 

Which soon will glut the dogs and birds of Troy, 

As for my life and thine I tremble now: 270 

For, like a war-cloud. Hector’s might I see 
O’ershadowing all around; now is our doom 
Apparent; but do thou for succour call 
On all the chiefs, if haply they may hear.” 

Thus Ajax spoke: obedient to his word. 

On all the chiefs Atrides call’d aloud: 

O friends, the chiefs and councillors of Greece, 

All ye that banquet at the gen’ral cost 
With Atreus’ sons, and o’er your sev’ral states 
Dominion hold; whose honour is of Jove; 280 

’Twere hard to call by name each single man, 

So fierce the combat rages; but let each 
And all their aid afford, and deem it shame 
Patroclus’ corpse should glut the dogs of Troy.” 

He said: first heard Oileus’ active son. 

And hast’ning through the fray, beside him stood. 

Next him Idomeneus, with whom there came, 

Valiant as lijars, his friend Meriones. 
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But who can know or tell the names of all, 

Who, following, swell’d the battle of the Greeks? 290 
Onward the Trojans press’d, by Hector led: 

With such a sound, as when the ocean wave 
Meets on the beach th* outpouring of a stream, 

Swoll’n by the rains of Heav’n; the lofty clifis 
Resound, and bellows the big sea without; 

With such a sound advanc’d the Trojan host: 

While round Patroclus, vrith one heart and mind, 

The Greeks a fence of brass-clad bucklers rais’d. 

O’er their bright helms the son of Saturn shed 
A veil of darkness; for Mencrtius’ son, 300 

While yet he liv’d, Achilles’ faithful friend, 

Jove hated not, nor w^ould that now his corpse 
Should to the dogs of Troy remain a prey, 

But to the rescue all his comrades stirr’d. 

At first the Trojans drove the keen-ey’d Greeks; 

Leaving the corpse, they fled; nor with their spears 
The valiant Trojans reach’d a single Greek; 

But on the dead they seiz’d; yet not for long 
Endur’d their flight; them Ajax rallied soon, 

In form pre-eminent, and deeds of arms, 310 

O’er all the Greeks, save Peleus’ matchless son. 

Onward he sprang, as springs a mountain boar, 

Which, turning in the forest glade to bay, 

Scatters w'ith ease both dogs and stalwart youths; 

So Ajax scatter'd soon the Trojan ranks, 

That round Patroclus closing, h(»p’d to bear. 

With glory to themselves, his corpse to Troy. 

Hippothous, Pelasgian Lcthus’ son. 

Was dragging by the feet the noble dead, 

A leathern belt around his ancles bound, 320 

The favour seeking of the men of 7'roy ; 

But on himself he brought destruction down, 

Which none might turn aside; for from the crowd 
Outsprang the son of Telamon, and stiiick, 

In close encounter, on the brass-cheek ’d helm; 

The plumed helm was shiver’d by the blow, 

Dealt by a weighty spear and stalwart hand; 

Gush’d from the wound the mingled blood and brain. 

His vital spirit quench’d; and on the ground 

Fell from his pow’rless grasp Patroclus’ foot; 330 

While he himself lay stretch’d beside the, dead, 
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Far from his own Larissa’s teeming soil: 

Not destin’d he his parents to repay 
Their early care; for short his term of life, 

By godlike Ajax’ mighty spear subdued. 

At Ajax Hector threw his glittering spear: 

He saw, and narrowly the brazen death 
Escap’d; but Schedius, son of Iphitus, 

(The bravest of the Phocian chiefs, who dwelt 
In far-fam’d Panopeus, the mighty Lord 340 

Of num’rous hosts,) below the collar-bone 
It struck, and passing through, the brazen point 
Came forth again beneath his shoulder-blade : 

Thund’ring he fell, and loud his armour rang. 

As Phorcys, son of Pheenops, kept his watch 
O’er slain Hippothous, him Ajax smote 
Below the waist; the weighty spear broke through 
The hollow breastplate, and th’ intestines tore ; 

Prone in the dust he fell, and clutch’d the ground. 

At this the Trojan chiefs and Hector’s self 350 

’Gan to give way; the Greeks, with joyful shouts, 

Seiz’d both the dead, and stripp’d their armour off. 

To Ilium now, before the warlike Greeks, 

O’ercoine by panic, had the Trojans fled; 

And now had Greeks, despite the will of Jove, 

By their own strength and courage, won tlie day. 

Had not Apollo’s self ^neas rous’d. 

In likeness of a herald, Periphas, 

The son of Epytus, now aged grown 

In service of Asneas’ aged sire, 360 

A tnan of kindliest soul : his form assum’d 
Apollo, and ^Eneas thus address’d : 

“ iEneas, how, against the will of Heav’n, 

Could ye defend your city, as others now 
In their own strength and courage confident, 

Their numbers, and their troops’ undaunted hearts, 

‘ I see their cause maintaining; if when Jove 
Rather to us than them the vict’ry wills. 

With fear unspeakable ye shun the fight? ” 

He said : the presence of the Archer-God 370 

iEneas knew, and loud to Hector call’d; 

** Hector, and all ye other chiefs of Troy, 

And brave Allies, foul shame it were that we, 

O'ercome by panic, should to Ilium now 
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In flidit be driv'n before the warliki ('.reeks; 

And bv niv side, but now. some C.od there stood, 

Anri tiiu /)■<•» /ove. the sov’rcipn arb'ler 
Of iiairii*, our side iKsstow'd his a\<l : 

On tiicn ! nor imdi^turb'd allow the Grrf^ks 
To PatrtK^luii' to lhe\r 

aiA. an'sl iat Wiore thr adviitv 'd ; 

J % rf usm'd, ard r.V ()rr^:;c 

!;nt ' Sfrsr f/fc a^Tirac/e hrave 

s Leocritus, 

* Wi ol Ansbas; Lycomedes saw 

\V ith pitying eyes his gallant comrade's fall ; 

And standing near, his glitt’ring spear he threw. 

And through the midriff Apisaon struck, 

His people’s guardian chief, the valiant son 
Of Hippasus, and slack'd his limbs in death. 390 

He from Pa'onia’s fertile fields had come. 

O'er all his comrades eminent in fight, 

All save Asteropseus, who with eyes 
Of pity saw his gallant comrade’s fall. 

And fon^'ard sprang to battle wnth the Greeks; 

Yet could not force his way; for all around 
Patroclus rose a fence of serried shields, 

And spears projecting : such the orders giv’n 
By Ajax, and witli earnest care enforc’d; 

That from around the dead should none retire, 400 

Nor any to the front advance alone 
Before his fellows; but their steady guard 
Maintain, and hand to hand the battle wage. 

So order’d Ajax; then with crimson blood 
The earth was wet; and hand to hand they fell, 

Trojans alike, and brave Allies, and Greeks; 

For neither these a bloodless fight sustain'd. 

Though fewer far their losses; for they stood 
Of mutual succour mindful, and support. 

Thus, furious as the rage of fire, they fought; 416 

Nor might ye deem the glorious sun himself 
Nor moon was safe; for darkest clouds of night 
Overspread the warriors, who the battle wag’d 
Around the body of Mencetius’ son: 

Elsewhere the Trojans and the well-greav’d Greeks 
Fought, undisturb’d, in the clear light of day; 

The sun’s bright beams were shed abroad; no cloud 
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Lay on tlui face of earth or mountain tops; 

They but by fits, at distant intervals, 

And far apart, each seeking to avoid 420 

The hostile missiles, fought; but in the midst 
The bravest all, in darkness and in strife 
Sore press’d, toil’d on beneath their armour’s weight. 

As yet no tidings of Patroclus’ fall 
Had reach’d two valiant chiefs, Antilochus 
And Thrasymedes; but they deem'd him still 
Alive, and fighting in the foremost ranks. 

They, witnessing their comrades’ flight and death. 

Fought on apart, by Nestor so enjoin’d. 

When from the ships he bade them join the fray. 430 
Great was meanwhile their labour, who sustain’d. 
Throughout the livelong day, that weary fight; 

Reek’d with continuous toil and sweat, the knees. 

And legs and feet, the arms, and eyes, of all 
Who round Achilles’ faithful comrade fought. 

As when a chief his people bids to stretch 
A huge bull’s-hide, all drench’d and soak’d with grease; 
They in a circle rang’d, this way and that. 

Pull the tough hide, till ent’ring in, the grease 

Is all absorb’d; and dragg’d by num’rous hands 440 

The supple skin to th’ utmost length is stretch’d; 

So these in narrow space this way and that 
The body dragg’d ; and high the hopes of each 
To bear it off in triumph; to their ships 
The Greeks, to Troy the Trojans ; fiercel}' rag’d 
The struggle; spirit-stirring Mars himself, 

Or Pallas t j her utmost fury rous’d, 

Had not that struggle with contempt beheld : 

Such grievous labour o’er Patroclus’ corpse 
Had Jove to horses and to men decreed. 450 

But of Patroclus’ fall no tidings yet 
Had reach’d Achilles ; for the war was wag’d 
•Far from the ships, beneath the walls of Troy; 

Nor look’d he of his death to hear, but deem’d 
That when the Trojans to their gates were driv’n. 

He would return in safety; for no hope 
Had he of taking by assault the town, 

With, or without, his aid ; for oft apart 
His Goddess-mother had his doom foretold. 

Revealing to her son the mind of Jove; 


460 



Homer’s Iliad 


Book XVH. 


306 

Yet ne’er had warn'd him of such grief as this. 

Which now befell, his dearest comrade’s loss. 

Still round the dead they held their pointed spears, 
Fought hand to hand, and mutual slaughter dealt; 

And thus perchance some brass-clad Greek would say: 

O friends, ’twere shameful should we to the ships 
Ingloriously return; ere that should be, 

Let earth engulph us all ; so better far 

Than let these Trojans to their city bear 

Our dead, and boast them of their triumph gain’d.” 470 

On th’ other hand some valiant Trojan thus 

Would shout: “ O friends, though fate decreed that here 

We all should die, yet let not one give way.” 

Thus, cheering each his comrades, would they speak. 
And thus they fought; the iron clangour pierc’d 
The empty air, and brazen vault of Heav’n. 

But, from the fight withdrawn, Achilles’ steeds 
Wept, as they heard how in the dust was laid 
Their charioteer, by Hector’s murd’rous hand. 

Automedon, Diores’ \'aliant son, 480 

Essay’d in vain to rouse them with the lash, 

In vain with honey’d words, in vain with threats; 

Nor to the ships would they return again 
By the broad Hellespont, nor join the fray; 

But as a column stands, which marks the tomb 

Of man or woman, so immovable 

Beneath the splendid car they stood, their heads 

Down-dropping to the ground, wdiile scalding tears 

Dropp’d earthward from their eyelids, as they mourn’d 

Their charioteer; and o’er the yoke-band shed 490 

Down stream’d their ample manes, with dust defil’d. 

The son of Saturn pitying saw their grief. 

And sorrowing shook his head, as thus he mus’d: 

” Ah hapless horses ! wherefore gave we you 
To royal Peleus, to a mortal man. 

You that from age and death are both exempt! 

Was it that you the miseries might share 
Of wretched mortals.^ for of all that breathe. 

And walk upon the earth, or creep, is nought 

More wTetched than th’ unhappy race of man. 500 

Yet shall not ye, nor shall your well-wrought car. 

By Hector, son of Priam, be controll’d; 

1 will not suffer it; enough for him 
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To hold^ with vaunting boast, Achilles’ arms; 

But to your limbs and spirits will I impart 
Such strength, that from the battle to the ships 
Ye shall in safety bear Automedon; 

For yet I will the Trojans shall prevail. 

And slay, until they reach the well-mann’d ships. 

Till sets the sun, and darkness shrouds the earth.” 510 
He said, and in their breasts fresh spirit infus’d; 

They, shaking from their manes the dust, the car 
Amid the Greeks and Trojans lightly bore. 

Then, as a vulture ’mid a flock of geese. 

Amid the battle rush’d Automedon, 

His horses* course directing, and their speed 
Exciting, though he mourn’d his comrade slain. 

Swiftly he fled from out the Trojan host; 

Swiftly again assail’d them in pursuit ; 

Yet, speedy to pursue, he could not slay; 520 

Nor, in the car alone, had pow’r at once 
To guide the flying steeds, and hurl the spear* 

At length a comrade brave, Alcimedon, 

Laerces’ son, beheld; behind the car 
He stood, and thus Automedon address’d: 

‘‘ Automedon, what God has fill’d thy mind 
With counsels vain, and thee of sense bereft? 

That with the Trojans, in the foremost ranks, 

Thou fain wouldst fight alone, thy comrade slain. 

While Hector proudly on his breast displays 530 

The glorious arms of great ^Eacides.” 

To whom \utomedon, Diores* son: 

“ -McimedoA, since none of all the Greeks 
May vie with thee, the mettle to control 
Of these immortal horses, save indeed, 

While yet he liv’d, Patroclus, godlike chief; 

But him stem death and fate have overta’en; 

Take thou the whip and shining reins, while I, 

Descending from the car, engage in fight.” 

He said ; and, mounting on the war-car straight, 540 
Alcimedon the whip and reins assum’d ; 

Down leap’d Automedon ; great Hector saw, 

And thus address’d /Eneas at his side: 

“iEneas, prince and counsellor of Troy, 

I see, committed to unskilful hands, 

Achilles’ horses on the battle-field: 
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These we may hope to take, if such thy will ; 

For they, methinks, will scarcely stai.d oppos’d, 

Or dare th' encounter of our joint ass nilt/’ 

He said; Anchises’ valiant son complied; 550 

Forw'ard they went, their shoulders cc ^er’d o’er 
With stout bull’s-hide, thick overlaid with l)rii<?s. 

With them both Chromius and Aretus went; 

And high their hopes were raised, the warriors both 
To slay, and make the strong-neck’d steeds their prize: 
Blind fools I nor destin'd scatheless to escape 
Automedon’s encounter; he his pray'r 
To Jove address'd, and straight with added strength 
His soul was fill'd; and to Alcirnedon, 

His trusty friend and comrade, thus lie spoke: 

** Alcirnedon, do thou the horses keep 
Not far away, but breathing on my neck; 

For Hector's might will not, I deeu', be stay’d. 

Ere us he slay, ai.d mount Achilles' car, 

And carry terror 'mid the Grecian host, 

Or in the foremost ranks himself be slain." 

Thus spoke Automedon, and loudly call'd 
On Menelaus and th' Ajaces both: 

“ Ve two Ajaces, leaders of the host, 

And, Menehius, w\ih our bravest all, 570 

Ye on the dead alone your care bestow. 

To guard him, and stave off the hostile ranks; 

But haste, and us, the living, save from death; 

For Hector and iEneas hilherw^ard, 

With weight o’erpow’ring, through the bloody press, 

The bravest of the Trojans, force their way: 

Yet is the issue in the hands of Heav'n ; 

I hurl the spear, but Jove directs the blow." 

He said, and, poising, hurl’d his pond'rous spear; 

Full on Aretus' broad-orb'd shield it struck; 580 

Nor stay’d the shield its course; the brazen point 
Drove through the belt, and in his body lodg’d. 

As with shaip axe in hand a stalwart man, 

Striking behind the horns a sturdy bull, 

Severs the neck ; he, forward, plunging, falls ; 

So forward first he sprang, then backwards fell: 

And quiv'ring, in his vitals deep infix'd, 

The sharp spear soon relax'd his limbs in death. 

Then at Automedon great Hector threw . 
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Ills glitt’riiii^ spear; he saw, and forward stoop’d, 590 
And shunnM the brazen death; behind him far 
Deep in tlv* soil infix’d, with quiv’ring shaft 
The weap« i stood; there Mars its impulse stay’d. 

And now with swords, and hand to hand, the fight 
Had been renew’d; but at their comrade’s call 
The two Ajaces, pressing through the throng, 

Between the warriors interpos’d in haste. 

Before them Hector and iEneas both. 

And godlike Chromius, in alarm recoil’d; 

Pierc’d through tlie heart, Aretus there they left; 600 

And, terrible as Mars, Automedon 

Stripp’d off his arms, and thus exulting cried: 

“ Of some small portion of its load of grief. 

For slain Patroclus, is my heart reliev’d, 

In Flaying thee, all worthless as thou art.” 

Then, throwing on the car the bloody spoils, 
lie mounted, hands and feet imbrued with blood. 

As ’tw'ere a lion, fresh from his repast 
Upon the carcase of a slaughter’d bull. 

Again around Patroclus’ body rag’d 610 

The stubborn conflict, direful, sorrow-fraught: 

From Heav’n descending, Pallas stirr’d the strife, 

Sent by all-seeing Jove to stimulate 
The warlike Greeks; for so his will inclin’d. 

As o’er the face of Heav’n when Jove extends 
His bright-hued bow, a sign to mortal men 
Of war, or wintry storms, which bid surcease 
The rural works 01 man, and pinch the flocks; 

So Pallas, in a bright-hued cloud array’d, 

Pass'd through the ranks, and rous’d each sev’ral man. 

To noble Menelaus, Atreus’ son, 621 

Who close beside her stood, the Goddess first. 

The form of Phoenix and his pow’rful voice 
Assuming, thus her stirring words address’d: 

** On thee, O Menelaus, foul reproach 
Will fasten, if Achilles’ faithful friend 
The dogs devour beneath the walls of Troy ; 

Then hold thou firm, and all the host inspire,” 

I'o whom thus Menelaus, good in fight: 

O Phoenix, aged warrior, honour’d sire, 630 

If Pallas would the needful pow’r impart. 

And o’er me. spread her aegis, then would I 
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Undaunted for Patroclus' rescue fight. 

For deeply by his death my heart is 1 >LU'lfd; 

But valiant Hector, with the strength of fire 
Still rages, and destruction deals around : 

For Jove is wdth him, and his triumph wills.” 

He said: the blue-ey’d Goddess heard with joy 
That, chief of all the Gods, her aid he sought. 

She gave fresh vigour to his arms and knees, 640 

And to his breast the boldness of the fly. 

Which, oft repeird by man, renews th’ assault 
Incessant, lur’d by taste of human blood ; 

Such boldness in Atrides’ manly breast 
Pallas inspir’d; beside Patroclus’ corpse 
Again he stood, and pois’d his glittVing spear. 

There was one Podes in the Trojan ranks, 

Son of Eetion, rich, of blameless life, 

Of all the people most to Hector dear, 

And at his table oft a welcome guest : 650 

Him, as he turn’d to fly, beneath the waist 
Atrides struck; right through the spear was driv’n; 
Thund’ring he fell; and Atreus’ son the corpse 
Dragg’d from the Trojans ’mid the ranks of Greece, 

Then close at Hector’s side Apollo stood, 

Clad in the form of Pha;nops, Asius’ son. 

Who in Abydos dwelt; of all th’ Allies 
Honour’d of Hector most, and best belov’d ; 

Clad in his form, the Far-destroyer spoke: 

“ Hector, what other Greek will scare thee next.i^ 660 
Who shrink’st from Menelaus, heretofore 
A w'arrior deem’d of no repute; but now, 

Alone, he robs our Trojans of their dead; 

And in the foremost ranks e’en now hath slain 
Podes, thine own good friend, Eetion 's son.” 

He said; dark grief o’erclouded Hector’s brow. 

As to the front in dazzling arms he sprang. 

Then Saturn’s son his tassell’d aegis wav’d, 

All glitt’ring bright; and Ida’s lofty head 

In clouds and darkness shrouded; then he bade 670 

His lightning flash, his volleying thunder roar, 

That shook the mountain ; and with vict’ry crown’d 
The Trojan arms, and panic-struck the Greeks. 

The first who turn’d to fly was Penelcus, 

Boeotian chief; him, facing still the foe, 
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A sj)ear had slightly on the shoulder struck, 

The bone jost grazing: by Polydamas, 

Who close !»efore him stood, the spear was thrown. 

Then llecb r Leitus, Alcctryon’s son. 

Thrust through the wrist, and quell’d his warlike might; 
Trembling, he look’d around, nor hop’d again 68i 

The Trojans, spear in hand, to meet in fight; 

But, onward as he rush’d on Leitus, 

Idomeneus at Hector threw his spear: 

Full on his breast it struck; but near the head 
The sturdy shaft was on the breastplate snapp’d: 

Loud was the Trojans’ shout; and he in turn 
Aim’d at Idomeneus, Deucalion’s son. 

Upstanding on his car; his mark he miss’d. 

But Coeranus he struck, the charioteer 690 

And faithful follower of Meriones, 

Who with him came from Lyctus’ thriving town: 

The chief had left on foot the well-trimm’d ships; 

And, had not Coeranus his car in haste 
Driv’n to the rescue, by his fall had giv’n 

• A Trojan triumph; to his Lord he brought 
Safety, and rescue from unsparing death; 

But fell, himself, by Hector’s murd’rous hand. 

Him Hector struck between the cheek and ear. 

Crashing the teeth, and cutting through the tongue. 700 
Headlong he fell to earth, and dropp’d the reins: 

These, stooping from the car, Meriones 

Caught up, and thus Idomeneus address’d: 

“ Ply now the lash, until thou reach the ships: 

Tqyself must see how crush’d the strength of Greece.” 

He saitl ; and towTd the ships Idomeneus 
Urg’d his Ileet steeds ; for fear was on his soul. 

Nor did not Ajax and Atrides see 

How in the Trojans’ favour Saturn’s son 

The wav’ring scale of vict’ry turn’d; and thus 710 

* Great Ajax Telamon his grief express’d: 

“ O Heav’nl the veriest child might plainly see 
That Jove the Trojans’ triumph has decreed: 

Their weapons all, by whomsoever thrown, 

Or weak, or strong, attain their mark; for Jove 
Directs their course; while ours upon the plain 
Innocuous fall. But take we counsel now 
How from the fray to bear away our dead. 
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And by our own return rejoice those friends 
Who look with sorrow on our plight, and deem 720 

That we, all powVless to resist the might 
Of Hector’s arm, beside the ships must fall. 

Would that some comrade were at hand, to bear 
A message to Achilles; him, I ween, 

As yet the mournful tidings have not reach’d, 

That on the field his dearest friend lies dead^ 

But such I see not; for a veil of cloud 
O’er men and horses all around is spread. 

O P'ather Jove, from o’er the sons of Greece 

Remove this cloudy darkness; clear the sky, 730 

That we may sec our fate, and die at least, 

If such thy wall, in th’ open light of dav.'* 

He said, and, pitying, Jove beheld his tears; 

The clouds he scatter’d, and the mist dispers’d; 

The sun shone forth, and all the field was clear; 

Then Ajax thus to Meneliius spoke: 

“ Xow’, Heav’n-born Menelaus, look around 
If haply ’mid the living thou mayst see 
Antilochus, the noble Nestor’s son; 

And bid him to Achilles bear in haste 740 

The tidings, that his dearest friend lies dead.’^ 

He said, nor did Atrides not comply; 

But slow as moves a lion from the fold, 

Whicn dogs and youths with ceaseless toil hath worn, 

Who all night long have kept their watch, to guard 
From his assault the choicest of the herd ; 

He, hunger-pinch'd, hath oft th’ attempt renew'd. 

But nought prevail’d : by spears on ev’ry side, 

And jav'lins met, wielded by stalwart hands, 

And blazing torches, which his courage daunt; 750 

Till with the mom he sullenly withdraws; 

So from Patroclus, with reluctant step 
Atrides mov’d; for much he fear’d the Greeks 
Might to the Trojans, panic-struck, the dead 
Abandon; and departing, he besought 
The two Ajaces and Meriones: 

“ Ye two Ajaces, leaders of the Greeks, 

And thou, Meriones, remember now 
Our lost Patroclus’ gentle courtesy, 

How kind and genial was his soul to all, 

While yet he liv’d — now sunk, alas I in death.” 
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'rhus baying, Menelaus.took his way, 

Casting his glance around on ev*ry side, 

Like to an eagle, fam’d of sharpest sight 
Of all that fly beneath the vault of Heav’n; 

Whom, soaring in the clouds, the crouching hare 
Eludes not, though in leafiest covert hid; 

But swooping down, he rends her life away: 

So, Menelaus, through the ranks of war 
Thy piercing glances ev’ry way were turn’d, 770 

If Nestor’s son, alive, thou mightst descry; 

Him on the field’s extremes! left he found, 

Cheering his friends, and urging to the fight; 

He stood beside him, and address’d him thus: 

“ Antilochus, come hither, godlike friend, 

And woful tidings hear, which would to Heav’n 
I had not to impart; thyself thou seest 
How J ove hath heap’d disaster on the Greeks, 

And vict’ry giv’n to Troy ; but one has fall’n. 

Our bravest, best 1 Patroclus lies in death ; 780 

And deeply must the Greeks his loss deplore. 

But haste thee to the ships, to Peleus’ son 
The tidings bear, if haply he may save 
The body of Patroclus from the foe; 

His naked body, for his arms are now 
The prize of Hector of the glancing helm.” 

He said ; and at his words Antilochus 
Astounded stood ; long time his tongue in vain 
For utt’rance strove; his eyes were fill’d with tears. 

His cheerful voice was mute; yet not the less 790 

lo Menelaus’ bidding gave his care: 

Swiftly he sped; but to Laodocus, 

His comrade brave, who waited with his car 
In close attendance, first consign’d his arms ; 

Then from the field with active limbs he flew. 

Weeping, with mournful news, to Peleus’ son. 

Nor, noble Menelaus, did thy heart 
Incline thee to remain, and aid thy friends. 

Where from their war-worn ranks the Pylian troops 
Deplor’d the absence of Antilochus; 800 

But these in godlike Thrasymedes’ charge 
He left; and to Patroclus hast’ning back. 

Beside th’ Ajaces stood, as thus he spoke: 

“ Him to Achilles, to the ships, in haste 



Book XV 11. 


214 Homer's IWzd 

1 have despatch'd; yet fiercely as hi . wrath 
May burn tow'rd Hector, 1 can scan.- expect 
His presence here; for how couhl In . iniarniM, 

With Trojans hizht? I'nt take we i .unsel n nv 
How from the field to bear awav o* i dead, 

And 'scape ourselves from death 1 >\ rr.d.in hands.'* Sic 
Whom answer'd thus ^reat Ajax i^-lainun ; 

** Illustrious Mcnelaus, all thy woids 
Are just and true; then Inirn amid 1 p: 

Thou and Meriones. take up in haste. 

And bear awa}- the body: vlnle be!u: i 
\Vc two, in heart united, as m name. 

Who side by side have still been wont to fight. 

Will Hector and his Trojans hold at bay/* 

He said; they, lifting in their amis the corpse, 

Uprais'd it high in air; then from behind S^c 

Loud veWd the Trojans, as they saw the lireeks 
Jtetjnn^ wnh tl)eir dead; and on iliev rush'd, 

As dogs that in advance of hunter youths 
Pursue a wounded boar; awhile they run, 

Eager for blood; but w’hen, in pride of strengtii, 

He turns upon them, backward they recoil, 

This w^ay and that in fear of death dispers’d : 

So onward press’d awhile the Trojan crowd, 

With thrust of swords, and double-pointed spears; 

But ever as th* Ajaces turn’d to bay, 830 

Their colour chang’d to pale, not one so bold 
As, dashing on, to battle for the corpse. 

Thus they, whth anxious care, from off the field 
Bore tow'Td the ships their dead; but on their track 
Came sweeping on the storm of battle, fierce, 

As, on a sudden breaking forth, the fire 
Seizes some populous city, and devours 
House after house amid the glare and blaze, 

While roar the flames before the gusty wind; 

So fiercely press’d upon the Greeks’ retreat 840 

The clatt’ring tramp of steeds and armed men. 

But as the mules, with stubborn strength endued, 

That dow'n the mountain through the trackless waste 
Drag some huge log, or timber for the ships. 

And spent wdtli toil and sw^eat, still labour on 
Unflinching; so the Greeks with patient toil 
Bore on their dead ; th’ Ajaces in their rear 
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Stemming tlni vd‘M, 

Some woodeci - 

Checking the migfa^ river’s rushing *m 

Itself iinbro’-.en by the streng^sil^^od: 

So firmly, ii. the rear, th’ Ajaces stemmed 
The 'Irojiin lorce; yet these still onward press’d, 

And, ’mid iheir comrades proudly eminent. 

Two chiefs, >Encas, old Anchises’ son, 

And glorious Hector, in the van were seen. 

Then, as a cloud of starlings or of daws 

Fly screaming, as they see the hawk approach,^ 

To lesser birds the messenger of death ; 860 

So before Hector and Aineas fled. 

Screaming, forgetful of their warlike fame, 

The sons of Greece; and scatter’d here and there 
Around the ditch lay store of goodly arms. 

By Greeks abandon’d in their hasty flight. 

Yet still, unintermitted, rag’d the war. 
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I HUS, luwovis as the rage of fire, they fought, 

M caatime Antilochus to Peleus* son, 

Swift-looted messenger, his tidings bore. 

Him by the high-beak'd ships he found, his mind 
Th' event presaging, fill’d with anxious thoughts, 

As thus he commun’d with his mighty heart: 

“ Alas ! what means it, that the long-hair’d Greeks, 
Chas’d from the plain, are thronging round the ships? 

Let me not now, ye Gods, endure the grief 

My mother once foretold, that I should live lo 

To see the bravest of the Myrmidons 

Cut off by Trojans from the light of day. 

Mencetius’ noble son has surely fall’n; 

Foolhardy I yet I warn’d him, and besought. 

Soon as the ships from hostile fires were safe, 

Back to return, nor Hector’s onset meet.” 

While in his mind and spirit thus he mus’d. 

Beside him stood the noble Nestor’s son, 

And weeping, thus his mournful message gave: 

“ Alas! great son of Peleus, woful news, 20 

Which would to Heav’n I had not to impart, 

To thee I bring ; Patroclus lies in death ; 

And o’er his body now the war is wag’d; 

His naked body, for his arms are now 
The prize of Hector of the glancing helm.” 

He said; and darkest clouds of grief o’erspread 
Achilles’ brow; with both his hands he seiz’d 
And pour’d upon his head the grimy dust, 

Marring his graceful visage; and defil’d 

With black’ning ashes all his costly robes. 30 

Stretch’d in the dust his lofty stature lay. 

As with his hands his flowing locks he tore; 

316 
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Loud was the wailing of the female band^ * 

Achilles’ and Patroclus’ prize of war. 

Ad rwnd Achilles, rushing out of doors, 

their breasts, with tott’ring limbs they press’d, 
w tears beside him stood Antilochus, 

And in his own Achilles’ hand he held. 

Groaning in spirit, fearful lest for grief 

In his own bosom he should sheathe his sword. 40 

Loud were his moans; his Goddess-mother heard. 

Beside her aged father where she sat 

In the deep ocean caves; she heard, and wept: 

The Nereids all, in ocean’s depths who dwell. 

Encircled her around ; Cymodoce,^ 

Nesaee, Spio, and Cymothoe, 

The stag-ey’d Halia, and Amphithoe, 

Act«a, Limnorea, Melite, 

Doris, and Galatea, Panope; 

There too were Oreithyia, Clymene, • 50 

And Amathea with the golden hair, 

And all the denizens of ocean’s depths^ 

. Fill’d was the glassy cave ; in unison 
They beat their breasts, as Thetis led the wail: 

‘‘ Give ear, my sister Nereids all, and learn 
How deep the grief that in my breast I bear. 

Me miserable ! me, of noblest son 
Unhappiest mother ! me, a son who bore. 

My brave, my beautiful, of heroes chief! 

Like a young tree he throve: I tended him, 60 

In a rich vineyard as the choicest plant; 

Till in the beakdd ships I sent him forth 
To war with Troy; him ne’er shall I behold. 

Returning home, in aged Peleus’ house. 

Ev'n while he lives, and sees the light of day. 

He lives in sorrow ; nor, to soothe his grief. 

My presence can avail; yet will I go, 

• That I may see my dearest child, and learn 
What grief hath reach’d him, from the war withdrawn.” 

* L. 45 et seqq. I hope I may be pardoned for having somewhat 
curtailed the list of these ladies, which in the original extends over 
ten lines of names only. In doing so, I have followed the example of 
Virgil, who represents the same ladies, evidently the diitr of submarine 
society (G. 4. 336), in attendance on Cyrene; and has not only reduced 
the list, but added some slight touches illustrating their occupations 
and private history: a liberty permissable to an imitator, but not to 
a translator. 

M 



S/jd" bc'Jd }}2S hv.u), Mh;)r piiynrj; sp^ Vc: 

U7j v ndeps my son 7 u:u/ w/iat /j/s c \UISe r V^^TO-V? 
Speak out, and nought conceal; for all thy pray'r 8o 
Which with uplifted hands thou mad’st to Jove, 

He hath fulfill’d, that, flying to their ships. 

The routed sons of Greece should feel how much 
They need thine aid, and mourn their insult past.” 

To whom Achilles, deeply groaning, thus: 

“ Mother, all this indeed hath Jove fulfill’d; 

Yet what avails it, since my dearest friend 
Is slain, Patroclus? whom I honour’d most 
Of all my comrades, lov’d him as my soul, 

Him have I lost: and Hector from his corpse 90 

Hath stripp’d those arms, those w^eighty, beauteous arms, 
A marvel to behold, which from the Gods 
Peleus receiv’d, a glorious gift, that day 
When thou, a Goddess, shar’dst a mortal’s bed. 

How better were it, if thy lot had been 
Still ’mid the Ocean deities to dw’ell. 

And Peleus had espous’d a mortal bride 1 
For now is bitter grief for thee in store, 

Mourning thy son; whom to his home return’d 

Thou never more shalt see; nor would I wish loo 

To live, and move amid my fellow-men, 

Unless that Hector, vanquish’d by my spear. 

May lose his forfeit life, and pay the price 
Of foul dishonour to Patroclus done.” 

To whom, her tears o’erflowing, Thetis thus: 

“ Ev’n as thou sayst, my son, thy term is short; 

Nor long shall Hector’s fate precede thine own.” 

Achilles, answ’ring, spoke in passionate grief: 

“ Would I might die this hour, who fail’d to save 
My comrade slain ! far from his native land no 

He died, sore needing my protecting arm; 

And I, who ne’er again must see my home, 
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to Patroclus, nor the many Greeks 

Hector^s hand hath slain^ have render’d aid; 

But idly here I sit, cumb’ring the ground: 

I, who amid the Greeks no equal own 
In fight; to others, in debate, I yield. 

Accurs’d of Gods and men be hateful strife 

And anger, which to violence provokes 

Ev’n template souls; though sweeter be its taste 120 

Than dropping honey, in the heart of man 

Swelling, like smoke ; such anger in my soul 

Hath Agamemnon kindled. King of men. 

But pass we that; though still my heart be sore. 

Vet will I school my angry spirit down. 

In search of Hector now, of him who slew 
My friend, I go; prepar’d to meet my death, 

When Jove shall will it, and th’ Immortals all. 

From death not ev’n the might of Hercules, 

Though best belov’d of Saturn’s son, could fly, 130 

By fate and Juno’s bitter wrath subdued. 

I too, since such my doom, must lie in death; 

Yet, ere 1 die, immortal fame will win; 

And from their delicate cheeks, deep-bosom’d dames, 
Dardan and Trojan, bitter tears shall wipe, 

And groan in anguish; then shall all men know 
How long I have been absent from the field ; 

Then, though thou love me, seek not from the war 
To stay my steps; for bootless were thy speech.” 

Whom answer’d thus the silver-footed Queen: 140 

“ True are thy words, my son; and good it is. 

And commendable, from the stroke of death 
To save a worsted comrade; but thine arms. 

Thy brazen, flashing arms, the Trojans hold; 

Them Hector of the glancing helm himself 
Bears on his breast, exulting ; yet not long 
Shall be his triumph, for his doom is nigh. 

But thou, engage not in the toils of war, 

Until thine eyes again behold me here ; 

For with to-morrow’s sun will I return 150 

With arms of heav’nly mould, by Vulcan wrought.” 

Thus saying, from her son she turn’d away. 

And turning, to her sister Nereids spoke: 

“ Back to the spacious bosom of the deep 
Retire ye now; and to my father’s house, 
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The aged Ocean God, your tidings bear; 

While I to high Olympus speed, to crave 
At Vulcan’s hand, the skill’d artificer, 

A boon of dazzling armour for my son.” 

She said; and they beneath the ocean wave j 160 
Descended, while to high Olympus sped 
The silver-footed Goddess, thence in hope 
To bear the dazzling armour to her son. 

She to Olympus sped ; the Greeks meanwhile 
Before the warrior-slayer Hector fled 
With wild, tumultuous uproar, till they reach’d 
Their vessels and the shore of Hellespont. 

Nor had the well-greav’d Greeks Achilles' friend, 

Patroclus, from amid the fray withdrawn; 

For close upon him follow'd horse and man, 170 

And Hector, son of Priam, fierce as flame; 

Thrice noble Hector, seizing from behind, 

Sought by the feet to drag away the dead, 

Cheering his friends; thrice, clad in warlike might, 

The two A j aces drove him from his prey. 

Yet, fearless in his strength, now rushing on 
He dash’d amid the fray; now, shouting loud, 

Stood firm; but backward not a step retir’d. 

As from a carcase herdsmen strive in vain 

To scare a tawny bun, hunger-pinch’d ; 180 

Ev’n so th’ Ajaces, mail-clad warriors, fail’d 

The son of Priam from the corpse to scare. 

And now the body had he borne away, 

With endless fame; but from Olympus’ height 
Came stonn-swoft Iris d^wm to Peieus’ son, 

And bade him don his arms; by Juno sent, 

Unknown to Jove, and to th’ Immortals all. 

She stood beside him, and address’d him thus: 

“ Up, son of Peleus! up, lliou prince of men I 
Haste to Patroclus’ rescue; wlmrn around, 190 

Before the ships, is w'ag’d a fearful w'ar, 

With mutual slaughter; these the dead r!efcnding, 

And those to Ilium’s breezv lieigiits intent 
To bear the body; noble Hector chief. 

Who longs to sever from the tender neck, 

And fix upon the spikes, thy comrade’s head* 

Up then! delay no longer; deem it shame 
Patroclus’ corpse should glut the dogs of 'I'roy, 
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Dishonoring thee, if aught dishonour him/' 

Whom answer'd thus Achilles, swift of foot: 200 

“ Say, heav’nly Iris, of th’ immortal Gods 
Who bade thee seek me, and this message bring? 

To whom swift Iris thus: “ To thee I come 
Bv Juno sent, th* imperial wife of Jove; 

Unknown to Saturn's son, and all the Gods 
Who on Olympus' snowy summit dwell." 

To whom again Achilles, swift of foot: 

“ How in the battle toil can I engage? 

My arms are with the Trojans; and to boot 
My mother warn'd me not to arm for fight, 210 

Till I again should see her ; for she hop’d 
To bring me heav’nly arms by Vulcan wrought: 

Nor know I well whose armour I could wear. 

Save the broad shield of Ajax Telamon ; 

And he, methinks, amid the foremost ranks 
Ev’n now is fighting o’er Patroclus’ cor|.se." 

Whom answer’d storm-swift Iris: “ W-.dl we know 
Thy glorious arms are by the Trojans held ; 

But go thou forth, and from above the ditch 

Appear before them; daunted at the sight, 220 

Haply the Trojans may forsake the field, 

And breathing-time afford the sons of Gree^'e, 

Toil-worn; for little pause has yet been theirs." 

Swift Iris said, and vanish'd; then uprose 
Achilles, dear to Jove; and Pallas threw 
Her tasseird a?gis o’er his shoulders broad; 

His head encircling with a coronet 
Of golden cloud, whence fiery flashes gleam’d. 

As from an island city up to Heav’n 

The smoke ascends, which hostile forces round 230 

Beleaguer, and all day with cruel war 
From its own state cut off ; but when the sun 
Hath set, blaze frequent forth the beacon fires; 

High rise the flames, and to the dwellers round 
Their signal flash, if haply o'er the sea 
May come the needful aid; so brightly flash’d 
That fiery light around Achilles’ head. 

He left the wall, and stood above the ditch, 

But from the Greeks apart, rememb’ring well 

His mother’s prudent counsel ; there he stood, 240 

And shouted JoLidly; Pallas join'd her voice. 
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And fill’d with terror all the Trojan lu>st. 

Gear as the trumpet’s sound, which cail^ t<i arms 
Some town, encompass’d round with hostile bands. 

Rang out the voice of great iEacides. 

But when Achilles’ voice of brass they heard* 

They quail’d in spirit; the sleek -ski fin’d steeds themselves, 
Conscious of coming ill, bore back the cars: 

Their charioteers, dismay’d, beheld the flame 

Which, kindled by the blue-ey’d Goddess, hhxzd 250 

Unquench’d around the head of Pcleus’ son. 

Thrice shouted from the ditch the godlike cnief; 

Thrice terror struck both Trojans and Allies; 

And there and then beside their chariots fell 

Twelve of their bravest; while the Cireeks, well pleas’d, 

PatroeJus’ body from the fray withdrew, 

And on a litter laid; around him stood 

His comrades, mourning; with them, I’eleus’ son, 

Shedding hot tears, as on his friend he 

Laid on the bier, and pierc’d with deadly wounds: a 60 

Him to the w’ar with horses and with cars 

He sent; but ne'er to welcome his return. 

By stag-ey’d Juno sent, reluctant sank 
Th* unw’earied sun beneath the ocean wave; 

The sun had set, and breath’d aivhile the tlreeks 
From the fierce labours of the balanc’d ficUl ; 

Nor less the Trojans, from the stubborn ficht 
Retiring, from the chariots loos’d their steeds: 

But ere they shar’d the ev’ning meal, they met 
In council; all stood up; none dar’d to sit; 270 

For fear had fall'n on all, wdien reappear’d 
Achilles, from th.e battle long withclraw'n. 

First Panthdiis’ son, the sage Polydamas, 

Address’d th’ assembly; his sagacious mind 
Alone beheld the future and the past; 

The friend of Hector, born the .self.same niglit; 

One in debate, the other best in arms; 

Who thus with prudent speech began, and said: 

“ Be well advis’d, my friends! my counsel is 
That we regain the city, nor the morn 280 

Here in the plain, beside the ships, aw'ait, 

So far remov’d from our protecting walls. 

While fiercely bum’d ’gainst Atreus’ goiihke son 
That mighty warrior’s wrath, ’tw as easier far 
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With tir other Greeks to deal; and I rejoic’d 
When by the ships we pass’d the night, in hopes 
We soon might call them ours; but now, I own, 

Achilles, swift of foot, excites my fear. 

His proud, impetuous spirit will spurn the plain. 

Where Greeks and Trojans oft in warlike strife 290 

Their balanc’d strength exert; if he come forth. 

Our fight will be to guard our homes and wives. 

Gain we the city ; trust me, so ’twere best. 

Now, for a while, ambrosial night detains 
The son of Pcleus; but at early mom 
If issuing forth in arms he find us here, 

His prowess we shall know; and happy he 

Who, flyin*:, shall in safety reach the walls 

Of sacred Troy ; for many a lYojan slain 

Shall feed the vultures: Heav'n avert such fate I 300 

But if, though loth, ye will by me be rul'd, 

This night in council husband we our strength; 

While tow'rs, and lofty gates, and folding doors 
Close join’d, well-fitting, shall our city guard: 

Then issuing torth in anns at early morn 
Man we the tow’rs; so harder were his task 
If, from the ships advancing, round the wall 
He offer battle; bootless to return, 

His strong-neck’d horses worn with labour vain 
In coursing, purposeless, around the town. 310 

To force an entrance, or the town destroy, 

Is not his aim ; and ere that end be gain’d, 

The dogs of Troy upon his flesh shall feed.” 

,To whom thus Hector of the glancing helm 
With stern regard: “ Polydamas, thy words 
Are such as grate unkindly on mine car, 

W'ho fain wouldst have us to the walU retire. 

Whut.^ have ye not already long enough 

Been coop’d witliin the tow Vs? the wealth of Troy, 

Its brass, its gold, were once the common theme 320 
Of evVy tongue; our hoarded treasures now 
Are gone, to Phrygian and Miconian shores 
For sale exported., costly merchandise, 

Since on our city fell the wTath of Jove. 

And now, when deep-designing Saturn's son 
Such glory gives me as to gain the ships, 

And, crowiled by the sea, hem in the Greeks, 
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Fool 1 put not thou these timid counsels forth. 

Which none will follow, nor will I allow* 

But hear ye all, and do as I advise: 330 

Share now the meal, by ranks, throughout the host; 

Then set your watch, and each keep careful guard; 

And whom his spoils overload, if such there be, j 
Let him divide them with the genVal crowd; 

Better that they should hold them than the Greeks: 

And with the mom, in arms, beside the ships. 

Will wc again awake the furious war. 

But if indeed Achilles by the ships 
Hath reappear’d, himself, if so he choose. 

Shall be the sufT’rer; from the perilous strife 340 

I will not shrink, but his encounter meet: 

So he, or I, shall gain immortal fame; 

Impartial Mars hath oft the slayer slain.** 

Thus Hector spoke; the Trojans chetT'd aloud: 

Fools, and by Pallas of their sense bereft, 

Who all applauded Hector s ill advice, 

None the sage counsel c f Polydamas ! 

Then through the camp they sliar’d the ev’ning meal. 

Meantime the Greeks all night with tears and groans 
Bewail’d Patrodus: on his comrades breast 350 

Achilles laid his murder-dealing haruls, 

And led with biller groans the loud lament. 

As wJien the hunters, in the fon*st’s depth, 

Have robb’d a bearded lion of hi'* cubs; 

Too late arriving, he with anger chafes: 

Then follows, if perchance he may o'erlake, 

Through many a mountain glen, the hunte-'.’ steps, 

With grief and fury fill’d; so Pcleiis' son. 

With bitter groans, the Myrmidons achlress’d: 

“ Vain was, alas ! the promise which I gave, 360 

Seeking the brave Meno-tius to cf>n5ole, 

To bring to Opus back h’ls gallant son, 

Rich with his share of spoil from Trov o’ertlirown; 

But Jove fulfils not all that man designs; 

For us hath fate decreed, that here in Troy 
We two one soil should reflden with our l>lo(td; 

Nor me, returning to my native land, 

Shall aged Peleus in his halls receive, 

Nor Thetis; here must earth retain my bones. 

But since, Patrodus, I am doom’d on eariji 


370 
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Behind thee to remain, thy fun’ral rites 
I will not celebrate, till Hector's arms. 

And head, thy haughty slayer's, here I bring; 

And on thy pyre twelve noble sons of Troy 
Will sacrifice, in vengeance of thy death. 

Thou by our beaked ships till then must lie; 

And weeping o'er thee shall deep-bosom 'd dames, 

Trojan and Dardan, mourn both night and day; 

The prizes of our toil, when wealthy towns 

Before our valour and our spears have fali’n." 3S0 

He said, and bade his comrades on the hre 
An ample tripod place, without delay 
To cleanse Patrviclus from the bloody gore: 

They on the burning fire the tripod plac’d, 

With water fill’d, and kindled wood bencaih. 

Around the bellying tripod rose the flaTne^, 

Heating the bath; witliin the glitt’ring brass 
Soon as the water boil’d, they wash’d the corpse, 

With lissom oils anointing, and the wounds 
With fragrant ointments fill'd, of nine years old; 390 
Then in fine linen they the body wrapp'd 
From head to feet, and laid it on a couch, 

And cover'd over with a fair white sheet. 

All night around Achilles swift of foot 

The Myrmidons with tears Patroclus mouni'd. 

To ] uno then, his sister and his wife. 

Thus Saturn's son: ‘‘At length thou hast thy will. 
Imperial Juno, who hast stirr'd to w^ar 
Achilles swift of foot; well might one deem 
'I'hese long-hair'd Greeks trom thee deriv’d their birth." 

To whom in answer thus the stag-ey’d Queen: 401 

" What words, dread son of Saturn, dost ihou speak? 

Ev'n man. though mortal, and inferior far 
To us in wisdom, might so much effect 
Against his fellow-man ; then how should I, 

By double title chief of Goddesses, 

First by my birth, and next because thy wife 
I boast me, thine, o'er all the Gods supreme. 

Not work !ny vengeance on the Trojan race? " 

Such converse while they held, to \ ulcan’s house, 410 
Immortal, starlike bright, among the Gods 
UnrivalPd, all of brass, by Vulcan's self 
Constructed, sped the silver-footed Queen. 
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Him swcItVing at his forpe she found, . itt'nt 
On forming twenty tripods, which shoi,-l stand 
The wall surrounding of his well-built h uise; 

With golden wheels beneath he furnish’ ! each, 

And to th^ assembly of the Gods endueil 
With pow’r to move spontaneous, and return, 

A marvel to behold ! thus far his work 420 

He had completed ; but not yet had fix’d 
The rich-wrought handles; these his labour now 
Engag’d, to fit them, and to ri\ et fast. 

While thus he exercis’d his practK>' 1 skill, 

The silver-footed Queen approach’d rlio house* 

Charis, the skilful artist’s wedded wife. 

Beheld her coming, and advanc’d to meet ; 

And, as her hand she clasj)'d, address’d lier thus: 

“ Say, 'I'hetis of the flowing robe, l)(‘lov‘d 
And honour’d, whence this vi-it to our house, 430 

An unaccustom’d guest? but come t!. >'j in. 

That I may welcome thee with honour due.” 

Thus, as she spoke, the Godde^^s led her in, 

And on a seat with silver studs adorn'd, 

Fair, richly wrought, a fooLstool at her feet, 

She bade her sit; then thus to Vulcan call’d: 

” Haste hither, Vulcan; Thetis asks thine aid.’' 

W'hom answer'd thus the skill’d artifu er: 

'' An honour’d and a venerated guest 

Our house contains: who sav’d me once fn»m woe, 440 
When by my muther’s act from Heav’n I fell, 

Who, for tliat I was crippled in my feet, 

Deem’d it not shame to hide me; hard had then 
My fortune hcen, had not Eurvnome 
And Thetis in their bosoms shelter’d me; 

Eurynome, from old Oceanus 

Who drew lier birth, the ever-circling flood. 

Nine years with them I dwelt, and many a work 
I fashion’d tliere of metal, clasjis, and rliains 
Of spiral coil, rich cups, and r.jllars fair, 450 

Hid in a cave profound; uhere th’ ocean stream 
With ceaseless murmur foam’d and moar/d around; 
Unknown to God or man, but to those twrj ^ 

W^ho sav’d me, Thetis and Eurynome. 

Now to my house hath fair-hair’d 'rhetis come; 

To her, my life pre.serv’d its tribute owes: 
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'i'licn 111 >u the hospitable rites perform, 

While I :ny bellows and my tools lay by/' 

He said, and from the anvil rear'd upright 
His massive strength; and as he limp’d along, 460 

His tott’ring knees were bow’d beneath his weight. 

The bellows from the fire he next withdrew, 

And in a silver casket plac’d his tools; 

Then with a sponge his brows and lusty arms 
He wip’d, and sturdy neck and hairy chest. 

He donn’d his robe, and took his weighty staff; 

Then through the door ivith halting step he pass’d; 

There waited on their King th’ attendant maids; 

In form as living maids, but wu*oiight in gold; 

Instinct with consciousness, w’ith voice endued, 470 

And strengtli, and skill from heav'nly teachers drawn. 
These waited, duteous, at the Monarch’s side. 

His steps supporting; he, wdth halting gait, 

Pass’d to a gorgeous chair by Thetis’ side. 

And, as her hand he clasp’d, address’d her thus: 

“ Say, Thetis, of the flowing robe, belov’d 
• And honour’d, whence this visit to our house. 

An unaccustom’d guest? say what thy will, 

And, if within my i)ow’r, esteem it done.” 

To whom in answer Thetis, weeping, thus; 480 

” Vulcan, of all the Goddesses w'ho dwell 
On high Olympus, lives there one whose soul 
Hath borne such weight of woe, so many griefs, 

As Saturn’s son hath heap’d on me alone? 

Me, whom he chose from all the sea-born nymphs, 

Aijd gave to Peleus, son of -t^kicus, 

His subject; 1 endur’d a mortal’s bed, 

Though sore against my will; he now', bent dowm 
By feeble age, lies helpless in his house. 

Now adds he fiirtlier grief ; he granted me 490 

To bear, and rear, a son, of heroes chief ; 

Like a young tree he throve; 1 tended him. 

In a rich vineyard as the choicest plant; 

Till in the InjaktVl ships I sent him forth 
To war wdth I'roy; him ne’er shall 1 behold. 

Returning home, in aged Peleus’ house. 

Ev’n while he lives, and sees the light of day, 

He lives in sorrow; nor, to sootlie his grief, 

My presence can avail ; a girl, his prize. 
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Selected for him by the sons of (ireec , 

Great Agamemnon wrested from his . rrns: 

In grief and rage he pin d his soul av * s.v ; 

Then bv the Trojans v^ere the (ireeks ie; ;im\; m 
Beside their ships, and from within tl ir camp 
No outlet found; the Grecian Elders '‘>en 
Implor’d his aid, and ])n»Tnis’d cosiI\ tts. 

With his own hand to save them he re* :s’d; 

But. in his armour clad, to battle sent 
Kis J'»:eiu] Patroclus, with a nu-nVous : and. 

All day they fought before the Sc.ean gatc >; 

And in that day had Ilium been destnn' d, 

But in the van, Mena tius' noble son, 

After great deeds achiev’d, Apollo slew, 

And crown’d with glory Hector, Pri^im’s son. 
Therefore a suppliant to thy knees I come, 

If to my Son, to early death condemn'd. 

Thou wilt accord the boon of shield and helm, 

And well-wrought crreaves w-ith silver clasps secur’d, 
And breastplate; for his own, his faithful friend, 

By Trojan iiands subdued, hath lost; anti lit*. 
O’erwhelm’d with grief, lies prostrate ini the earth.” 

Whom answer’d thus the skill’d artificer; 

** Take comfort, nor let this disturl) thy rnintl; 
Would that as surely, when hl^ hour shall co*ne, 

I could defend him trorn the stroke of death. 

As I can promise that he shall possess 
Such arms as they shall marvxl wht< l)ehrrld.” 

He left her thus, and to his forge return’d; 

The IjeJlows then directing to the fire, 

He bade them work; through tw'enty pipes at once 
Forthwith they pour’d their diverse-iemper’d blasts; 
Now brihkly seconding his eager haste, 

Now at his will, and as the work requir’d. 

The stubborn brass, and tin, and precious gold, 

And silver, first he melted in the fire; 

Then on its stand his weighty anvil plac’d; 

And with one hand the hammer’s pond’rous weight 
He w'ielded, while the other grasp’d the tongs. 

first a shield he fashion’d, vast and strong, 
With rich adornment; circled with a rim, 

Threefold, bnght-gleaming, whence a sih er belt 
Depended; of five folds the shield was iorm’d; 



And on iis surface many a rare desi;^n 
Of curion^ art his practis’d skill had wrought. 

Therefjn were figur’d earth, and sky, and sea, 

Tlie ever urrling sun, and lull-orb’d moon, 

And all i i»e signs that crown the vault of Ileav’n; 

]Mciads ;> id llyads, and Orion’s might, 

And An :os, call’d the Wain, who wheels on high 

Ilis circ'.ng course, and oji Orion waits; 55c 

Sole sta- that never bathes in th’ ocean wave. 

And two fair populous tow'ns were sculptur’d there: 

In one were inarnage pomp and revelry, 

And brides, in gay procession, through the streets 
With blazing torches from their chambers borne, 

While frequent rose the hymeneal song. 

Youths whirl’d around in joyous dance, with sound 
Of flute and harp; and, standing at their doors, 

Admiring women on the pageant gaz’d. 

Meanwhile a busy throng the forum fill’d: 560 

lliere betw'een two a fierce contention rose, 

About a death-fine; to the public one 
Appeal’d, asserting to have paid the whole: 

While one denied that he had aught receiv’d. 

Both were desirous that before the Judge 
The issue should be tried; with noisy shouts 
Tlieir sev’ral partisans encourag’d each. 

The heralds still’d the tumult of the crowd: 

On polish’d chairs, in solemn circle, sat 

The rev’rend Eldon's; in their hands they held 570 

The loud-voic’d heralds’ sceptres; waving these, 

They heard tli’ alternate pleadings; in the midst 
Two talents lay of gold, which he should take 
Who should before them prove his righteous cause. 

Before the second town two armies lay, 

In arms refulgent; to destroy the town 
Th assailants threaten’d, or among themselves 
Of all the wealth within the city stor’d 
An equal half, as ransom, to divide. 

The terms rejecting, the defenders mann’d 580 

A secret atnbush; on the walls they plac’d 
Women and children muster’d for defence, 

And men by age enfeebled; forth they went. 

By Mars and Pallas led; these, wrought in gold, 

In golden arms array’d, above the crowd 
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For beauty and stature, as befitting G ds. 

Conspicuous shone; of lesser height tli*‘ rest. 

But when the destin’d ambuscade was learh’d, 

Beside the river, where the shepherds (hove 

Their flocks and herds to ivater, down they lay, 590 

In glitt’ring arms accoutred; and apart 

They plac’d two spies, to notify betimes 

Th’ approach of flocks of sheep and lowing herds. 

These, in two shepherds’ charge, ere long appear'd, 

Who, unsuspecting as they mov'd along, 

Enjoy’d the music of their past ral pipes. 

They on the booty, from afar discern'd. 

Sprang from their ambuscade; and cutting off 
The herds, and fleecy flocks, their guarrlians .slew. 

Their comrades heard the tumult, where thev sat 600 
Before their sacred altars, and forthwith 
Sprang on their cars, and with fast-st( jjping steeds 
Pursued the plund'rtTs, and o'ertook il.i'in soon. 

There on the river’s hank they met in arms. 

And each at other hurl'd their l>razen si)car‘?. 

And there were figur’d Strife, and Tumult wild, 

And deadly Fate, who in her iron grasp 
One newly-wounded, one unwounded bore, 

While by the feet from out the jiress she drapg'd 
Another slain: about her shoukiers hung 610 

A garment crimson’d with the blood of men. 

Like living men they seem’d to move, to fight. 

To drag away the bodies of the slain. 

And there was grav’n a wide-extended plain 
Of fallow land, rirli, fertile, mellow soil. 

Thrice plough’d : where many ploughmen up and dowm 
Their teams were driving; and as each attain'd 
The limit of the field, would one advance, 

And tender him a cup of gen'rous w'inc: 

Then would he turn, and to the end again 620 

Along the furrow clieerly drive his plough. 

And still behind them darker show VI tin*, soil. 

The tnjc presentment of a new-plough'd field. 

Though wrought in gold; a miracle of art. 

There too was grav’n a corn-field, rich in grain, 

Where wdth shsirp sickles reapers plied their task; 

Tlie binders, kjllow'ing clo.se, the bundles tied* 

Three were the binders; and behind them .boys 
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In dose attenriance waiting, in their arms 

Gather’d the bundles, and in order pil’d. 630 

Ainui tlvm, staff in hand, in silence stood 

The King, rejoicing in the plenteous swathe. 

A little way remov’d, the heralds slew 
A sturdy ox, and now beneath an oak 
Prepar’d the feast; while women mix’d, hard by, 

White barley porridge for .the lab’rers’ meal. 

And, with rich clusters laden, there was grav’n 
A vineyard fair, all gold ; of glossy black 
The bunches were, on silver poles sustain’d; 

Around, a darksome trench; beyond, a fence 640 

Was wrought, of shining tin; and through it led 
One only path, by which the bearers pass’d. 

Who gather’d in the vineyard’s bounteous store. 

Tliere maids and youths, in joyous spirits bright. 

In w'o\en baskets bore the luscious fruit. 

A boy, amid them, from a clear- ton’d harp 
Drew' lovely music; well his liquid voice 
I'lie strings accompanied; they all with dance 
• And song harmonious join’d, and joyous shouts, 

As the gay bevy lightly tripp'd along. 650 

Of straight-horn ’d cattle too a herd was grav’ii; 

Of gold and tin the heifers all w’ere wTought: 

They to the pasture, Irom the cattle-yard, 

W'ith gentle luwings, by a babbling stream, 

Where quiv’ring rced-beds rustled, slowly mov’d. 

Four golden sheplu rds walk'd beside the herd, 

Py nine swdt dogs attended; then amid 
The foremost heifers sprang two lions fierce 
Upon the lordlv bull: he, bellowdng loud, 

Wiis dragg’d alone:, by dogs and youths pursued. 660 
The tough buH’s-hide they lore, and gorging lapp’d 
Th’ intestines and ilark blood: with vain attempt 
The herdsmen following closely, to Ih’ attack 
Cheer’d tlieir swdft dogs; these shunn’d the lions’ jaw'S, 
And close around them baying, held aloof. 

And there the skilful artist’s hand had trac’d 
A pasture broad, with lleecy flocks o’erspread. 

In a fair glade, with fold, and tents, and pens. 

There, too, the skilful artist’s hand had wToughl, 

With curious workmanship, a mazy dance, 670 

Like that which Diedalus in Cnossus erst 
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At fair-hair'd Ariadne^s bidding fram’d. 

There, laying each on other’s wrists their hand, 

Bright youths and many-suitor’d maidens danc’d : 

In fair white linen these ; in tunics those, 

Well woven, shining soft with fragrant oils; 

These with fair coronets were crown’d, while those 
With golden swords from silver belts were girt. 

Now whirl’d they round with nimble practis’d feet, 

Easy, as when a potter, seated, turns 680 

A wheel, nevr fashion’d by his skilful hand. 

And spins it round, to prove if true it run : 

Now featly mov’d in well-b.‘seeming ranks. 

A num’rous crowd, around, the lovely dance 
Surv’cy'd, delighted; while with measur’d chant 
Two tumblers, in the midst, were whirling round. 

About the margin of the massive shield 
Was wrought the mighty strength of th’ ocean stream* 
The shield completed, vast and strong, he forg’d 
A breastplate, dazzling bright as flame of fire; 690 

And next, a weighty helmet for his head, 

Fair, richly wrought, with crest of gold above; 

Then last, well-fitting greaves of pliant tin. 

The skill’d artificer his works complete 
Before Achilles’ Goddess-mother laid : 

She, like a falcon, from the snow-clad heights 
Of huge Olympus, darted swiftly dowm. 

Charg’d with the glitt’ring arms by Vulcan wrought* 
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Achilles is reconciled to Agamemnon and, clothed In new armoux 
iorged by Vulcan, leads out the Myrmidons to brittle. 

Now mom in saffron robe, from th’ ocean stream 
Ascending, light diffus'd o*er Gods and men ; 

As Thetis, to the ships returning, bore 
The gift of Vulcan; there her son she found, 

Who o’er Patroclus hung in bitter grief ; 

Around him mourn'd his comrades; in the midst 
She stood, and clasp'd his hand, as thus she spoke: 

“ Leave we, my son, though deep our grief, the dead; 
Here let him lie, since Heav'n hath doom’d his fall; 

But thou these arms receive, by Vulcan sent, lo 

Fairer than e’er on mortal breast were bome.*^ 

The arms before Achilles, as she spoke, 

The Goddess laid ; loud rang the wondrous work. 

With awe the Myrmidons beheld; nor dar’d 
Affront the sight: but as Achilles gaz’d, 

More fiery bum’d his wrath : beneath his brows 
His eyes like lightning flash’d; with fierce delight 
He seiz’d the glorious gift; and when his soul 
^ad feasted on the miracle of art, 

To Thetis thus his winged words address’d : 20 

“ Mother, the God hath giv’n me arms indeed. 

Worthy a God, and such as mortal man 
Could never forge; I go to arm me straight; 

Yet fear I for Mencetius’ noble son. 

Lest ih his spear-inilicted wounds the flies 
May gender worms, and desecrate the dead. 

And, life extinct, corruption reach his flesh.” 

Whom answer’d thus the silver-footed Queen: 

** Let not such fears, my son, disturb thy mind; 

I will myself the swarms of flies disperse, 30 

That on the flesh of slaughter’d warriors prey; 

And should here remain a year complete, 

333 
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Still should his flesh be firm and fresh as now: 

But thou to council call the chiefs of Greece; 

Against the monarch Agamemnon there, 

The leader of the host, abjure thy wrath; 

Then arm thee quickly, and put on thy might/ 

Her words with dauntless courage fill’d his breast. 

She in Patroclus’ nostrils, to preser\'e 
His flesh, red nectar and ambrpsia pour’d. 40 

Along the ocean beach Achilles pass’d. 

And loudly shouting, call’d on all the chiefs; 

Then all who heretofore remain’d on board, 

The steersmen, who the vessels’ rudders hold, 

The very stewards that ser\'’d the daily bread. 

All to th’ assembly throng’d, when rcay^pear’d 
Achilles, from the fight so long w'iihdrawn. 

Two noble chiefs, two ministers of Mars, 

Ulysses sage, and valiant Diomed, 

Appear’d, yet crippled by their grievous wounds, 50 

Their hailing steps supporting with their spears, 

And on the foremost seats their places took. 

Next follow’d Agamemnon, King of men, 

He also wounded; for Antenor’s son, 

Coon, had stabb’d him in the stubborn fight. 

When all the Greeks were closely throng'd around. 

Up rose Achilles swift of foot, and said; 

“ Great son of Atreus, what hath been the gain 
To thee or me, since heart-consuming strife 
Hath fiercely rac'd between us, for a girl, 60 

Who would to Heav’n had died by Dian’s shafts 
That day when from Lyrnessus’ ca{)lur’d town 
1 bore her off ? so had not many a Greek 
Bitten the blood v dust, by hostile hands 
Subdued, while 1 in anger stood aloof. 

Great was ♦he gain to Troy; but Gree.ks, melhinks. 

Will long retain the mem’ry of our feud. 

Yet pass we that; and tliough our hearts be sore, 

Still let us school our angry spirits dotvn. 

My wrath 1 here abjure; it is not meet 70 

It bum for ever unappeas’d ; do thou 

Muster to battle straight tl*e long-hair’d Greeks; 

That, to the Trojans once again oppos’d, 

I may make trial if beside the ships 

They dare this night remain; but be, I ween, 
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Will gladly rest his limbs, who safe shall fly. 

My spear escaping, from the battle-field.” 

He said: the well-greav’d Greeks rejoic'd to hear 
His wrath abjur’d by Peleus' godlike son; 

And from his seat, not standing in the midst. 

Thus to th* assembly Agamemnon spoke: 

“ Friends, Grecian Heroes, Ministers of Mars, 

When one stands up to speak, 'tis meet for all 
To lend a patient ear, nor interrupt; 

For ev’n to practis’d speakers hard the task: 

But, in this vast assembly, who can speak 
That all may hear? the clearest voice must fail. 

To Peleus’ son, Achilles, I my mind 
Will frankly open; ye among yourselves 
Impart the words I speak, that all may know. 

Oft hath this matter been by Greeks discuss’d, 

And I their frequent censure have incurr’d: 

Yet was not I the cause; but Jove, and Fate, 

And gloomy Erinnys, who combin’d to throw 
A strong delusion o’er my mind, that day 
I robb’d Achilles of his lawful prize. 

What could I do? a Goddess all o’er-rul’d. 

Daughter of Jove, dread Ate, baleful pow’r, 
Misleading all; with lightest step she moves. 

Not on the earth, but o’er the heads of men, 

With blighting touch; and many hath caus’d to err. 
Ev’n Jove, the wisest deem’d of Gods and men. 

In errors she involv’d, when Juno’s art 
By female "tratagem the God deceiv’d, 

VVhen in well-girdled Thebes Alcmena lay 
In travail of the might of Hercules. 

In boastful tone amid the Gods he spoke: 

‘ Hear all ye Gods, and all ye Goddesses. 

The words 1 speak, the promptings of my soul. 

This day Lucina shall to light bring forth 
A child, the future Lord of all around, 

Of mortal men, who trace to me their blood.' 

Whom answer’d Juno thus, with deep deceit: 

* Thou dost but feign, nor wilt fulfil thy word: 

Come now, Olympian, swear a solemn oath 
Tliat he shall be the Lord of all around. 

Who on this day shall be of woman bom. 

Of mortal men, who trace to thee their blood.* 
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She said, and Jove, the snare unseeing, swore 
A solemn oath; but found his error soon. 120 

Down from Olympus* height she sped in haste 
To Argos of Achaia; for the wife , 

Of Sthenelus, the son of Perseus, there, 

She knew, was sev*n months pregnant of a son ; » 
Whom, though untimely born, she brought to light. 
Staying meanwhile Alcmena's labour-pangs. 

To Satnm*s son herself the tidings brought, 

And thus address'd him: ‘ Jove, the lightning’s Lord, 

I bring ihee news; this day a mighty man. 

By thee ordain’d to be the Argives’ King, 130 

Is born, Eurystheus, son of Sthenelus, 

The son of Perseus, issue of thy blood ; 

Well worthy he to l)e tlie Argives' King.’ 

She said: 'Keen Svorrow deeply pierc’d his soul; 

Then Ate by the glossy locks he seiz'd 
In mightv wrath ; and swore a solemn oath, 
lliat to Olympus and the starry llcav'n 
She never should return, who all misleads. 

His arm then whirling, from the starry Ifoav'n 

He flung her down, to vex th’ affairs of men. 140 

Yet oft her fraud remember’d he with groans, 

When by Eurystheus’ hard commands he saw 
Condemn’d to servile tasks his noble son. 

So, oft as Hector of the glancing helm 
Beside the ships the Greeks to slaughter gave, 

Back to my mind my former error came. 

I err’d, for Jove my judgment took away; 

But friendly reconcilement now 1 seek, 

And tender costly presents; then thyself 

Upi^use thee, and excite the rest to arms. 150 

)^Hiile I prepare the gifts, whate’er of late * 

The sage Ulysses promis’d in thy tent: 

Or, if thou wilt, though eager for the fray. 

Remain thou here awhile, till from my shif) 

My followers bring the gifts; that thou mayst sec 
I make my off’rings with no niggard hand.” 

Whom answer’d thus Achilles .swift of foot: 

^ L. 15 1. yesterday. Hut either the word must hav** a 

more extendeci sii'iiiftcation than is usually given to it» or H )m<*r must 
here have fallen into an error; for two complete nif^hts, and unc day, 
that on which Patroclus met his death, had intcrvcfied since the vi«t 
of Ajax and Ulysses to the tent of .\chiUes. See also 1 . 215. 
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“ Most mighty Agamemnon, King of men, 

The gifts thou deem’st befitting, ’tis for thee 
To give, or to withhold; but now at once i6o 

Prepare we for the battle; *tis not meet 
On trivial pretexts here to waste our time, 

Or idly loiter; much remains to do: 

Again be seen Achilles in the van, 

Scattering with brazen spear the Trojan ranks; 

And ye, forget not man with man to fight.” 

To whom in answer sage Ulysses thus: 

“ Brave as thou art, Achilles, godlike chief, 

Yet fasting lead not forth the sons of Greece 

To fight the Trojans; for no little time 170 

Will last the struggle, when the serried ranks 

Are once engag’d in conflict, and the Gods 

With equal courage either side inspire: 

But bid them, by the ships, of food and wine 
(Wherein are strength and courage) first partake; 

For none throughout the day till set of sun, 

Fasting from food, may bear the toils of war; 

His spirit may still* be eager for the fray; 

Yet are his limbs by slow degrees weigh’d down, 

Himself by thirst and hunger worn, his knees 
Unable, as he moves, to bear his weight. 

But he who, first with food and wine refresh’d. 

All day maintains the combat with the foe. 

His spirit retains unbroken, and his limbs 
Unwearied, till both armies quit the field. 

Dijpersc then now the crowd, and bid prepare 
The morning meal ; meantime to public view 
Let Agamemnon, King of men, display 
His costly gifts; that all the Greeks may see, 

And that thy heart within thee melt with joy: 

And there in full assembly let him swear 
A solemn oath, that he hath ne’er approach’d 
l*he fair Briseis’ bed, nor held with her 
Such intercourse as man with woman holds. 

Be thou propitious, and accept his oath. 

Tlien at a sumptuous banquet in his tent 
liCt him receive thee; that thine honour due 
May nothing lack; and so, Atrides, thou 
Shalt stand in sight of all men clear of blame; 

For none can. wonder that insulting speech 
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Should rouse the anger of a sceptred King.” 

To whom thus Agamemnon, King of men; 

“ Son of Laertes, I accept thy speech 
With cordial welcome : all that thou hast said 
Is well and wisely spoken ; for the oath, 

I am prepar’d, with willing mind, to swear; 

Nor in the sight of Heav’n will be forsworn. 

Let then Achilles here awhile remain. 

Though eager for the fray ; ye too remain, 

Until the presents from my tent be brought, 2 1 o 

And we our solemn compact ratify. 

Then this command upon thyself I lay: 

That thou the noblest youths of all the Greeks 
Select, and bid them from my vessel U-ar 
The gifts, which to Achilles yesternight 
We promis’d, and withal the w’omen bring; 

And let Talthybius through the host seek out 
A boar, for sacrifice to Jove and Sol.” 

Whom answer’d thus Achilles swift of foot: 

“ Most mighty Agamemnon, King of men, 320 

These matters to some future time were best 
Deferr’d, some hour of respite from the fight, 

Of rage le.ss fiercely burning in my breast; 

But slaughter’d now they lie, whom Priam’s son. 

Hector, hath slain, by Jove to vict’ry led. 

Ye bid us take our food; if I might rule, 

I would to battle lead the sons of (jrecce. 

Unfed, and fasting; and at set of sun, 

Our shame aveng’d, an ample feast prepare; 

Till then, nor food nor drink shall j)ass my lips, 330 

My comrade slam; who pierc’d with mortal wounds. 
Turn’d tovy’rd the df»or\\ay, lies within my lent, 

His mourning friends around ; while there he lies, 

No thought have 1 for these or auglit beside 
Save carnage, blood, and groans of dying men.” 

To whom Ulysses, sage in council, thus: 

” O son of Peleus, noblest of the Greeks, 

How far, Achilles, thou surpassest me 

In deeds of arms, 1 know; but thou must yield 

To me in counsel, for my years are more, 340 

And my experience greater far than thine: 

Then to my words incline a patient ear. 

Men soonest weary of battle, where the sword 
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The bloodiest harvest reaps; the lightest crop 
Of slaughter b where Jove inclines the scale^ 
Dispenser, at his will, of human wars. 

The Greeks by fasting cannot mourn their dead; 

For day by day successive numbers fall; 

Where were the respite then from ceaseless fast? 
Behoves us bury out of sight our dead, 

Steeling our hearts, and weeping but a day; 

And we, the rest, whom cruel war hath spar’d, 

Should first with food and wine recruit our strength; 
Then, girding on our arms, the livelong day 
Maintain the war, unwearied; then let none 
Require a farther summons to the field; 

(And woe to him who ioit'ring by the ships 
That summons hears;) but with united force 
Against the Trojans wake the furious war.” 

He said, and call’d on noble Nestor’s sons, 

On Melanippus, and Meriones, 

Thoas, and Lycomedes, Creon’s son, 

And Meges, Phyleus’ son; with these he sought 
The mighty monarch Agamemnon’s tent. 

Soon as the word was giv’n, the work was done ; 
Sev’n tripods brought they out, the promis'd gifts; 
Twelve horses, twenty caldrons glitt’ring bright ; 
Sev’n beauteous women, skill’d in household cares, 
With whom, the eighth, the fair Briseis came. 

Ulysses led the way, and with him brought 
Ten talents full of gold; th* attendant youths 
The other presents bore, and in the midst 
Display’d before th* assembly: then uprose 
The monarch Agamemnon ; by his side. 

With voice of godlike pow’r, Talthybius stood, 
Holding the victim: then Atrides drew 
I'he dagger, ever hanging at his side. 

Close by the scabbard of his mighty sword. 

And from the victim’s head the bristles shore. 

With hands uplifted tlien to Jove he pray’d; 

While all around the Greeks in silence stood, 
List’ning, decorous, to the monarch’s words, • 

As looking up to Heav’n he made his pray’r: 

“ Be witness, Jove?, thou King of Gods, most high, 
And Sun, and Earth, and ye who vengeance wreak 
Beneath the earth on souls of men forsworn, 
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Furies! that never, or to love unchaste 
Soliciting, or otherwise, my hand 
Hath faiV Briseis touch’d; but in my lont 
Still pure and undefil’d hath she remu n’d: 

And if in this I be forsworn, may Her.v’n 
With all the plagues afilict me, due to those 
Who sin by perjur’d oaths against the (iiM];.” 

Thus as he spoke, across the victim’ > iliroat 
He drew the pitiless blade; Talthvhiu.- then 
To Ocean’s hoary depths the c.nwu.e ti.. w, 

Food for the fishes; then Achilies rose. 

And thus before th’ assembled Greeks lie spoke; 

0 Father Jove, ho\v dost thou lead astray 
Our human judgments! ne’er had Atreus’ son 
My bosom fill’d with w-rath, nor from my arms, 

To his own loss, against my will had tom 
The girl 1 lov’d, but that the will of Jove 
To death predestin’d many a valiant Greek, 

Now to the meal; anon the war renew.” 

This said, th’ assembly he dismiss’d in haste, 

The crowed dispersing to their sev’ral ships; 

Upon the gifts the warlike Mynnidons 

Bestow’d their care, and bore them to the ships 

Of Peleus’ godlike son; within the tent 

They laid them down, and there the women plac’d, 

While to the d^o^■e the folh/wers led the steeds. 

Briseis, fair as golden Venus, saw 

Patroclus lying, pierc’d wuth mortal wounds, 

Within the tent; and with a bitter cry, 

She flung her down up(in the corpse, and tore 
Her breast, her delicate neck, and beauteous cheeks; 
And, weeping, thus the lovely woman wail’d: 

“ Patroclus, dearly lov'd of this sad heart! 

'Wlien lai^t I left this tent, I left thee full 
Of healthy life; returning now', 1 find 
Only thy lifeless corpse, tliou Prince of men! 

So sorrow still, on sorrow heap’d, I bear. 

The husband of my youth, to whom my sire 
And honour’d mother gave me, 1 beheld 
Slain with the sw'ord before tlie city walls: 

Three brothers, whom with me one mother l^ore. 

My dearly-lov’d ones, all were doom’d to death: 

Nor wouldst thou, when Achilles swift of foot 



My husbam^ slew, and tovaI Mynes* tOWn 

In min laid, allow rny tears t'* d 

li)ii thou Wi -uldst make me (SUCh Wa5 Sllli w*/ 

7 'Ih‘ wcddcf' wife of I^eleiis’ godlike son: 

Ihoii woiili '.t to Fhthia bear me in thy ship, 

And tliere, ihyself, amid the Myrmidons, 

Wotildsl g) e mv marriage feast; then, unconsol’d, 

I weep tin deatli, my ever-gentle friend! ” 

\Veej)ir \ she spoke; the women joined her wail: 
Palrorlus death the pretext for their tears, 

Blit each in sec ret wept her private griefs. 340 

Around Achilles throng'd the elder men, 

Urging to eat; but he, with groans, refus’d: 

“ I pray you, would you show your love, dear friends, 

Ask me not now with food or drink to appease 
Hunger or thirst; a load of bitter grief 
Weighs heavy on my soul; till set of sun 
Fasting will I remain, and still endure.” 

The other monarchs at his word withdrew: 

The two Atrid;e, and Ulysses sage. 

And Nestor and Idomencus remain’d, 350 

And aged Pheenix, to divert his grief; 

But comfort none, save in the bloody jaws 
Of battle would he take; by mem’ry stirr'd, 

He heav’d a deep-drawn sigh, as thus he spoke: 

“ How oft hast thou, ill-fated, dearest friend. 

Here in this tent with eager zeal prepar'd 
The tempting meal whene’er the sons of Greece 
In haste would arm them for the bloody fray 1 
N.OW best thou there, while I, for love of thee, 

From food and drink, before me plac’d, refrain: 360 

For ne’er shall I again such sorrow know, 

Not though I heard of aged Peleus’ death, 

Who now in Phthia mourns, with tender tears, 

His absent son ; he on a foreign shore 
Is warring in that hateful Helen’s cause; 

No, nor of his, who now in Scyros’ isle 
Is growing up, if yet indeed he live. 

Young Neoptolemus, my godlike son. 

My hope had been indeed, that here in Troy, 

Far from the plains of Argos, I alone 370 

Was doom’d to die; and that to Phthia thou, 

Return’d in safety, mightst my son convey 
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From Scyros home^ and show him all my wealth, 

My spoils, my slaves, my lofty, spacious house. 

For Peleus or to death, methinks, e’en now 
Hath yielded, or, not far from death remov’d. 

Lives on in sorrow, bow’d by gloomy age, j 

Expecting day by day the messenger 

Who bears the mournful tidings of my death.” 

Weeping, Achilles spoke; and with him wept 3S0 

The Elders; each to fond remembrance mov’d 
Of all that in his home himself had left. 

The son of Saturn, pitying, saw their grief. 

And Pallas thus with winged words address’d: 

” My child, dost thou a hero’s cause forsake. 

Or does Achilles claim no more thy care, 

Who sits in sorrow by the high-pro w’d ships, 

Mourning his comrade slain ; nor tastes of food, 
Wherewith the other Greeks their strength recruit? 

Then haste thee, and, with hunger le.st he faint, 390 

Drop nectar and ambrosia on his breast.” 

His words fresh impulse gave to P.illas’ zeal: 

Down, like the long-wing’d falcon, shrill of voice, 

Through the clear sky she swoop’d: the Greeks she found 
Arm'd for the tight; Achilles she approach’d, 

And nectar and ambrosia on his breast 
Distill’d, lest hunger should his strength subdue; 

Back to her mighty bather’s ample house 
Returning, as from out the ships they pour’d. 

Thick as the snow-fiakes that from Heav’n descend, 400 
Before the sky-born Boreas’ chilling blast; 

So thick, outpouring from the ships, the stream 
Of helmets polish'd bright, and bossy shields, 

And breastplates firmly brac’d, and ashen spears: 

Their brightnesi dash’d to Hcav'n; and laugh’d the Earth 
Beneath the brazen glare; loud rang the tramp 
Of armed men: Achilles in the midst, 

The godlike chief, in dazzling arms array’d# 

His teeth were gnashing audibly; his eye 

Blaz’d with tlie light of fire; but in his heart 4x0 

Was gnef unbearable; with furious wrath 

He bum’d against the Trojans, as he donn’d 

The heav’nly gifts, the work of Vulcan’s hand. 

First on his legs the well-wrought greaves he fix’d, 
Fasten’d with silver clasps; his breastplate next 
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Around his chest; and o^er his shoulders flung 
His silver-studded sword, with blade of brass; 

Then took his vast and weighty shield, whence gleam’d 
A light refulgent as the full-orb’d moon; 

Or as to seamen o*er the wave is borne 420 

The watchfire’s light, which, high among the hills. 

Some shepherd kindles in his lonely fold : 

As they, reluctant, by the stormy winds. 

Far from their friends are o’er the waters driven; 

So from Achilles’ shield, bright, richly wought, 

The light was thrown. The weighty helm he rais’d, 

And plac’d it on his head; the plumed helm 
Shone like a star; and wav’d the hairs of gold. 

Thick-set by Vulcan in the gleaming crest. 

Then all the arms Achilles prov’d, to know 430 

If well they fitted to his graceful limbs : 

Like wings, they seem’d to lift him from the ground. 

Last, from its case he drew his father’s spear, 

Long, pond’rous, tough; not one of all the Greeks, 

None, save Achilles* self, could poise that spear; 

The fiir-fam’d Pelian ash, which to his sire. 

On Pelion’s summit fell’d, to be the bane 
Of mighty chiefs, the Centaur Chiron gave. 

With care Automedon and Alcimus 

The horses yok’d, with collars fair attach’d: 440 

Plac’d in their mouths the bits, and pass’d the reins 
Back to the well-built car: Automedon 
Sprang on the car, with shining lash in hand: 

Behind, Achilles came, array’d for war, 

In arms all glitt’ring as the gorgeous sun, 

And loudly to his father’s steeds he call’d: 

“ Xanthus and Balius, noble progeny 
Of swift Podarge, now in other sort 
Back to the Grecian ranks in safety bear, 

When he shall quit the field, your charioteer; 430 

Nor leave him, as ye left Patroclus, slain.” 

To whom in answer from beneath the yoke 
Xanthus, the noble horse, with glancing feet: 

Bowing his head the while, till all his mane 

Down from the yoke-band streaming, reach’d the ground; 

By Juno, white-arm’d Queen, with speech endued: 

“ Yes, great Achilles, we this day again 
Will l)ear the^ saiely ; but thy day of doom 
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Is nigh at hand; nor we shall cause thy death, 

But Heav’n’s high will, and Fate’s imperious pow’r. 460 
By no default of ours, nor lack of speed, 

The Trojans stripp'd Patroclus of his arms: 

The mighty God, fair-hair'd Latona’s son, 

Achiev’d his death, and Hector's vict’ry gain’d. 

Our speed of foot may vie with Zephyr’s breeze 
Deem’d swiftest of the winds;, but thou art dooTi’d 
To die, by force combin’d of God and man.” 

He said ; his farther speech the Furies stay’d. 

To whom in wrath Achilles swift of foot: 

Xanthus, why thus predict my coming fate? 470 

It ill beseems thee ! well I know myself 
That I am fated here in Troy to die, 

Far from my home and parents; yet withal 
I cease not, till these Trojans from the field 
Before me fly.*' He said, and to the front, 

His w»ar-cry shouting, urg'd his fiery steeds. 
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By permission of Jupiter the. Gods descend into the hattVe, and range 
themselves on either side respectively. Neptune rescues i^^ueas 
from death by the hand of Achilles, from whom Apollo, soon after, 
rescues Hector. Achilles slays many Trojans. 

Round thee, Achilles, eager for the fray. 

Stood thus accoutred, by their beaked ships. 

The sons of Greece; the Trojan host, oppos’d. 

Stood on the sloping margin of the plain. 

Then Jove to Themis gave command to call 
The Gods to council from the lofty height 
Of many-ridg’d Olympus; to the house 
Of Jove she summon’d them from ev’ry side. 

• Thence of the Rivers, save Oceanus, 

Not one was absent; nor of Nymphs, who haunt lo 

Clear fount, or shady grove, or grassy mead. 

'Fhey, at the Cloud-compeller’s house arriv’d. 

Within the polish’d corridor reclin’d. 

Which Vulcan’s cunning hand for Jove had built. 

There were they gather’d in th’ abode of Jove: 

Nor did th’ Earth-.* baking Neptune slight the call. 

But came from ocean’s depths, and in the midst 
He sat, and thus the will of Jove enquir’d: 

“ Why, Lord of lightning, hast thou summon’d here 
The Gods to council ? dost thou aught devise 20 

Touching the Greeks and Trojans? who e’en now 
Kindle anew, it seems, the blaze of war.” 

To whom the Cloud-compeller, answ’ring, thus: 

“ The purpose, Neptune, well thou know’st thyself 
For which I call’d yc; true, they needs must die. 

But still they claim my care; yet here will I 
Upon Olympus' lofty ridge remain, 

And view, serene, the combat; you, the rest, 

Go, as you list, to Trojans or to Greeks, 

And at your pleasure either party aid. 30 

For if we leave Achilles thus alone 

345 
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To fight against the Trojans, not an hour 
Will they before the son of Peleus stand. 

They dreaded him before; but now, I icar, 

Since rous'd to fury by his comrade's death, 

He cv'n in fate’s despite may storm the wall," 
Thus Saturn’s son, and quenchless battle rous’d: 
The Gods, divided, hasten'd to the war: 

Juno and Pallas to the ships of Greece, 

With them th' Earth-shaker, and the helpful God, 
Hermes, for cunning subtleties unnuitch’d; 

And Vulcan too, exulting in his strength. 

Yet halting, and on feeble limbs sustain'd. 

Mars of the glancing helm took part with Troy, 
And golden Phoebus with his lucks unshorn, 

Latona too, and Dian, Archer-Queen, 

Xanthus, and Venus, laughter-loving dame. 

^ While from the fight of men the Gods abstain’d, 
High rose the Grecian vaunts, as, long withdrawn, 
Achilles on the field again appear'd ; 

And tv'ry Trojan s limbs with terror quak'd. 
Trembling, as Peleus’ godlike son they saw, 

In arms all-glitt’ring, fierce as blood-stain’d Mars. 
But when th* Immortals mingled in the throng. 
Then furuius wax’d the spirit-stirring strife; 

Then Pallas rais’d her war-cry, standing now 
Beside the deep-dug trench, without the wall. 

Now shouting loud along the sounding beach. 

On th' other side, as with the tempest’s roar, 

Mars to the Trojans shouted loud; one while 
From Ilium’s topmost height; anon again 
From the fair lull, o’erhanging Simois’ stream. 
Thus, either side exciting to the fray, 

Th’ immortal Gods unchain’d the angry war. 

1 hunder’d on high the Sire of Gods and men 
With awful din; while Neptune shook beneath 
The boundless earth, and lofty mountain tops. 

The spring-abounding Ida quak’d and rock'd 
From her firm basis to her loftiest peak. 

And Troy’s proud city, and the ships of Greece. 
Pluto, th' infernal monarch, heard alarm'd. 

And, springing from liis throne, cried out in fear. 
Lest Neptune, breaking through the solid earth, 

To mortals and Immortals should lay b^ire 
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His dark and drear abode, of Gods abhorred. 

Such was the shock when Gods in battle met; 

For there to royal Neptune stood oppos'd 
Phoebus Apollo with his arrows keen ; 

The blue-cy'd Pallas to the God of War; 

To Juno, Dian, heav'nly Archeress, 8o 

Sister of Phoebus, golden-shafted Queen. 

Stout Hermes, helpful God, Latona fac'd; 

While Vulcan met the mighty rolling stream, 

Xanthus by Gods, by men Scamander call'd. 

Thus Gods encounter'd Gods: Achilles' soul 
Meantime was burning 'mid the throng to meet 
Hector, the son of Priam; with whose blood 
He long’d to glut th' insatiate Lord of War. 

Apollo then, the spirit-stirring God, 

iEneas mov’d Achilles to confront, 90 

And fill’d with courage high; and thus, the voice ^ 

Assuming of Lycaon, Priam’s son, 

Apollo, son of Jove, the chief address'd: 

** /Eneas, prince and councillor of Troy, 

Where are the vaunts, w'hich o'er the wine-cup late 
Thou mad'st amid th’ assembled chiefs of Troy, 

That hand to hand thou wouldst Achilles meet.^ ” 

To whom iEneas thus in answer spoke: 

“ Why, son of Priam, urge me to contend. 

Against my will, with Peleus' mighty son? 100 

Not for the first time should I now engage 
Achilles swift of foot: I met him once. 

And fled before his spear, on Ida's hill, 

Vyhen on our herds he fell ; Lymessus then 
He raz’d, and Pedasus; me Jove preserv ’d, 

With strength endowing, and with speed of foot^ 

Else had I fall’n beneath Achilles' hand, 

By Pallas aided ; who before him moves. 

Light of his life, and guides his brazen spear 

Trojans and Leleges alike to slay. xio 

'Tis not in mortiil man with him to fight. 

Whom still some God attends, and guards from harm ; 
And, ev'n unaided, to the mark his spear 
Unerring flics, uncheck'd until it pierce 
A w'arrior's breast; yet if the Gods the scale 
Impartial held, all brass*clad as he is, 

O'er me no ei^y triumph should he gain.” 
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‘ To whom the King Apollo, son of Jove: 

“ Brave chief, do thou too to th' immortal Gods 
Address thy pray’r; men say that thou art sprung 
From Venus, child of Jove; his mother owns 
A humbler origin; one bom to Jove, 

The other to the aged Ocean God. 

On then with dauntless spear, nor be dismay’d 
By his high tone and vaunting menaces.” 

His words with courage fill'd the hero’s breast, 
And on he sprang, in dazzling arms array'd; 

But not unmark'd of white-arm*d Juno pass’d, 

To meet Achilles, through the press of men, 

Who thus address’d the Gods, to council call'd: 

“ Neptune and Pallas both, bethink ye well 
What now should be our course ; -^neas comes. 

In dazzling amis array’d, to meet in fight 
The son of Peleus; Pha*bus sends him forth. 

Say, then, shall we, encount’ring, to retreat 
Perforce constrain him? or shall one of us 
Beside Achilles stand, and give him strength 
That he may nothing lack; and know Inrnself 
By all the mightiest of th’ immortal Gods 
Belov’d, and those how pow’rless, by whose aid 
The Trojans yet maintain defensive war? 

Therefore, to join the battle, came we all 
From high Olympus, that in this day’s fight 
No ill befall him ; though the time shall come 
For him to meet the doom, by fate decreed, 

W’hen at his birth his thread of life was spun. 

But if Achilles from a voice divine 
Receive not tins assurance, he may well 
Be struck with fear, if haply to some God 
He find himself oppos’d: 'tis hard for man 
To meet, in presence visible, a God.” 

To whom Earth-shaking Neptune thus replied: 

** Juno, thine anger carry not loo far; 

It ill beseems thee. Not with my consent 
Shall we, the stronger far, provoke to arms 
The other Gods ; but rather, from the field 
Retiring, let us from on hieh survey. 

To mortals left, the turmoil of the war. 

Should Mars or Phoebus then begin the fight. 

Or stay Achilles, and his arm restrain,. 
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Then in the contest we too may engage; 

And soon^ methinks, will they be fain to join, 

Driv’n from the field, the Synod of the Gods, 

Subdued perforce by our victorious hands/' 

The dark-hair’d monarch spoke; and led the way 
To the high wall, by Trojans built of old. 

With Pallas* aid, for godlike Hercules; 

Withi* . whose circle he might safety seek. 

When from the beach the monster of the deep 
Came, raging, to the plain; there Neptune sat, 170 

And with him, th* other Gods, a veil of cloud 
Impenetrable around their shoulders spread. 

On th* otlier side, upon the fair hill’s brow, 

Phoebus with Mars the fort-destroyer sat. 

On either side they sat, each facing each 
With hostile counsels; yet reluctant both 
To take th’ initiative of ruthless war; 

Till Jove, enthron’d on high, the signal gave. ^ 

Then all the plain, with men and horses throng’d. 

The brazen gleam illumin’d ; rang the earth 180 

Beneath their feet, as to the battle-shock 

They rush’d ; but in the midst, both hosts between, 

Eager for fight, stood forth two warriors bold. 

Proudly pre-eminent; Anchises* son 
iEneas, and Achilles’ godlike might. 

iEneas first with threat’ning mien advanc’d. 

Nodding his pond’rous helm; before his breast 
His shield he bore, and pois’d his brazen spear. 

Him met Achilles from th’ opposing ranks; 

Fierce as a rav’ning lion, whom to slay 190 

Pour forth the stalwart youths, th’ united strength 
Of the rous’d village ; he unheeding moves 
At first; but wounded by a jav’lin thrown 
By some bold youth, he turns, with gaping jaws, 

.\jid frothing fangs, collecting for the spring, 

His breast too narrow for his mighty heart; 

And with his tail he lashes both his flanks 
And sides, as though to rouse his utmost rage; 

Then on, in pride of strength, with glaring eyes 
He dashes, if some hunter he may slay, 200 

Or in the foremost rank himself be slain. 

So mov’d his dauntless spirit Peleus’ son 
JEneas to confront; when near they came, 
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Thus first Achilles, swift of foot, began: 

“ iGneas, why so far before the ranks 
Advanc’d? dost thou presume with me to fight? 
Perchance expecting that the throne of Troy 
And Priam’s royal honours may be thine. 

Ev’n if thou slay me, deem not to obtain 

Such boon from Priam; valiant sons are liis, 210 

And he not weak, but bears a constant mind. 

Or have the Trojans set apart for thee 
Some favour’d spot, the fairest of the land, 

Orchard or corn-field, shouldst thou work my death; 
Which thou shalt find, I trust, too hard a task? 

Already hast thciu ficd before my spear ; 

Hast thou fonrotten how amid thy herds 
Alone I found tliee, and with flying foot 
Pursued thee down the steep of Ida's hill? 

Nor didst thou dare to turn, or pause in flights 220 

Thou to Lyrnessus fledd’st; Lyrnessus I, 

With Pallas' aid and Jove's, assail’d and took: 

Their women thence, their days of freedom lost, 

I bore away, my captives; thee from death 
Jove and the other Gods defended then ; 

But will not now bestow^, though such thy ho[>e. 

Their succour; then I w'arn thee, while 'tis time. 

Ere ill betide thee, to the gen’ral throng 
That thou withdraw, nor stand to me oppos'd: 

After th' event may ev’n a fool be \visc.’* 230 

To whom in answer thus Aeneas spoke: 

“ Achilles, think not me, as though a fool, 

To daunt with lofty speech; I too could well 
With cutting words, and insult, answer thee. 

Each other's race and parents well we know 
From tales of ancient days; although by sight 
Nor mine to thee, nor thine to me are known. 

To noble Peleus thou, 'tis said, wast bom 
Of Thetis, fair-hair'd daughter of the sea; 

Of great Anchises, Heav’n-descended chief, 240 

I boast me sprung, to him by Venus borne. 

Of these shall one or other have this day 
To mourn their son ; since not with empty words 
Shall thou and I from mortal combat part. 

‘ But if thou farther wouldst enquire, and learn 
The race I spring from, not unknown to men, 
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By DardanuSj of cloud-compelling Jove 
Begotten, was Dardania peopled first, 

Ere sacred Ilium, populous city of men, 

Was founded on the plain; as yet they dwelt 250 

On spring-abounding Ida’s lowest spurs. 

To Dardanus was Erichthonius bom. 

Great King, the wealthiest of the sons of men ; 

For him were pastur’d in the marshy mead. 

Rejoicing with their foals, three thousand mares; 

Them Boreas, in the pasture where they fed, 

Beheld, enamour’d; and amid the herd 
In likeness of a coal-black steed appear’d ; 

Twelve foals, by him conceiving, they produc’d. 

These, o’er the teeming corn-fields as they flew, 260 

Skimm’d o’er the standing ears, nor broke the haulm; 
And, o’er wide Ocean’s bosom as they flew, 

Skimm’d o’er the topmost spray of th’ hoary sea. 

Again, to Erichthonius Tros was bom. 

The King of Troy ; three noble sons were his, 

Ilus, Assaracus, and Ganymede; 

• The fairest he of all the sons of men : 

Him, for his beauty, bore the Gods away. 

To minister as cup-bearer to Jove, 

And dwell amid th’ Immortals: Ilus next 270 

Begot a noble son, Laomedon; 

Tithonus he, and Priam ; Clytius, 

Lam pus and Icetaon, plant of Mars; 

Capys, begotten of Assaracus, 

Begot Anchises, and Anchises me: 

To. Priam godlike Hector owes his birth. 

Such is my race, and such the blood I boast; 

But Jove, at will, to mortals valour gives 
Or minishes; dor he is Lord of all. 

Then cease we now, like babbling fools, to prate 280 
Plere in the centre of the coming fight. 

Terms of reproach we both might find, whose weight 
Would sink a galley of a hundred oars ; 

For glibly nins the tongue, and can at will 
Give utt’rance to discourse in ev’ry vein; 

Wide is the range of language; and such words 
As one may speak, another may return. 

What need that we should insults interchange? 

Like women, whQ some paltry quarrel wage. 
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Scolding and brawling in the public street, 290 

And in opprobrious terms their anger vent, 

Some true, some false; for so their rage suggests. 

With words thou shalt not turn me from the field, 

Till we have met in arms; then try we now 
Each other's prowess with our brazen spears.” 

He said, and hurl'd against the mighty shield 
His brazen spear; loud rang* the w'eapon’s point: 

And at arm’s length Achilles held the shield 
With his broad hand, in fear that through its folds 
iEneas' spear would easy passage find ; 300 

Blind fool 1 forgetful that the glorious gifts 
Bestow^’d by Gods, are not with case o'crcome, 

Nor yield before th' assaults of mortal men. 

So broke not through iEneas* sturdy spear. 

Stay’d by the golden plate, the gift of Heav'n; 

Yet through two plates it pass'd, but three remain’d. 

For five were in the shield by Vulcan wrought; 

Two were of brass, the inner two of tin. 

And one of gold, which stay’d the brazen spear. 

Achilles threw in turn his pond’rous spear, 310 

And struck the circle of -.Eneas’ shield 
Near the first rim, where thinnest lay the brass. 

And thinnest too th’ o’erlying hide; right through 
The Pelian shaft was driv’n; wide gap’d the shield« 
iEneas crouch’d, in fear, as o’er his head 
He held his shield ; the eager weapon pass’d 
Through both the circles of his ample shield. 

And in the ground, behind him, quiv'ring, stood« 

Escap’d the pond’rous weapon, sharpest pain 

Flashing across his eyes, in fear he stood, 320 

So close the spear had pass’d him ; onward then, 

Drawing his trenchant blade, Achilles rush’d, 

With fearful shout; a rocky fragment then 
JEnt'ds lifted up, a mighty mass. 

Which scarce two men, as men are now, could bear. 

But he, unaided, lifted it with case. 

Then had iEneas, with the massive stone. 

Or on the helmet, or the shield, his death 

Averting, struck Achilles; and himself 

Had by the sword of Peleus’ son been slain, 330 

Had not th’ Earth-shaking God his peril seen, 

And to th’ immortals thus address’d his speech: 
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“ Oh, WO' is me for great ^Eneas' sake. 

Who, by Achilles slain, must visit soon 
Tiic viewless shades; insensate, who relied 
On Phoebus* words; yet nought shall he avail 
From death to save him. Yet oh why should he, 
Blameless himself, the guilt of others rue? 

Who still his grateful sacrifice hath paid 

To all the Gods in wide-spread Heav’n who dwell. 340 

Let us then interpose to guard his life; 

Lest, if Achilles slay him, Saturn’s son 
Be mov’d to anger; for his destiny 
Would have him live; lest, heirless, from the earth 
Should perish quite the race of Dardaniis; 

By Saturn’s son the best-belov’d of all 
His sons, to him by mortal women born. 

For Jove the race of Priam hath abhorr’d; 

But o’er the Trojans shall ^Eneas reign. 

And his sons’ sons, through ages yet unborn.” 350 

Whom answer’d thus the stag-ey’d Queen of Heav’n: 

” Neptune, do thou determine for thyself 
^neas to withdraw, or leave to fall. 

Good as he is, beneath Achilles’ sword; 

But we before th’ immortal Gods are bound, 

Both I and Pallas, by repeated oaths, 

Ne’er from his doom one Trojan life to save, 

Though to devouring flames a prey, all Troy 
Were blazing, kindled by the valiant Greeks.” 

Th’ Earth-shaker heard ; and through the fight he pass’d. 
And through the throng of spears, until he came 361 
Where great Achilles and iEneas stood. 

Around the eyes of Peleus’ son he spread 
A veil of mist; then from iEneas’ shield 
The brass-tipp’d spear withdrawing, laid it down 
Before Achilles’ feet; and lifting up 
/Eiieas, bore him high above the ground. 

O’er many a rank of warriors and of cars 
iEneas flew, supported by the God; 

Till to the field’s extremest verge he came, 370 

Where stood the Caucons, arming for the war. 

There to iEneas, standing by his side, 

Th’ Earth-shaker thus his wingM words address’d: 

” ^neas, say what God has mov’d thee thus 
Against Achilles, reckless, to contend, 
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Thy stronger far, and dCcarer to the c iods ? 

If e'er he cross thy path, do thou rc jre, 

Lest ev’n, despite of fate, thou find ihy dealh. 

But when Achilles hath to fate siicc' mb’d, 

Then, fearless, with the foremost joi.. the fray: 3S0 

No other Greek shall bear away thy ■ 

Thus plainly warn’d, iEneas there h-e left. 

Then from Achilles’ eyes he purg’d the film: 

Astonish’d, he with eyes wide open gaz’d, 

As thus he commun’d with his mighty heart: 

“ 0 Heav’n, what mar\'el do mine eyes behold? 

My spear before me laid, and vanish’d he 
At whom I hurl’d it with intent to slay! 

Then is iEneas of th’ immortal Gods 

In truth belov’d, though vain I deem’d his boast. 390 

A curse go with him 1 yet methinks not soon 

Will he again presume to prove my might, 

Who gladly now in flight escapes from death. 

Then, to the valiant Greeks my orders giv’n, 

Let me some other Trojan’s mettle prove.” 

Then tow’rd the ranks he sprang, each sev’ral man 
Exhorting: ” From the Trojans, valiant Greeks, 

No longer stand aloof; but man to man 
Confront the foe, and nobly dare the fight. 

’Twere hard for me, brave warrior though I be, 400 

To face such numbers, and to fight witli all; 

Not Mars, nor Pallas, though immortal Gods, 

Could face, and vanquish, such a mighty mass. 

But what my single arm, and feet, and strength 
May profit, not a jot will I relax; 

Right through the ranks I mean to force my way; 

And small shall be that Trojan’s cause for joy. 

Who comes w-ithin the compass of my spear.” 

Thus he, exhorting; Hector cheering on 
Meanwhile the Trojans, with assurance giv’n 410 

That he himself Achilles would confront. 

” Ye valiant Trojans, fear not Peleus’ son; 

I too in words could with the Gods contend, 

Though not in arms; so much the stronger they^ 

Not all his words Achilles shall make good; 

Fulfilling some, in others he shall fail, 

His course midway arrested. Him will I 
Encounter, though his hands were hands of (ire, 
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Of fire his hands, his strength as burnish'd steel.” 

Thus he. exhorting: with uplifted spears 420 

Advanc’d the Trojans; from the mingling hosts 
Ix)ud rose the clamour; then at Hector’s side 
Apollo stood, and thus address’d the chief; 

” Hector, forbear Achilles to defy; 

And ’mifl the crowd withdraw thee from the fray; 

Lest with the spear he slay thee, thrown from far, 

Or with the sword in coml)at hand to hand.” 

He said ; and troubled by the heav’nly voice, 

Hector amid the throng of men withdrew. 

Then, girt with might, amid the Trojans sprang, 430 
With fearful shouts, Achilles; first he slew 
Otryntes* son, Iphition, valiant chief 
Of numerous warriors; him a Naiad nymph, 

In Hyde’s fertile vale, beneath the feet 
Of snow-clad Tmolus, to Otryntes bore; 

At him, as on he rush’d, Achilles hurl’d. 

And through his forehead drove his glitt’ring spear; 

The head was cleft in twain; thund’ring he fell, 

And o’er him thus Achilles made his boast: 

** Son of Otryntes, lie thou there, of men 440 

The most vain-glorious; here thou find’st thy death, 

Far from thy place of birth, beside the lake 
Gygcean; there hadst thou thine heritage 
Of old, beside the fish-abounding stream 
Of Hyllus, and by Hermus’ eddying flood.” 

Thus he, exulting: o’er Iphition’s eyes 
Were sprearl the snades of death ; his mangled corpse 
Was crush’d beneath the Grecian chariot wheels, 

In' the first shock. Demoleon next he smote, 

A helpful aid in war, Antenor’s son, 450 

Pierc’d through tlie temples, through the brass-bound 
helm ; 

Ncr check’d the brazen helm the spear, whose point 
Went crashing through the bone, that all the brain 
Was shatter’d; onward as he rush’d, he fell. 

Then through the neck Hippodamas he smote. 

Flying before him, mounted on his car. 

Deep groan’d he, breathing out his soul, as groans 
A bull, by sturdy youths to th* altar dragg’d 
Of Neptune, King divine of Helice; 

Th' Earth-shaking God, well-pleas’d, the gift receives : 460 
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Ev^n with such groans his noble spirit fled. 

The godlike Polydore he next assail’d. 

The son of Priam ; him his aged sire 
Would fain have kept at home, of all iiis ‘^ons 
At once the youngest and the best-beU»vM ; 

Among them all for speed of foot unmatch’d; 

Whose youthful folly, in the foremost ranks 
Hi^ speed displaying, cost him now his life. 

Him, as he darted by, Achilles* spear 
Stnick through the centre of the back, where met 470 
The golden clasps that held the glitt’ring belt, 

And where the breastplate form’d a double guard: 

Right through his body pass’d the weapon’s point; 
Groaning, he fell upon his knees; dark clouds 
O’erspread his eyes; supporting with his hand 
His wounded bowels, on the ground he writh’d. 

When Hector saw his brother Polydore 
Writhing in death, a mist o’erspread his eye.s; 

Nor longer could he bear to stand aloof, 

But sprang to meet Achilles, flashing fire, 480 

His keen spear brandishing; at sight of him 
Up leap’d Achilles, and exulting cried: 

** Lo, here the man who most hath wrung my soul, 

Who slew my lov’d companion ; now, methinks, 

Upon the pass of war not long shall we 
Stand separate, nor each the other shun.” 

Then, with stern glance, to godlike Hector thus: 

“ Draw near, and quickly meet thy doom of death.” 

To w'hom thus Hector of the glancing helm, 

Unterrified: ” Achilles, think not me, 490 

As though a fool and ignorant of war, 

To daunt with lofty speech; I too could well 
W^ith cutting words and insult answer thee. 

I know’ thee strong and valiant; and I know 
Myself to thee inferior; but th’ event 
Is with the Gods; and I, if such their will, 

The weaker, with my spear may reach thy life: 

My point too hath, ere now, its sharpness prov’d.** 

He said, and, poising, hurl’d his pondTous spear. 

Which from Achilles Pallas turn’d aside 500 

With lightest breath ; and back to Hector sent. 

And laid before his feet; intent to slay. 

Onward Achilles rush’d, with fearful shout; 
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But Phcpbus Hector from the field convey’d, 

(As Gods can only,) veil’d in thickest cloud. 

ITirice Tcleus’ godlike son, with brazen spear, 

His onsf't made; thrice struck the misty cloud; 

But whon, with pow’r as of a God, he made 
His fourth essay, in fury thus he cried: 

“ Yet once again, vile hound, hast thou escap’d; 510 
Thy doom was nigh, but ^ee thy God hath sav’d, 

Phoebus, to whom, amid the clash of spears, 

Well raayst thou pray! We yet shall meet again; 

When 1 shall end thee, if a guardian God 
I too may claim ; meanwhile, from thee I turn. 

And otliers seek on whom my hap may light.” 

He said, and drove through Dryops’ neck his spear. 

And stretch’d him at his feet, and pass’d him by. 

Next with his spear he struck below the knee 
Phileior’s son, Demuchus, stout and tall, 520 

And check’d his forward course; then rushing on 
Dealt with his mighty sword the mortal blow. 

The sons of Bias next, Laogonus 

And Dardanus, he hurl’d from off their car, 

One with the spear, and one by sword-stroke slain. 

Tros too he slew, Alastor’s son, who came 
To meet him, and embrace his knees, and pray 
To spare his life, in pity of his youth: 

Little he knew how vain would be his pray 'r ; 

For not of temper soft, nor mild of mood 530 

Was he, but sternly fierce; and as he knelt 
And clasp’d his knees, and would his pray’r prefer, 
Achilles clove him with his mighty sword, 

Gash’d through the liver; as from out the wound 
His livei dropp’d, the dark blood gushing forth 
His bosom fill’d, and darkness clos’d his eyes, 

As ebb’d his life away. Then through the ear 
Mulius he thrust; at th’ other ear came forth 
The brazen point. Echeclus next he met. 

Son of Agenor, and his hilled sword 540 

Full on the centre of his head let fall. 

The hot blood dy’d the blade ; the darkling shades 
Of death, and rig’rous fate, his eyes o’erspread. 

Next, where the tendons bind the elbow-joint, 

The brazen spear transfix’d Deucalion’s arm; 

With death m prospect, and disabled arm 
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He stood, till on his neck Achilles’ 

Descending, shar’d, and flung afar, 1 <)th head 
And helmet; from the spine’s dissew’rM joints 
The marrow flowM, as stretcird in d ist he lay. 55^ 

The noble son of Peireus next he slew, 

Rigmus, who came from Thracia's f itile plains; 

Him through the waist he sinick, tl/* bra/en sjaur 
Plung’d in his bowels ; from the car he foil ; 

And as Areithous, his charioteer, 

His horses turn’d, Achilles thromjh tl r lurk 

His sharp spear thrusting, hurl’d lum to tlie ground, 

The startled steeds in wild confusion thr(>wn. 

As rage the fires amid the wooded gle-. 

Of some parch’d mountain’s side, and fiercely !n:rns 500 
The copse-wood dry, while eddying here and there 
The flames are whirl’d before the gusty wind; 

So fierce Achilles rag’d, on ev’ry side 

Pursuing, slaught’ring; reek’d the earth with blood. 

As when upon a well-roll’d threshing floor, 

Two sturdy-fronted steers, together yok’d, 

Tread the white barley out; beneath their feet 
Fast flies the grain out-trodden from the husk; 

So by Achilles driv’n, his flying steeds 

His chariot bore, o’er bodies of the slain 57c 

And broken bucklers trampling; all beneath 

Was plash'd with blood the axle, and the rails 

Around the car, as from the horses’ feet 

And from the felloes of the w'hccls were thrown 

The bloody gouts; and onward still he press’d. 

Panting for added triumphs, deeply dved 
With gore and carnage his unconquer’d hands. 
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Achilles having s^'paratpd the Trojans, and driven one part of them 
to the r.ty and the other into the Scamander, takes twelve young 
men ahvc, his intended victims to the manes of Patroclus. The 
river overflowing his banks with purpose to overwhelm him. It 
opi)t:)sed by Vulcan, and gladly relinquishes the attempt. The 
battle of the Gods ensues. Apollo, in the form of Agenor, decoys 
Achilles from the town, which in the meantime the Trojans enter 
and ^hut the gates against him. 

But when they came to eddying Xanthus’ ford. 
Fair-flowing stream^ bom of immortal Jove, 

AchiUes cut in twain the flying host; 

Part driving toward the city, o’er the plain. 

Where on the former day routed Greeks, 

When Hector rag’d victorious, fled amain. 

On, terror-struck, they rush’d; but Juno spread, 

To baffle their retreat, before their path. 

Clouds and thick darkness: half the fugitives 

In the deep river’s silv’ry eddies plung’d: lo 

With clamour loud they fell; the torrent roar’d; 

The banks around re-echoed; here and there. 

They, with the edvlies wildly struggling, swam. 

\s when, pursued by fire, a hov’ring swarm 
Oi locusts riverward direct their flight. 

And, as th’ insatiate flames advance, they cow’r 
Amid the waters ; so a mingled mass 
Of men and horses, by AchiUes driv’n. 

The deeply-whirling stream of Xanthus chok’d. 

His spear amid the tamarisks on the bank 20 

The hero left; on savage deeds intent, 

Arm’d with his sword alone, a God in pow’r. 

He sprang amid the torrent; right and left 
He smote; then fearful rose the groans of men 
Slain with the sword; the stream ran red with blood. 

As fishes, flying from a dolphin, crowd 
The shoal recesses of some open bay. 

In fear, for whom he catches he devours; 

359 
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So crouch’d the Trojans in the mighty stream 
Beneath the banks; and when at length his hand 30 
Wearied of slaughter, from the stream, alive, 

He dragged twelve youths, whose forfeit lives should be 
The bloody fine for slain Patroclus paid. 

Helpless from fear, as fawns, he brought them forth; 

Their hands secur’d behind them with the belts 
Which o’er their shirts of twisted mail they wore, 

And bade his comrades lead them to the sliips. 

Then on again he dash’d, athirst for blood ; 

And first encounter’d, living from the stream, 

Lycaon, Priam’s son; him once before 40 

He by a nightly onslaught had surpris’d. 

And from his father’s vineyard captive borne: 

Where, as he cut, to form his chariot rail, 

A fig-tree’s tender shoots, unlook’d-for ill 
O’ertook him in the form of Peleus’ son. 

Thence in his ship to Lemnos’ thriv ing isle 
He bore him, ransom’d there by Jason’s son. 

His Imbrian host, Eetion, set him free 
With lib’ral gifts, and to Arisba sent: 

Escaping thence, he reach’d his native home. 50 

Twelve days save one, rejoicing, with his friends 
He spent, return’d from Lemnos: fate, the twelfth, 

Again consign’d him to Achilles’ hands, 

From him, reluctant, to receive his death. 

Him when Achilles, swift of foot, beheld, 

No spear in hand, of helm and shield bereft. 

All flung in haste away, as from the stream. 

Reeking with sweat, and faint w'ith toil, he fled, 

He commun’d, wratliful, with his mighty heart: 

** Ye Gods, what marvel do mine eyes behold I 60 

Methinks the valiant Trojans slain by me 
Ere long will from the realms of darkness rise; 

Since, death escaping, but to slav’ry sold 
In Lemnos* isle, this fellow hath return’d. 

Despite the hoary sea’s impediment, 

Which many a man against his w'ill hath stay’d: 

Now shall he taste my spear, that I may sec 
If thence too he return, or if the earth 
May keep him safe, which ev’n the strongest holds.” 

Thus, as he stood, he mus’d; but all aghast 
Approach’d Lycaon ; and would fain have clasp’d 


70 
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The Hero’s knees; for longingly he sought 
Escape from bitter death and evil fate. 

Achilles rais’d his spear, in act to strike; 

He, stooping, ran beneath, and clasp’d his knees; 

Above his back the murd’rous weapon pass’d, 

And in the earth was fix’d: one suppliant hand 
Achilles’ knees embrac’d ; the other held, 

With unrelaxing grasp, the pointed spear; 

As he with winged words/ imploring, spoke : 80 

I clasp thy knees, Achilles! look then down 
With pity on my woes; and recognise, 

Illustrious chief, a suppliant’s sacred claim: 

For in thy tent I first broke bread, that day. 

When, in my father’s fruitful vineyard seiz’d, 

1 was thy captive, and to slav’ry sold, 

Far from my sire and friends, in Lemnos’ isle^ 

A hundred oxen were my ransom then ; 

At tlirice so much I now would buy my life. 

This day is but the twelfth, since, sorely tried 90 

By lengthen’d suffering, back to Troy I came. 

Now to thy hands once more my cruel fate 
Consigns me; surely by the wrath of Jove 
Pursued, who gives me to thy pow’r again. 

Me, doom’d to early death, my mother bore, 

Old Altes’ daughter, fair Lfiothoe ; 

Altes, w'ho rul’d the warlike Leleges, 

In lofty Pedasus, by Satnois’ stream. 

His child of Priam’s many wives was one ; 

Two sons she bore, and both by thee must dicj 100 

Already one, the godlike Polydore, 

Amid the foremost ranks thy spear hath slain; 

And now my doom is near ; from thee to fly. 

Since evil fate hath plac’d me in thy hands, 

I may not hope; yet thus much let me say. 

And weigh it in thy mind, to spare my life: 

I come not of that womb which Hector bore, 

Who slew thy comrade, gentle, kind, and brave.” 

Thus Priam’s noble son, imploring, spoke; 

But stem the answer fell upon his ear: no 

“ Thou fool 1 no more to me of ransom prate ! 

Before Patroclus met the doom of deatli, 

To spare the Trojans still my soul inclin’d; 

And many captives, ta’en alive, 1 sold; 
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But from henceforth, before the walls of Troy, 

Not one of all the Trojans, whom the Gods 
May to my hands deliver, least of all 
A son of Priam, shall escape the death. 

Thou too, my friend, must die: why vainly wail? 

Dead is Patroclus too, thy better far. 120 

Me too thou see’st, how stalwart, tall, and fair. 

Of noble sire, and Goddess-mother bom: 

Yet must I yield to death and stubborn fate, 

Whene'er, at mom, or noon, or eve, the spear 
Or arrow from the bow may reach my life." 

He said; and sank Lycaon's limbs and heart; 

He loos'd the spear, and sat, with both his hands 
Uprais'd, imploring; but Achilles drew, 

And on his neck beside the collar-bone 

Let fall his trenchant sword; the two-edg’d blade 130 

Was buried deep; prone on the earth he lay; 

Forth gush’d the crimson blood, and dyed the ground. 

Him, dragging by the feet, Achilles threw 
In the mid stream, and thus with vaunting speech: 

" Lie there amid the fishes, who shall cleanse, 

But not with kindly thought, thy gory wounds: 

O'er thee, extended on thy bier, shall rise 
No mother’s wail ; Scamander's eddying stream 
Shall to the sea’s broad bosom roll thee down ; 

And, springing through the darkly rippling wave, 140 
Fishes shall rise, and banquet on thy flesh. 

On now the work of death ! till, flying ye, 

And slaught’ring I, we reach the city wall. 

Nor this fair-flowing, silver-eddying stream, 

Shall aught avail ye, though to him ye pay 
In sacrifice the blood of countless bulls. 

And living horses in his waters sink. 

Ye all shall perish, till Patroclus' death 
Be fully aveng’d, and slaughter of the Greeks, 

Whom, in my absence, by the ships ye slew." 150 

He said: the mighty River at his words 
Indignant chaf’d, and ponder’d in his mind 
How best to check Achilles' warlike toil, 

And from destruction guard the Trojan host. 

Meantime Achilles with his pond'rous spear 
Asteropseus, son of Pelcgon, 

Assail'd with deadly purpose; Pelegon 
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To broadly-flowing Axius ow’d his birth, 

The River-God commingling with the blood 

Of Periboea, daughter eldest born 160 

Of Acessamenus: on him he sprang; 

He, from the river rising, stood oppos’d, 

Two lances in his hand; his courage rous’d 
By Xanthus, who, indignant, saw his stream 
Polluted by the blood of slaughter’d youths. 

By fierce Achilles* hand, unpitying, slain. 

When near the warriors, each to other, came, 

Achilles, swift of foot, took up the word: 

“ What man, and whence art thou, who dar’st to stand 
Oppos’d to me? of most unhappy sires 170 

The children they, who my encounter meetl ” 

To whom th* illustrious son of Pelegon: 

** Great son of Peleus, why enquire my race? 

From far Paeonia’s fertile fields I come. 

The leader of the long-spear’d Paeon host. 

Ten days have pass’d since I to Ilium came. 

From widely-flowing Axius my descent, 

Axius, the purest stream on earth that flows^ 

He Pelegon begot, the spear-renown’d; 

Of Pelegon I boast me sprung; and now 180 

Address thee, brave Achilles, to the fight.” 

Threat’ning he spoke: Achilles rais’d on high 
The Pelian spear; but, ambidexter, he 
From cither hand at once a jav’lin launch’d. 

One struck, but pierc’d not through, the mighty shield. 
Stay’d bv the golden plate, the gift of Heav’n: 

Achilles’ right fore-arm the other graz’d : 

forth gush’d the crimson blood; but, glancing by. 

And vainly longing for the taste of flesh, 

The point behind him in the earth was fix’d. 190 

Thtn at Asteropaeus in his turn 

With deadly intent the son of Peleus threw 

His straight-directed spear; his mark he miss’d 

But struck the lofty bank, where, deep infix’d 

To half its length, the Pelian ash remain’d. 

Then from beside his thigh Achilles drew 

His trenchant blade, and, furious, onward rush’d; 

While from the cliff Astcropseus strove 

In vain, with stalwart hand, to wrench the spean 

Tl\ree times he shook it with impetuous force, aoo 
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Three times rclaxM his grasp; a fourth attempt 
He made to bend and break the sturdy shaft; 

But him, preventing, Peleus* godlike son 
With deadly stroke across the belly smote. 

And gush’d his bowels forth; upon the ground 
Gasping he lay, and darkness seal’d his eyes. 

Then on his breast Achilles sprang, and stripp’d * 

His armour off, and thus with. vaulting speech: 

“ So lie thou there! ’tis hard for thee to fight, 

Though river-bom, against the progeny 210 

Of mighty Jove; a widely-flowing stream 
Thou claim’st as author of thy parentage; 

My high descent from Jove himself I boast. 

My father Peleus, son of i^acus. 

Reigns o’er the num’rous race of Myrmidons; 

The son of Jove himself was .^acus. 

High o’er all rivers, that to th’ ocean flow. 

Is Jove exalted; and in like degree 
Superior is his race in pow’r to theirs. 

A mighty River hast thou here at hand, 220 

If that might aught avail thee; but his pow’r 
Is impoient to strive with Saturn’s son. 

With him, not Achelous, King of streams, 

Presumes to vie; nor ev’n the mighty strength 
Of deeply-flowing, wide Oceanus; 

From whom all rivers, all the boundless sea, 

All fountains, all deep wells derive their source, 

Yet him appals the lightning bolt of Jove, 

And thunder, pealing from the vault of Heav’n.” 

He said, and from the clifi withdrew his spear. .230 
Him left he lifeless there upon the sand 
Extended; o’er him the dark waters wash’d. 

And eels and fishes, thronging, gnaw’d his fleshy 
Then ’mid the Paeons’ plumdd host he msh’d. 

Who fled along the eddying stream, when him, 

Their bravest in the stubborn fight, they saw 
Slain by the sword and arm of Peleus’ son. 

Thersilochus and Mydon then he slew, 

Mnesus and Thrasius and Astypylus, 

iEnius and Ophelestes; and yet more 240 

Had been the slaughter by Achilles wrought. 

But from his eddying depths, in human form, 

With wrathful tone the mighty River spoke: 
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In strength, Achilles, and in deeds of arms. 

All mortals diou surpassest; for the Gods 
Themselves attend thee, and protect from harm; 

If Saturn’s son have giv’n thee utterly 
The Trojans to destroy, yet, ere thou slay. 

Far from my waters drive them o’er the plain; 

For now my lovely stream is fill’d with dead; 250 

Nor can I pour my current to the sea. 

With floating corpses chdk’d, whilst thou pursuest 
The work of death, insatiate: stay thy handl 
With horror I behold thee, mighty chief! ” 

Whom answer’d thus Achilles, swift of foot: 

“ Be it as thou wilt, Scamander, Heav’n-born stream; 

Yet cease I not to slay until I drive 

These vaunting Trojans to their walls, and prove 

The force of Hector, if, in single fight, 

I be by him, or he by me, subdued.” 260 

He said, and fiercely on the Trojans rush’d, 

A God in might 1 to Phoebus then his speech 
The deeply-eddying River thus address’d: 

” God of the silver bow, great son of Jove, 

Obey’st thou thus the will of Saturn’s son. 

Who charg’d thee by the Trojans still to stand. 

And aid their cause, till ev’ning’s late approach 
Should cast its shadows o’er the fertile earth? ” 

Thus as he spoke, from off the lofty bank 
Achilles springing in mid current plung’d ; 270 

Then high the swelling stream, tumultuous, rose 
In all its angry flood ; and with a roar 
As of a bellowing bull, cast forth to land 
The num’rous corpses by Achilles slain ; 

And many living, in his cavem’d bed, 

Conceal’d behind the whirling waters sav’d. 

Fierce, round Achilles, rose the boiling wave, 

And on his shield descending, drove him dowm ; 

Nor might he keep his foothold; but he grasp’d 
A lofty elm, well-grown, which from the cliff 280 

Uprooted, all the bank had tom away. 

And with its tangled branches check’d the flow 
Of the fair river, which with all its length 
It bridg’d across ; then, springing from the deep, 

Swiftly he fled in terror o’er the plain. 

Nor ceas’d the mighty River, but pursued. 
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With darkly-ruffling crest, intent to stny 
Achilles' course, and save the Trojan host. 

Far as a jav'lin's flight he rush'd, in speed 

Like the dark hunter eagle, strongest deem’d, 2< 

And swiftest wing'd of all the feather’d race* 

So on he sped ; loud rattled on his breast 
His brazen armour, as before the God, 

Cow'ring, he fled; the God behind him still 
With thund’ring sound pursued. As when a man 
From some dark-water’d spring through trenches leads, 
'Mid plants and gardens, th’ irrigating stream, 

And, spade in hand, th’ appointed channel clears: 

Down flows the stream anon, its pebbly bed 
Disturbing; fast it flows with bubbli’ig sound, 3c 

Down the steep slope, o'ertaking him who leads. 

Achilles so ih* advancing wave o’ertook. 

Though great his speed; but man must yield to Gods. 
Oft as Achilles, swift of foot, essay'd 
To turn and stand, and know if all the Gods, 

Who dwell in Hcav’n, were leagued to daunt his soul; 

So oft the Heav’n-born River's mighty wave 
Above his shoulders dash'd; in deep distress 
He sprang on high; then rush’d the flood below, 

And bore him off his legs, and wore awav 31 

The soil beneath his feet; then, groaninLi:, thus. 

As up to Heav’n he look'd, Achilles cried: 

" O Father Jove, will none of all the Gods 
In pity save me from this angry flood? 

Content, thereafter, would I meet my fate. 

Of all the powers of Heav'n, my mother most 
Hath wTong’d me, who hath buoy’d me up with hope 
Delusive, that, before the walls of Troy, 

I should by Pheebus' swift-wing 'd arrows fall. 

Would that by Hector's hand 'twere mine to die, 321 
The bravest of their brave ! a w'arrior so 
Were by a warrior slain ! now am I doom'd 
Ignobly here to sink, the mighty flood 
O'erv-'helming me, like some poor shepherd lad. 

Borne down in crossing by a wintry brook." 

He said; and quickly, cloth ’d in mortal form, 

Neptune and Pallas at his side appear’d; 

With cheering words they took him by the hand. 

And thus th’ Earth-shaking God his speech began: 
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“ Achilles, fear not thou, nor be dismay'd; 

Such powerful aid, by Jove's consent, we bring, 

Pallas and I, from Heav'n; 'tis not decreed 
That thou shouldst by the River be o'erwhelm'd; 

He shall retire ere long, and thou shalt see; 

And more, if thou wilt hear, we undertake 
That from the war thine arm shall not be stay'd, 

Till thou shalt drive beneath the walls of Troy 
The crowd of flying Trojans; thou thyself 
Shalt Hector slay, and safe regain the ships: 

Such high renown we give thee to achieve." 

They to the other Gods, this said, return'd; 

He, greatly strengthen'd by the voice divine, 

Press’d onwards to the plain; the plain he found 
All flooded o’er; and, floating, armour fair. 

And many a corpse of men in battle slain ; 

Yet onward, lifting high his feet, he press’d 
Right tow'rd the stream; nor could the mighty stream 
Check his advance, such vigour Pallas gave; 

Nor did Scamander yet his fury stay, 

But fiercer rose his rage ; and rearing high 350 

His crested wave, to Simois thus he cried : 

" Dear brother, aid me with united force 
This mortal’s course to check; he, unrestrain’d. 

Will royal Priam's city soon destroy, 

Nor will the Trojans his assault endure. 

Haste to the rescue then, and from their source 
Fill all thy stream, and all thy channels swell; 

Rouse thy big waves, and roll a torrent down 
Of logs a.id stones, to whelm this man of might. 

Who triumphs now, and bears him as a God. 360 

Nought shall his strength or beauty then avail, 

Or gallant arms, beneath the winters sunk. 

Deep buried in the mud: himself will I 
In sand imbed, and o’er his corpse a pile 
Of shingly gravel heap; nor shall the Greeks 
Be able to collect his bones, encas’d 
By me so deep in slime. His monument 
They here may raise; but when they celebrate 
His fun'ral rites, no mound will he require.” 

He said ; and on Achilles, from on high 370 

Came boiling, rushing down, with thund'ring roar. 

With foam and blood and corpses intermix'd. 
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High rose the Heav’n-born River's darkling wave, 

And bore Achilles downward; then \u fear 
Lest the broad waters of the eddying stream 
Should quite o'erwhelm him, Juno crii d aloud, 

And Vulcan thus, her son, in haste address'd: 

“ Up, Vulcan; up, my son; for we had deem’d 
That eddying Xanthus stood to thee oppos'd: 

Haste thee to aid; thy fiery strength display; 380 

While from the sea I call tlie stormy blast 

Of Zephyr and brisk Notus, who shall drive 

The raging flames ahead, and bum alike 

The Trojans and their arms: dt; thou the while 

Bum down the trees on Xanthus' banks ; himself 

Assail with fire, nor by his honey'd words 

Nor by his menaces be turn'd aside ; 

Nor, till thou hear my voice, restrain thy pow’r; 

Tlien stay the raging flames’ unwi^aiicd course." 

Thus Juno spoke; and Vulcan straight prepar’d 390 
The heav'nly fire; and first upon the plain 
The flames he kindled, and the deaci consum'd, 

Who lay, promiscuous, by Achilles slain : 

The plain was dried, and stay'd the wat’ry flood# 

As when the breath of Boreas quickly dries 
In Autumn-time a newly-water’d field, 

The tiller's heart rejoicing: so was dried 

The spacious plain; then he, the dead consum’d, 

Against the river turn'd the fiery glare: 

Burnt were the willow.*;, elms, and tamarisk shrubs, 400 
The lotus, and the reeds, and galingul, 

Which by the lovely river grew' profuse. 

The eels and fishes, 'mid the eddying whirl, 

'Mid the clear wave were hurrying here and there, 

In dire distress from Vulcan’s fiery breath: 

Scorch'd by the flames, the mighty River spoke: 

“ Vulcan, no God against thy pow'r can stand, 

Nor with thy fiery flames wull I contend ; 

Restrain thy wTath; though Pcleus' godlike son 
Should from their city drive the Trojans straight, 410 
With rival parties w^hat concern have J ? " 

All scorch'd he spoke; his fair stream bul^bling up, 

As when a caldron, on a blazing fire, 

Fill'd with the melting fat of well-fed swine. 

Boils up within, and bubbles all around. 
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Witli weil-dried wood beneath, so bubbling up 
'Fhc wat'TS of the lovely River boird: 

Nor onv/ard would he flow, but check'd his course, 

By the hot blast o’er-borne, and fveiy 
Of skilful Vulcan; and to Juno thus, 420 

Imploring, he his winged words address’d: 

“ Juno, what cause impels thy son, my stream. 

O’er all the rest, to visit with his wrath? 

Ev'n less than others who the Trojans aid. 

Have I offended ; yet at thy command 
Will I withdraw; but bid that he too cease; 

And this I swear, no Trojan more to save, 

Though to devouring flames a prey, all Troy 
Were blazing, kindled by the valiant Greeks." 

This when the white-arm’d Goddess Juno heard, 430 
To Vulcan straight she thus address’d her speech: 

" Vulcan, my glorious son, restrain thy hand: 

In mortal men's behalf, it is not meet 
To press thus hardly an Immortal God." 

She said, and Vulcan stay’d his fiery strength, 

And, back returning, in his w'onted bed 
Flow’d the fair River. Xanthus thus subdued, 

These two their warfare ceas’d, by Juno check'd. 

Despite her wrath; but ’mid the other Gods 

Arose contention fierce, and discord dire, 440 

Their warring passions rous’d on either side. 

With fearful crash they met: the broad Earth groan’d; 
Loud rang the Heav’n as with a trumpet’s sound: 

Jove, on Olympus’ height, the tumult heard, 

•And in his heart he laugh’d a joyous laugh, 

To see the Gods in angry battle met. 

Not long they stood aloof, led on by Mars 
The buckler-breaker, who to Pallas first, 

Poising his spear, his bitter speech address’d: 

" What dost thou here, thou saucy jade, to war 450 
The Gods exciting, over-bold of mood. 

Led by thy haughty spirit? dost thou forget 
How thou the son of Tydeus, Diomed, 

Didst urge against me, and with visible spear 
Direct his aim, and aid to wound my flesh ? 

For all I suffer’d then, thou now shalt pay." 

Thus as he spoke, he struck the tassell’d shield, 

Awful to view, w'hich not the lightning bolt 
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Of Jove himself could pierce: the blood-stain’d Mars 
Against it thrust in vain his ponderous spear. 460 

The Goddess stoop’d^ and in her ample hand 
Took up a stone, that lay upon the plain, 

Dark, rugged, vast, which men of elder days 
Had set to mark the limits of their land. 

Full on the neck of Mars she hurl’d the mass. 

His limbs relaxing: o’er sev’n hundred feet 
Prostrate he lay, his hair defil’d with dust: 

Loud rang his armour; and with scornful smile 
Pallas address’d him thus with vaunting speech : 

“ Fool, hast thou yet to learn how mightier far 470 
My strength than thine, that me thou dar’st to meet? 
Bear thus the burthen of thy mother’s curse, 

Who works thee harm, in wrath that thou the Greeks 
Deserting, aid’st the haughty Trojans* cause.” 

She said, and turn’d away her piercing glance: 

Him, deeply groaning, scarce to life restor’d, 

Jove's daughter Venus taking by the hand. 

Led from the field; which when the white-arm’ch Queen 
Beheld, in haste to Pallas thus she cried: 

” 0 Ileav’n, brave child of segis-bearing Jove, 480 

Undaunted ! lo, again this saucy jade 
Amid the press, the bane of mortals. Mars 
Leads from the field ; but haste thee in pursuit.” 

Thus Juno: Pallas hasten’d in pursuit 
Well pleas’d; and Venus wdth her powerful hand 
Assailing, struck upon the breast; at once 
The Goddess’ courage and her limbs gave way. 

There on the ground the two together lay, 

While Pallas o’er them thus wuih vaunting speech: 

” Would all were such, who aid the Trojan cause, 490 
As valiant and as stout as Venus proves. 

Who brings her aid to Mars, confronting me; 

Then had our warlike lal^ours long been o'er. 

And Ilium’s strong-built citadel o’erthrown.” 

Thus Pallas spoke: the white-arm’d Goddess smil’d. 
And to Apollo thus th’ Earth-shaker spoke: 

” Pha-bus, why stand we idly thus aloof? 

The war begun by others, ’tis not meet; 

And shame it were, that to Olympus’ height 

And to the brazen-floor’d abode of Jove 500 

We two without a contest should return, . 
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Thou then begin, as younger: ^twere not well 
For me, in age and practice more advanc’d. 

Feeble of soul, how senseless is thy heart 1 
Hast thou forgotten all the cruel wrongs 
We two, alone of all th’ Immortals, bore. 

When here, in Ilium, for a year, we serv’d. 

By Jove’s command, the proud Laomedon, 

For ]>romis’d hire; and he our tasks assign’d? 

His fortress, and a wall both broad and fair 510 

I built, the town’s impregnable defence ; 

While thou didst on his plodding herds attend. 

In many -crested Ida’s woody glens. 

But when the joyous seasons, in their course. 

Had brought our labour’s term, the haughty King 
Denied our guerdon, and with threats dismiss’d. 

Bound hand and foot, he threaten’d thee to send 
And sell to slav’ry in the distant isles, 

And with the sword cut off the ears of both. 

So in indignant sorrow we return’d, $20 

Robb’d of the hire he promis’d, but denied. 

For this thy favour dost thou show to Troy; 

And dost not rather join thy force to ours. 

That down upon their knees the Trojans all 
Should perish, with their babes and matrons chaste.” 

Whom answer’d thus the far-destroying King: 

“ Earth-shaking God, I should not gain with thee 
Th’ esteem of wise, if I with thee should fight 
For mortal men ; poor wretches, who like leaves 
Flourish awhile, and eat the fruits of earth, 530 

But, sapless, soon decay: from combat then 
Refrain we, and to others leave the strife.” 

He tuin’d, thus saying: for he deem’d it shame 
His father’s brother to assail in arms; 

But him his sister, Goddess of the chase, 

Rebuk’d, and thus with scornful speech address’d: 

“ Flicst thou, Apollo? and to Neptune leav’st 
The triumph and the fruitless victory? 

Why o’er thy shoulder hangs thine idle bow? 

Ne’er in our father’s halls again, as erst 540 

Among th’ Immortals, let me hear thee boast 
How &0U with Neptune wouldst in arms contend.” 

Thus she; Apollo answer’d not a word; 

But Jove's imperial consort, fill’d with wrath, 
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Assail’d with bitter words the Archer-Que«n. 

“ How canst thou dare, thou saucy minx/ to stand 
Oppos’d to me, too great for thine assault, 

Despite thy bow? though Jove hath giv’n thee pow’r 
O’er feeble women, whom fiiou wilt, to slay, 
Ev’nasalion; better were’ t for thee 550 

To chase the mountain beasts and dying hinds^ 

Than thy superiors thus to mc.et in arms. 

But since thou dar’st confront me, thou shalt know 
And feel how far my might surpasses thine.” 

She said; and with the left hand both the wrists 
Of Dian grasping, with her ample right 
The bow and quiver from her shoulders tore; 

And with tliem, as she turn’d away her head, 

With scornful laughter buffeted her ears: 

Tire arrows keen were scatter'd on the ground: 560 

Weeping, the Goddess fled; as flies a dove 
The hawk's pursuit, and in a hollow rock 
Finds refuge, doom’d not yet to fall a prey; 

So, weeping, Dian fled, and left her bow. 

Then Hermes to Latoria thus: “ With thee 
I strive not ; shame it were to meet in fight 
A consort of the cloud-compelling Jove. 

Freely amid th* Immortals make thy bi»ast. 

That by thy prowess thou hast vanquish’d me.” 

Thus he: Latona gather’d up the bow, 570 

And fallen arrows, scatter’d here and there 
Amid the whirling dust; then, these regain’d. 

Following her daughter, from the field withdrew. 
Meanwhile to high Olympus fled the Maid, 

And to the brazen-floor’d abode of Jove. 

There, weeping, on her father’s knees she sat, 

While quiver'd round her form ill* ambrosial robe. 

The son of Saturn tow’rds him drew his child. 

And thus, with gracious smile, enquiry made: 

Which of the heav’nJy pow’rs hath wrong’d thee thus, 580 
My child, as guilty of some open shame? ” 

^ L. 546. The tcTTns inadr us^ of in this line, and in 481, may appear 
•omewbat coarse, as addressed by one (iorldess to another: but I 
assure the Knelisb reader that 111 this passage especially 1 have greatlv 
softenc<i down the expression of the original; a hter.il translation of 
which, however forcible, would shock even the least lastidioua critic. 
It must, indeed, be admitted that the mode in which the white- 
arm'd Goddess proceeds to execute her threat is hardly more dignihed 
than the language. In which it is conveyed, U re^e 4 « 
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To whom the bright-crown’d Goddess of the chase: 
“ Thy wife, my father, white-arm’d Juno; she 
Hath dealt thus rudely with me; she, from whom 
All jars and strife among the Gods proceed.” 

Such converse while they held, the gates of Troy 
Apollo enter’d, for the well-built wall 
Alarm’d, lest ev’n against the will of fate 
Tlie Greeks that day should raze it to the ground. 

The other Gods were to Olympus gone, 

Triumphant these, and those in angry mood. 

And took their seats before the cloud-girt Sire- 
But on the Trojans pressing, Peleus’ son 
Horses and men alike, promiscuous, slew. 

As in a city, which the Gods in wrath 

Have fir’d, whose volleying smoke ascends to Heaven, 

On all her people grievous toil is cast. 

On many, harm and loss ; such toil, such lo.ss 
Achilles wrought amid the Trojan host. 

Upon a lofty tow’r, the work of Gods, 

The aged Priam stood, and thence beheld 
Achilles raging with resistless might; 

The Trojans too he saw in fearful rout 
Before him driv’n, their courage quite subdued: 

And, groaning, from the tow’r he hasten’d do\^ n, 

And to the warders cried along the wall : 

“ Stand to the gates, and hold them open’d wide, 
That in the crowd of fugitives may pour, 

And refuge find ; for close upon their flight 
Achilles hangs; disaster now is near. 

But while our friends, receiv’d within the walls, 

Find time to breathe again, replace in haste 
The closely-fitting portals; for I fear 
That man of blood may ev’n the city storm.” 

He said; tfic gates they open’d, and drew back 
llie solid bars ; the portals, op’ning wide, 

I^t in the light; but in the vacant space 
Apollo stood, the Trojan host to save. 

The flyers, parch’d with thirst and dust-begrim’d, 
Straight for the city and the lofty wall 
Made from the plain; Achilles, spear in hand, 

Press’d hotly on the rearmost; for his soul 
With rage was fill'd, and madd’ning lust of fame. 
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The sons of Greece had won; but Pincbus rous’d 
Agenor’s spirit, a valiant youth and strong, 

Son of An tenor; he his bosom fill’d 

With dauntless courage, and beside him stood 

To turn aside the heavy hand of death, 

As, veil’d in cloud, against the oak he lean’d^ 630 

He, when Achilles* awful fonn he knew. 

Yet firmly stood, though much perplex’d in mind. 

As thus he commun’d with his mighty heart: 

“ Oh woe is me ! should I attempt to fly 
Before Achilles’ might, where fly the rest 
Across the plain, disorder’d, he would soon 
O’ertake me, and in flight ignoble slay. 

Or should I leave the others to their fate, 

Scatter’d by Peleus’ son; and from tlie wall 

And o’er the plain of Troy direct my flight, 640 

Far as the foot of Ida’s hill, and there 

Lie hid in thickest covert ; and at eve, 

Refresh’d by bathing in the cooling stream, 

And purg’d the sweat, retrace my steps to Troy? 

Yet why, my soul, admit such thoughts as these? 

For should he mark me flying from the town. 

And overtake me by his speed of foot, 

No hope were left me of escape from death, 

So far his strength exceeds the strength of inaa< 

But how if boldly I await him here 650 

Before the wall ? his flesh is not to wounds 
Iinper\dous: but a single life is his. 

Nor is he more, they say, than mortal man, 

Though Jove assists him. and his triumph wills,” 

He said, and stood collected, to aw'ait 
Achilles’ onset; and his manly heart, 

With courage fill'd, was eager for the fray. 

As when a panther from the thicket’s depth 
Comes foriii to meet tiie hunter, undismay ’d,^ 

Nor turn’d to flight by baying of the hounds; 660 

Nor, wounded or by jav'lin or by sword. 

Or by the spear transfix’d, remits her rage. 

But fights, until she reach her foe, or die; 

Agenor so, An tenor’s godlike son. 

Disdain’d to fly, ere prove Achilles’ might. 

Before his breast his shield’s broad orb he bore, 

And pois’d his spear, as thus he call’d aloud: 
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“ Thy 'uope, renown ’d Achilles, was this day 

The valicmt Trojans’ city to destroy; 

Uncons( 10U5 of tlie toils, the woes, that yet 670 

Around her walls await ye! for within 
Are warriors brave and num’rous, who will fight 
In her defence, for parents, children, wives. 

Thou too, Achilles, here shalt meet thy doom, 

All-pow*rful as thou art, and warrior bold.” 

He said, and threw with stalwart hand the spear; 
Achilles* leg he struck, below the knee, 

Nor miss’d his aim; and loudly rang the greaves 
Or new-wrouglit tin; but back the brazen point 
Rebounded, nor the heav’nly armour pierc’d. 680 

In turn Achilles on Agenor sprang: 

But Phoebus roV^b’d him of his hop’d-for prize, 

Who, veil’d in thickest cloud, convey’d away 
Antenor’s son, and from the battle bore 
To rest in peace; while he by guile withdrev/ 

The son of Pcleus from the flying crowd: 

For in Agenor’s very likeness clad. 

Before him stood the far-destroying King: 

Then fled, Achilles hast’ning in pursuit. 

He o’er the fertile plain with flying foot 690 

Pursu’d; beside Scamander’s eddying stream 
Apollo turn’d, and still but little space 
Before him flying, subtly lur’d him on, 

Each moment hoping to attain his prize. 

Meantime the gen’ral crowd, in panic flight, 

With eager haste the city’s refuge sought, 

And all the town with fugitives was fill’d. 

Nor did they dare without the walls to stand 
For muti:al aid ; nor halt to know what friends 
Were safe, who left upon the battle-field ; 700 

But through the gates pour’d in the hurrying mass 
Who to tlieir active limbs their safety ow’d. 
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Achilles slays Hector. 

The fugitives, who thus, like timorous fawns, 

Sought refuge in the city, dried their swe.it, 

And drank, and quench'd their thirst, reclining safe 
On the fair battlements; but nearer drew, 

With slanted shields, the Greeks; yet Hector still 
In front of Ilium and the Scaean gate. 

Stay’d by his evil doom, remain'd w thout. 

Then Phoibus thus to Peleus’ godlike son: 

“ Achilles, why with active feet pursne. 

Thou mortal, me Immortal? know’st thou not lo 

My Godhead, that so hot thy fur\' burns? 

Or heed’st thou not that all the Trojan host 

Whom thou hast scar’d, while thou art here withdrawn, 

Within the w'alls a refuge safe have found? 

On me thy sword is vain ! 1 know not death ! ** 

Enrag’d, Achilles, swift of foot, replied: 

Deep is the injury, far-darting King, 

Most hostile of the Gods, that at thy hand 
I bear, who here hast lur'd me from the walls, 

Which many a Trojan else had fail’d to reach, 20 

Ere by ray hand they bit the bloody dust. 

Me of immortal honour thou hast robb’d, 

And them, thyself from vengeance safe, hast sav’d: 

Had I the powT, that vengeance thou shouldst feel.’* 

Thus saying, and on mightiest deeds intent, 

He turn’d him city-ward, with fiery' speed; 

As w'hen a horse, contending for the prize, 

Wliirls tlie swift car, and stretches o’er the plain, 

Ev’n so, with active limbs, Achilles rac’d. 

Him first the aged Priam’s eyes discern’d, 30 

Scouring the plain, in arms all dazzling bright. 

Like to th’ autumnal star, whose brilliant ray 
Shines eminent amid the depth of night, 
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\\'horn m* n the doj^^-star of Orion call; 

The bn^Klest he, hwx. si^n to 
Of evil a Jgury, and fiery heat: 

So :di(>n’‘ the brass upon the warrior’s breast. 

The old man groan'd aloud, and lifting higfl 
His hands, he beat his head, and with loud voice 
Call’d on his son, imploring; he, unmov'd. 

Held post before the gates, awaiting there 
Achilles’ fierce encounter; him his sire. 

With hands outstretch’d and piteous tone, address’d: 

“ Hector, my son, await not here alone 
That warrior’s charge, lest thou to fate succumb, 
Beneath Pclides’ arm, thy better far! 

Accurs’d be he ! would that th* immortal Gods 
So favour’d him as 1 1 then should his corpse 
Soon to the vultures and the dogs be giv’n! 

(So should my heart a load of anguish lose) 

By whom 1 am of many sons bereav’d, 

Many and brave, whom he has slain, or sold 
To distant isles in slav’ry; and e’en now, 

Within the city walls I look in vain 
For two, Lycaon brave, and Polydore, 

My gallant sons, by fair Laothoe: 

If haply yet they live, with brass and gold 
Their ransom shall be paid; good store of these 
We can command; for with his daughter fair 
A wealthy dow’ry aged Altes gave. 

But to the viewless shades should they have gone, 
Deep were their mother’s sorrow and my own; 

But of the gen’ral public, well I know 

Far lighter were the grief, than if they heard 

That thou hadst fall’n beneath Achilles’ hand^ 

Then enter now, my son, the city gates. 

And of the women and the men of Troy 
Be still the guardian ; nor to Peleus’ son, 

With thine own life, immortal glory give. 

Look too on me with pity; me, on whom, 

Ev’n on the threshold of mine age, hath Jove 
A bitter burthen cast, condemn’d to see 
My sons struck down, my daughters dragg’d away 
In servile bonds; our chambers’ sanctity 
Invaded ; and our babes by hostile hands 
Dash’d to t)ie ground; and by ferocious Greeks 
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Enslav’d the widows of my slaughter cl sons. 

On me at last the rav’ning dogs shall feed. 

When by some foeman’s hand, by sword or lance, 

My soul shall from my body be divorc’d; 80 

Those very dogs whidi 1 myself have bred. 

Fed at my table, guardians of my gate, 

Shall lap my blood, and over-gorg’d shall lie 
Ev’n on my threshold. That a youth should fall 
Victim to Mars, beneath a foeman’s spear. 

May well beseem his years; and if he fall 
With honour, though he die, yet glorious he I 
But when the hoary head and hoary beard, 

And naked corpse to rav’ning dogs are giv'n, 

No sadder sight can wretched mortais see.” 90 

The old man spoke, and from his head he tore 
The hoary hair; yet Hector firm remain’d. 

Then to the front his mother rush’d, in tears. 

Her bosom bare, with either hand her breast 
Sustaining, and with tears address’d him thus: 

** Hector, my child, thv mother’s breast revere; 

And on this bosom if thine infant woes 

Have e'er been hush’d, bear now in mind, dear child, 

The debt thou ow’st; and from within the walls 

Ward off this fearful man, nor in the field 100 

Encounter; curs’d be he! should he prevail, 

And slay thee, not upon the fun’ral bed, 

My child, my own, the offspring of my womb. 

Shall I deplore tliee, nor thy wddow’d wife, 

But far away, beside the Grecian ships, 

Thy corpse shall to the rav’ning dogs be giv’n.” 

Thus they, \^ith tears and earnest pray’rs imploring, 
Address’d their son ; yet Hector firm remain’d. 

Waiting th' approach of Peleus’ godlike son. 

As when a snake upon the mountain side, no 

With deadly venom charg’d, beside his hole 
Awaits the traveller, and fill’d with rage. 

Coil’d round his hole, his baleful glances darts; 

So fill’d with dauntless courage Hector stood, 

Scorning retreat, his gleaming buckler propp’d 
Against the jutting tow’r; then, deeply mov'd, 

Thus with his warlike soul communion held: 

“ Oh woe is me I if I should enter now 
The city gates, I should the just reproach 
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EncounU’i o{ Po\yt\'auiub, vtf\iu 

H\S COUU' d Nv\UVm the mlh to fea<f 

The Trojan forces, on that fatal night 
When great Achilles in the field appear'd. 

1 heeded not his counsel; would I had! 

Now, since my folly hath the people slain 
I well might blush to meet the Trojan men, 

And long-rob’d dames of Troy, lest some m’ight say 
To me inferior far, ‘ This woful loss 
To Hector’s blind self-confidence we owe.* 

Thus shall they say; for me, ’twere better far, 

Or from Aclr.lles, slain in open fight, 

BaeV to ret irn in triumph, or myself 
To perish nobly in my country’s cause. 

What if my bossy shield 1 lay aside, 

And stubborn helmet, and my pond’rous spear 
ITopping against the wall, go forth to meet 
Th’ unmatch’d Achilles? What if I engage 
That Helen’s self, and with her all the spoil, 

And all that Paris in his hollow ships 
Brought here to Troy, whence first this war arose, 
Should be restor’d; and to the Greeks be paid 
An ample tribute from the city’s stores. 

Her secret treasures; by a solemn oath 
Binding the Trojans nothing to conceal. 

But fairly to the distribution bring 
Whate’er of v/ealth our much-lov'd city holds? 

But wherefore entertain such thoughts, my soul? 
Should I so meet him, what if he should show 
Npr pity nor remorse, but slay me there. 

Defenceless as a woman, and unarm’d? 

Not this the time, nor he the man, wdtli whom 
By forest oak or rock, like youth and maid, 

To hold light talk, as youth and maid might hold. 
Betcer to dare the fight, and know at once 
To whom the vict’ry is decreed by Heav’n.” 

Thus, as he stood, he mus’d ; but near approach’d 
Achilles, terrible as plumed Mars ; 

From his right shoulder brandishing aloft 
The ashen spear of Pcleus, while around 
Plash’d his bright armour, dazzling as the glare 
Of burning fire, or of the rising sun. 

Fear at the sight on valiant Hector seiz’d; 
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Nor dar’d he there await th’ attack^ but left 
The gates behind, and, terror-stricken, fled. 

Forward, with eager step, Pelides rush’d. 

As when a falcon, bird of swiftest flight, 

From some high mountain-top, on tim’rous dove 
Swoops fiercely down; she, from beneath, in fear, \ 

Evades the stroke ; he, dashing through the brake. 
Shrill-shrieking, pounces on his destin’d prey; 170 

So, r\dng*d with clesp’rate hate, Achilles flew, 

So Hector, flying from his keen pursuit, 

Beneath the walls his active sinews plied. 

They by the watch-tow’r, and beneath the wall 
Where stood the wind-beat fig-tree, rac’d amain 
Along the public road, until they reach’d 
The fairly-flowdng fount whence issued forth. 

From double source, Scamander’s eddying streams. 

One with hot current flows, and from beneath, 

As from a furnace, clouds of steam arise; 180 

’Mid summer’s heat the other rises cold 
As hail, or snow, or water crystallis’d ; 

Beside the fountains stood the washing-troughs 
Of w'cll -wrought stone, where erst the wives of Troy 
And daughters fair their choicest garments wash’d, 

In peaceful times, ere came the sons of Greece. 

There rac'd they, one in flight, and one pursuing; 

Good he who fled, but better who pursu’d. 

With fiery speed; for on that race was stak’d 
No common victim, no ignoble ox: 190 

The prize at stake was mighty Hector’s life. 

As w'hen the solid-footed horses fly 
Around the course, contending for the prize, 

Tripod, or woman of her lord bereft; 

So rac’d they thrice around the walls of Troy 
With active feet; and all the Gods beheld. 

Then thus began the Sire of Gods and men: 

** A woful sight mine eyes behold; a man 

I love in flight around the walls! my heart 

For Hector grieves, who, now upon the crown 200 

Of deeply-furrow’d Ida, now again 

On Ilium’s heights, with fat of choicest bulls 

Hath pil’d mine altar; whom around the walls, 

With flying speed, Achilles now pursues. 

Give me your counsel, Gods, and say, from death 
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If we shall rescue him^ or must he die^ 

Brave as he is, beneath Pelides’ hand? ” 

To whom the blue-ey’d Goddess, Pallas, thus: 

“ O Father, lightning-flashing, cloud-girt King, 
What words are these ? wouldst thou a mortal man. 
Long doom’d by fate, again from death preserve? 
Do as thou wilt, but not with our consent.” 

To whom the Cloud-compeller thus replied: 

“ Be of good cheer, my child I unwillingly 
I speak, yet loth thy wishes to oppose: 

Have then thy will, and draw not back thy hand.'* 
His words fresh impulse gave to Pallas’ zeal, 

And from Olympus’ heights in haste she sped. 

Meanwhile on Hector, w'ith untiring hate, 

The swift Achilles press’d: as when a hound, 
Through glen and tangled brake, pursues a fawn. 
Rous’d from its lair upon the mountain side; 

And if awhile it should evade pursuit, 

Low crouching in the copse, yet quests he back, 
Searching unwearied, till he And the trace; 

So Hector sought to baffle, but in vain. 

The keen pursuit of Peleus' active son. 

Oft as he sought the shelter of the gates 
Beneath the w'cll-built tow’rs, if haply thence 
His comrades’ weapons might some aid afford; 

So oft his foeman, with superior speed, 

Would cut him off, and turn him to the plain. 

He tow’rd the city still essay’d his flight; 

And as in dreams, when one pursues in vain. 

One seeks in vain to fly, the other seeks 
As vainly to pursue ; so could not now 
Achilles reach, nor Hector quit, his foe. 

Yet how should Hector now the doom of death 
Have 'scap’d, had not Apollo once again 
And for the last time, to his rescue come. 

And giv’n him strength and suppleness of limb? 

Then to the crowd Achilles wuth his head 
Made sign that none at Hector should presume 
To cast a spear, lest one might wound, and so 
The greater glory obtain, while he himself 
Must be contented with the second place. 

But when the fourth time in their rapid course 
The founts were reach’d, th' Eternal Fatlier hung 
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His golden scales aloft^ and plac’d in each 

The lots of doom, for great Achilles one, 1150 

For Hector one, and held them by the midst: 

Down sank the scale, weighted with Hector’s death, 

Down to the shades, and Phoebus left his side. 

Then to Pelides came the blue-ey’d Maid, 

And stood beside him, and bespoke him thus: ' 

“ Achilles, lov’d of Heav’n, I trust that now 
To thee and me great glory shall accrue 
In Hector's fall, insatiate of the fight. 

Escape he cannot now, though at the feet 
Of aegis-bearing Jove, on his behalf, 260 

With earnest pray’r Apollo prostrate fall. 

But stay thou here and take thy breath, while I 
Persuade him to return and dare the fight.” 

So Pallas spoke; and he with joy obeying, 

Stood leaning on his brass-barb’d ashen spear. 

The Goddess left him there, and went (the form 
And voice assuming of Deiphohus) 

In search of godlike Hector; him she found, 

And standing near, with w'ing^d words address’d: 

” Sorely, good brother, hast thou been bested J70 
By fierce Achilles, w’ho around the w'alls 
Hath chas’d thee with swift foot; now stand we both 
For mutual succour, and his onset wait.” 

To w'hom great Hector of the glancing helm: 

” Deiphobus, of all my brothers, sons 
Of Hecuba and Priam, thou hast been 
Still dearest to my heart; and now the more 
I honour thee who dar’st on my behalf, 

Seeing my peril, from within the walls 
To sally forth, while others skulk behind.” 380 

To w’hom the blue-ey’d Goddess thus replied: 

“ With many pray’rs, good brother, both our sire 
And honour’d mother, and our comrades all 
Successively implored me to remain ; 

Such fear is fall’n on all; but in my soul 
On thine account too deep a grief I felt. 

Now, forward boldly ! spare we not our spears; 

Make trial if Achilles to the ships 
From both of us our bloody spoils can bear, 

Or by thine arm himself may be subdued.” 

Thus Pallas lur’d him on with treach’rous wile; 
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But when the two were met, and close at hand, 

First spoke great Hector of the glancing helm: 

“ No more before thee, Peleus' son, I fly: 

Thrice have I fled around the walls, nor dar’d 
Await thine onset; now my spirit is rous’d 
To stand before thee, to be slain, or slay. 

But let us first th’ immortal Gods invoke; 

The surest witnesses and Sardians they 

Of compacts : at my hand no foul disgrace 300 

Shalt thou sustain, if Jove with victory 

Shall crown my firm endurance, and thy life 

To me be forfeit; of thine armour stripp’d 

I promise thee, Achilles, to the Greeks 

Thy body to restore ; do thou the like.” 

With fierce regard Achilles answer’d thus: 

“ Hector, thou object of my deadly hate. 

Talk not to me of compacts; as ’tween men 
And lions no firm concord can exist. 

Nor wolves and lambs in harmony unite, 310 

But ceaseless enmity between them dwells: 

So not in friendly tenns, nor compact firm. 

Can thou and I unite, till one of us 

Glut with his blood the mail-clad warrior Mars, 

Mind thee of all thy fence; behoves thee now 
To prove a spearman skill’d, and warrior brave. 

For thee escape is none; now, by my spear. 

Hath Pallas doom’d thy death; my comrades’ blood. 
Which thou hast shed, shall all be now aveng’d.” 

He said, and poising, hurl’d his weighty spear; 320 
But Hector saw, and shunn’d the blow; he stoop’d. 

And o’er his shoulder flew the brass-tipp’d spear. 

And in the ground was fix’d ; but Pallas drew 
The weapon forth, and to Achilles’ hand, 

All unobserv’d of Hector, gave it back. 

Then Hector thus to Peleus’ matchless son: 

” Thine aim has fail’d; nor truly has my fate. 

Immortal son of Peleus, been to thee 

From Heav’n reveal’d; such was indeed thy boast; 

But now it seems that flippant was thy speech, 330 

And cunningly devis’d, in hopes that 1 
Might by thy vaunts be terrified, and so 
Forgetful of my fame and prowess prove* 

Not in my bade will I receive thy spear. 
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But through my breast, confronting thee, if Jove 
Have to thine arm indeed such triumph giv’n. 

Now, if thou canst, my spear in turn elude; 

May it be deeply buried in thy flesh ! 

For lighter were to Troy the load of war. 

If thou, the greatest of her foes, wert slain/' 340 

He said, and poising, hurl'd his ponderous spear; 

Nor miss'd his aim; full in the midst he struck 
Pelides' shield ; but glancing from the shield 
The weapon bounded off. Hector was griev'd. 

That thus his spear had bootless left his hand. 

He stood aghast ; no second spear was nigh : 

And loudly 0:1 Deiphobus he call'd 
A spear to bring; but he was far awav. 

Then Hector knew that he was dup’d, and cried, 

“ Oh Heav'ns 1 the Gods above have doom’d my death 1 
I deem’d indeed that brave Deiphobus 351 

Was near at hand; but he within the \\alis 
Is safe, and I by Pallas am betray'd 
Now is my death at hand, nor far away: 

Escape is none; since so hath Jove decreed, 

And Jove’s far-darting son, who heretofore 

Have been my guards; my fate hath found me now. 

Yet not without a struggle let me die, 

Nor all inglorious; but let some great act, 

Which future days may hear of, mark my fall." 360 

Thus as he spoke, his trenchant sword he drew, 
Pond'rous and vast, suspended at his side; 

Collected for the spring, and forward dash’d: 

As when an eagle, bird of loftiest tlight. 

Through the dark clouds swoops downward on the plain, 
To seize some tender lair.b, or cow 'ring hare; 

So Hector rush’d, and wav'd his sharp-edg’d sword. 

Achilles’ wrath was rous'd: with fury wild 

His soul was fill’d: before his breast he bore 

His well-wrought shield ; and fiercely on his brow 370 

Nodded the four-plum’d helm, as on the Ijreeze 

Floated the golden hairs, with which the crest 

By Vulcan’s hand was thickly interlac’d; 

And as amid the stars’ unnumber'd host, 

When twilight yields to night, one star appears, 

Hesper, the brightest star that shines in Hcav’n, 

Gleam'd the sharp-pointed lance, which in his right 
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Achilles pois’d, on godlike Hector’s doom 

Intent, and scanning eagerly to see 

Where from attack his body least was fenc’d^ 380 

All else the glitt’ring armour guarded well, 

Which Hector from Patroclus’ corpse had stripp’d ; 

One chink appear’d, just where the collar-bone 
The neck and shoulder parts, beside the throat, 

Where lies expos’d the swiftest road of death. 

There levell’d he, as Hector onward rush’d; 

Right through the yielding neck the lance was driv’n, 

Ihit sever’d not the windpipe, nor destroy’d 
His pow’r of speech ; prone in the dust he fell; 

And o’er him, vaunting, thus Achilles spoke: 390 

“ Her tor, Patroclus stripping of his arms. 

Thy hope was that thyself wast safe; and I, 

Not present, brought no terror to thy soul: 

Fool I in the hollow ships I yet remain’d, 

I, his avenger, mightier far than he; 

I, who am now thy conqu’ror. By the dogs 
And vultures shall thy corpse be foully torn, 

While him the Greeks with fun’ral rites shall grace.” 

Whom answer’d Hector of the glancing helm, 

Prostrate and helpless: ” By thy soul, thy knees, 400 
Thy parents’ heads, Achilles, I beseech, 

Let not my corpse by Grecian dogs be tom- 
Accept the ample stores of brass and gold, 

\^^lich as my ransom by my honour’d sire 
And mother shall be paid thee; but my corpse 
P.estore, that so the men and wives of Troy 
May deck with honours due my fun’ral pyre.” 

To whom, with fierce aspect, Achilles thus: 

“ Knee me no knees, vile hound 1 nor prate to me 
Of parents 1 such my hatred, that almost 410 

I could persuade myself to tear and eat 
Thy mangled flesh ; such wrongs I have to avenge. 

He lives not, who can save thee from the dogs ; 
y Not though with ransom ten and twenty fold 
He here should stand, and yet should promise more; 

No, not though Praim’s royal self should sue 
To be allow’d for gold to ransom thee; 

No, not ev’n so, tliy mother shall obtain 
To lay thee out upon the couch, and mourn 
O’er thee, her offspring; but on all thy limbs 
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Shall dogs and carrion vultures make their foast.” 

To whom thus Hector of the giant ing helm, 

Dying: “ I know thee well; nor did T hope 
To change thy purpose; iron is thy soul. 

But sec that on thy head 1 bring not tlown 
The wrath of Heav’n, when by the Sc can gale 
The hand of Paris, with Apollo’s aid, 

Brave warrior as thou art, shall strike thee down.” 

Ev’n as he spoke, his eyes were clos'd in death; 

And to the viewless shades his spirit fled, 430 

Mourning his fate, his youth and vigour lost. 

To him, though dead, Achilles thus replied: 

“ Die thou I my fate I then shall meet, whene’er 
Jove and th’ immortal Gods shall so decree.” 

He said, and from the corpse his spear withdrew, 

And laid aside; then stripp’d the annoiir off. 

With blood besmear’d; the Greeks around him throng’d, 
Gazing on Hector’s noble form and face, 

And none approach’d that did not add a wound: 

And one to other look’d, and said, “ Good faith, 440 
Hector is easier far to handle now, 

Than when erewhile he wrapp’d our ships in fire.” 

Thus ■would they say, then stab the dead anew. 

But when the son of Peleus, swift of foot, 

Had stripp'd the armour from the corpse, he rose, 

And, standing, thus th’ assembled Greeks address’d: 

“ O friends, the chiefs and councillors of Greece, 

Since Heav’n hath granted us this man to shay, 

Whose single arm hath wrought us more of ill 

Than all the rest combin’d, advance we now 450 

Before the city in arms, and trial make 

What is the mind of Troy; if, Hector slain, 

They from the citadel intend retreat. 

Or still, despite their loss, their ground maintain. 

But wherefore entertain such thoughts, my soul.? 

Beside the ships, unwept, unburied, lies 
Patroclus ; whom I never can forget, 

While number’d with the living, and my limbs 

Have pow’r to move; in Hades though the dead 

May be forgotten, yet cv’n there will I 460 

The mem’ry of my lov’d companion keep. 

Now to the ships return we, sons of Greece, 

Glad pseans singing I with us he shall go; 
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Great glory is ours, the godlike Hector 
The pricjc of Troy, and as a God rever*d/^ 

He sa.d, and foully Hector’s corpse misus’d j 
Of either foot he pierc’d the tendon through, 

'i'hat fr >m the ancle passes to the heel, 

And to his chariot bound with leathern thongs, 

I.eavint; the head to trail along the ground; 470 

Then mounted, with the captur’d arms, his car, 

And urg’d his horses; nothing loth, they flew. 

A cloud of dust the trailing body rais’d: 

Loose hung his glossy hair; and in the dust 
Was laid that noble head, so graceful once; 

Now to foul insult doom’d by Jove’s decree, 

In his own country, at a foeman’s hand. 

So lay the head of Hector; at the sight 

His aged mother tore her hair, and far 

From off her head the glitt’ring veil she threw, 480 

And with loud cries her slaughter’d son bewail’d^ 

Piteous, his father groan’d; and all around 
Was heard the voice of wailing and of woe. 

Such was the cry, as if the beetling height 
Of Ilium all were smould’ring in the fire. 

Scarce was the old man by the crowd restrain’d 
From issuing forth beyond the Dardan gates; 

Low in tlie dust he roll’d, imploring all, 

Entreating by his name each sev’ral man: 

“ Forbear, my friends ; though sorrowing, stay me not; 490 
Leave me to reach alone the Grecian ships, 

And there implore this man of violence, 

This haughty chief, if haply he my years 
Hay rev’rence, and have pity on my age. 

For he too has a father, like to me; 

Peleus, by whom he was begot, and bred. 

The bane of Troy ; and, most of all, to me 
The cause of endless grief, who by his hand 
Have been of many stalwart sons bereft. 

Yet all, though griev’d for all, I less lament, 500 

Than one, whose loss will sink me to the grave. 

Hector! oh would to Heav’n that in mine arms 
He could have died ; with mourning then and tears 
We might have satisfied our grief, both she 
Who bore him, hapless mother, and myself.” 

Weeping, he spoke; and with him wept the crowd: 
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To place the largest caldrons on the fire, 
lliat %viLh warm baths, returning from the fight, 

Hector might be refresh'd; unconscious she, 

That by Achilles' hand, with Pallas aid, 

Far from the bath, was godlike Hector slain. 

The sounds of wailing reach'd her from the tow’r; 

Totter'd her limbs, the distaff left her hand, 

And to her neat-hair'd maidens thus she sp-^kc: 

“ Haste, follow me, some two, that I may know 530 

What means these sounds; my honour’d mother’s voice 
I hear; and in my breast my beating heart 
Leaps to my mouth; my limbs refuse to move; 

Some evil, sure, on Priam's house impends. 

Be unfulfiird my words! yet much 1 fear 
Lest my brave Hector be cut off alone. 

By great Achilles, from the walls of Troy, 

Chas'd to the plain, the desp’ratc coura::e quench'd, 
Which ever led him from the gen’ral ranks 
Far in advance, and bade him yield to none." 540 

Then from the house she rush'd, like one distract. 

With beating heart; and with her went her maids. 

But when the tow’r she reach'd, where stood the crowd, 
And mounted on the wall, and look’d around, 

And saw the body trailing in the dust. 

Which the fleet steeds were dragging to the ships, 

A sudden darkness overspread her eyes; 

Backward she fell, and gasp'd her spirit away. 

Far off were flung th' adornments of her head. 
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The net, the fillet, and the woven bands; 

The nuptial veil by golden Venus giv’n. 

That day when Hector of the glancing helm 
Led from Ection’s house his wealthy bride. 

The sisters of her husband round her pressed, 

And held, as in the deadly swoon she lay. 

But when her breath and spirit return’d again. 

With sudden burst of anguish thus she cried: 

“ Hector, oh woe is me 1 to misery 
We both wore born alike; thou here in Troy 
In Priam’s royal palace* I in Thebes, 

By wooded Placos, in Letion’s house, 

Who nurs’d my infancy; unhappy he, 

Unhappier 1! would I had ne’er been born! 

Now thou beneath the depths of earth art gone, 

Gone to the viewless shades; and me hast left 
A widow in thy house, in deepest woe ; 

Our child, an infant still, thy child and mine. 

Ill-fated parents both ! nor thou to him, 

Hector, shalt be a guard, nor he to thee: 

For though he ’scape this tearful war with Greece, 

Yet nought for him remains but ceaseless woe. 

And strangers on his heritage shall seize. 

No young companions own the orphan boy: 

With downcast eyes, and cheeks bedew’d w'ith tears. 
His father’s friends approaching, pinch’d with want, 
He hangs upon the skirt of one, of one 
He plucks the cloak ; perchance in pity some 
May at their tables let him sip the cup, 

Moisten his lips, but scarce his palate touch; 

While youths, with both surviving parents bless’d, 
May drive him from their feast with blows and taunts 
‘ Begone 1 thy father sits not at our board : ’ 

Then weeping, to his widow’d mother’s arms 
He flies, that orphan boy, Astyanax, 

Who on his father’s knees erewhile was fed 
On choicest marrow, and the fat of lambs ; 

And, when in sleep his childish play was hush’d, 

Was lull’d to slumber in his nurse’s arms 
On softest couch, by all delights surrounded. 

But grief, his father lost, awaits him now, 

Astyanax, of Trojans so surnam’d. 

Since thou alone wast Troy’s defence and guard. 
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But now on thee, beside the beaked ships, 

Far from thy parents, when the rav*ning dogs 
Have had their fill, the wriggling worms shall feed ; 

On thee, all naked; while within thy house 
Lies store of raiment, rich and rare, the work 
Of women’s hands ; these will I bum with fire ; , 

Not for thy need — thou ne’er shalt wear them more, — 
But for thine honour in the sight of Troy.” 600 

Weeping she spoke; the women join’d her wail. 
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Thk body of Patroclus is burned, and the funeral games ensue. 

Thus they throughout the city made their moan ; 

But when the Greeks had come where lay their ships 
By the broad Hellespont, their sev*ral ways 
They each pursued, dispersing; yet not so 
Achilles let his Myrmidons disperse. 

But thus his warlike comrades he address’d: 

My faithful comrades, valiant Myrmidons, 

Loose we not yet our horses from the cars ; 

But for Patroclus mourn, approaching near. 

With horse and car; such tribute claim the dead; lo 
Then, free indulgence to our sorrows giv’n, 

Loose we the steeds, and share the ev’ning meal.” 

He said ; and they with mingled voices rais’d 
The solemn dirge; Achilles led the strain; 

Thrice round the dead they drove their sleek-skinn’d steeds 
Mourning, with hearts by Thetis grief-inspir’d ; 

With tears the sands, with tears the warriors’ arms. 

Were wet; so mighty was the chief they mourn’d. 

Then on his comrade’s breast Achilles laid 
His blood- stain’d hands, and thus began the wail: 20 

All hail, Patroclus, though in Pluto’s realm; 

All that I promis’d, lo ! I now perform ; 

That on the corpse of Hector, hither dragg’d, 

Our dogs should feed; and that twelve noble youths, 

The sons of Troy, before thy fun’ral pyre, 

My hand, in vengeance for thy death, should slay.” 

He said, and foully Hector’s corpse misus’d. 

Flung prostrate in the dust, beside the couch 
Where lay Menoetius’ son. His comrades then 
Their glitt’ring armour dofi’d, of polish’d brass, 30 

And loos’d their neighing steeds; then round the ship 
Of Peleus’ son in countless numbers sat, 

While he th’ abundant fun’ral feast dispens’d. 

‘ * 391 
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There many a steer lay stretch'd beneath the knife. 

And many a sheep, and many a bleatinp; goat, 

And many a white-tusk’d porker, rich in fat, 

There lay extended, singeing o’er the fire ; 

And blood, in torrents, flow’d around the corpse. 

To Agamemnon then the Kings of Greece 

The royal son of Peleus, swift of foot, 40 

Conducted; yet with him they scarce prevail’d; 

So fierce his anger for his comrade's death. 

But when to Agamemnon’s tent they came, 

He to the clear-voic’d heralds gave command 
An ample tripod on the fire to place; 

If haply Peleus’ son he might persuade 
To wash away the bloody stains of war: 

But sternly lie, and with an oath refus’d. 

“ No, by great Jove I swear, of all the Gods 
Highest and mightiest, water shall nut touch 50 

This head of mine, till on the fun’ral pyre 
I see the body of Patroclus laid, 

And build his tomb, and cut my votive hair; 

For while 1 live and move ’mid mortiil men, 

No second grief like this can pierce my soul. 

Observe we now the mournful fun’ral feast; 

But thou, great Acrarnemnon, King of men, 

Send forth at early dav.'n, and to the camp 
Bring store of fuel, and all else prepare, 

That witli provision meet the dead may pass 60 

Down to tlie realms of night; so shall the fire 
P'rom out our sight consume our mighty dead. 

And to their wonted tasks the troops return.” 

He said; they listen’d, and his words obey’d; 

Then busily the ev’ning meal prepar’d, 

And shar’d tlje social feast; nor lark'd there aught. 

'rhe rage of thirst and hunger satisfied, 

Each to their sev’ral tents the rest re[»air'd; 

But on the many-dashing ocean’s shore 

Pelides lay, amid his Myrmidons, 70 

With bitter groans; in a clear space he lay, 

Where broke the waves, continuous, on the beach. 

There, circumfus’d around him, gentle sleep. 

Lulling the sorrows of his heart to rest, 

O’ercamc his senses; for the hot pursuit 
Of Hector round the breezy heights of Troy 
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His acuve limbs had wearied: as he slept, 

Sudden appear’d Patroclus’ mournful shade, 

His very self ; his height, and beauteous eyes, 

And voice; the very garb he wont to wear: 8o 

Above his head it stood, and thus it spoke: 

“ Sleep’st thou, Achilles, mindless of thy friend. 
Neglecting, not the living, but the dead? 

Hasten my fun’ral rites, tjiat I may pass 
Through Hades’ gloomy gates; ere those be done. 

The spirits and spectres of departed men 
Drive m(‘- far from them, nor allow to cross 
Th' abhorred river; but forlorn and sad 
I wander through the wide-spread realms of night. 

And give me now thy hand, whereon to weep; 90 

For never more, when laid upon the pyre. 

Shall I return from Hades; never more, 

Apart from all our comrades, shall we two, 

As friends, sweet counsel take; for me, stern Death, 

The common lot of man, has op’d his mouth; 

Thou too, Achilles, rival of the Gods, 

Art destin’d here beneath the walls of Troy 
To meet thy doom; yet one thing must I add. 

And make, if thou wilt grant it, one request. 

Let not my bones be laid apart from thine, 100 

Achilles, but together, as our youth 
Was spent together in thy father’s house. 

Since first my sire Menoetius me a boy 
From Opus brought, a luckless homicide, 

WTio of Amphidamas, by evil chance, 

Had slain the son, disputing o’er the dice: 

Me noble Peleus in his house receiv’d, 

And kindly nurs’d, and thine attendant nam’d ; 

So In one um be now our bones enclos’d, 

The golden vase, thy Goddess-mother’s gift.” no 

Whom answer’d thus Achilles, swift of foot: 

“ Why art thou here, lov’d being? why on me 
These sev’ral charges lay? whate’er thou bidd’st 
Will I perform, and all thy mind fulfil ; 

But draw thou near ; and in one short embrace, 

Let us, while yet we may, our grief indulge.” 

Thus as he spoke, he spread his longing arms, 

But nought he clasp’d ; and with a wailing cry, 

Vanish’d, like smoke, the spirit beneath the earths 
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Up sprang Achilles^ all amaz’d, and smote 120 

His hands together, and lamenting cried: 

“ O Heav’n, there are then, in the realms below. 

Spirits and spectres, unsubstantial all; 

For through the night Patroclus’ shade hath stood, 
Weeping and wailing, at my side, and told , 

His bidding; th’ image of himself it seem’d.” 

He said ; his words the gen’ral grief arous’d : 

To them, as round the piteous dead they mourn’d, 
Appear’d the rosy-finger’d morn ; and straight, 

From all the camp, by Agamemnon sent, 130 

Went forth, in search of fuel, men and mules. 

Led by a valiant chief, Meriones, 

The follower of renown’d Idomeneus. 

Their felling axes in their hands they bore, 

And twisted ropes; their mules before them driv’n; 

Now up, now down, now sideways, now aslope, 

They journey’d on; but when they reach’d the foot 
Of spring-abounding Ida, they began 
With axes keen to hew the lofty oaks; 

They, loudly crashing, fell: the wood they clove, 140 
And bound it to the mules; these took their way 
Through the thick brushwood, hurrying to the plain. 

The axe-men too, so bade Meriones, 

The follower of renown’d Idomeneus, 

Were laden all with logs, which on the beach 
They laid in order, where a lofty mound, 

In memVy of Patroclus and himself, 

Achilles had design'd. When all the store 
Of wood was duly laid, the rest remain’d 
In masses seated; but Achilles bade 250 

The warlike Myrmidons their armour don, 

And harness each his horses to his car; 

They rose and donn’d their arms, and on the cars 
Warriors and charioteers their places took: 

First came the horse, and then a cloud of foot, 
Unnumber’d ; in the midst Patroclus came. 

Borne' by his comrades; all the corpse with hair 

They cover’d o’er, which from their heads they shore. 

Behind, Achilles held his head, and mourn’d 

The noble friend whom to the tomb he bore, x6o 

Then on the spot by Peleus* son assign’d, 

Tliey laid him down, and pil'd the wood on high. 
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Then a fresh thought Achilles* mind conceiv'd: 

Standing apart, the yellow locks he shore, 

Which as an off’ring to Sperchius* stream, 

He nurs’d in rich profusion; sorrowing then 
Look’d o’er the dark-blue sea, as thus he spoke: 

" Sperchius, all in vain to thee his pray’r 
My father Peleus made, and vow’d that I, 

Return’d in safety to my native land, 170 

To thee should dedicate my hair, and pay 

A solemn hecatomb, with sacrifice 

Of fifty rams, unblemish’d, to the springs 

Where on thy consecrated soil is plac’d 

Thine incense-honour’d altar; so he vow’d; 

But thou the boon withhold’st; since I no more 
My native land may see, the hair he vow’d. 

To brave Patroclus thus I dedicate.” 

He said, and on his comrade’s hand he laid 
The locks; his act the gen’ral grief arous’d; 180 

And now the setting sun had found them still 
Indulging in their grief; but Peleus’ son 
Approaching, thus to Agamemnon spoke : 

” Atrides, for to thee the people pay 
Readiest obedience, mourning too prolong’d 
May weary ; thou then from the pyre the rest 
Disperse, and bid prepare the morning meal; 

Ours be tlie farther charge, to whom the dead 
Was chiefly dear; yet let the chiefs remain.” 

The monarch Agamemnon heard, and straight 190 
Dispers’d the crowd amid their sev’ral ships. 

Th’ appointed band remain’d, and pil’d the wood. 

A hundred feet each way they built the pyre. 

And on the summit, sorrowing, laid the dead. 

Then many a sheep and many a slow-pac'd ox 
They flay’d and dress’d around the fun’ral pyre; 

Of all the beasts Achilles took the fat. 

And cover’d o’er the dead from head to foot, 

And heap’d the slaughter’d carcases around ; 

Then jars of honey plac’d, and fragrant oils, . 200 

Resting upon the couch; next, groaning loud. 

Four pow’rful horses on the pyre he threw; 

Then, of nine dogs that at their master’s board 
Had fed, he slaughter’d two upon his pyre; 

Last, with tlic sword, by evil counsel sway’d. 
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7 Velve noble youths he slew, the so: s of Troy. 

The fire’s devouring might he then a:'phe(l, 

And, groaning, on his lov’d comparj n rail’d- 
“ All hail, ratroclus, though in Pluto's realm! 

All that I promis’d, lo! I now perform* 21c 

On twelve brave sons of Troian sires, v Ph tho'*, 

The flames shall feed; but llrctor, Priam’s sor*, 

Not to the fire, but to the dogs 1 give.” 

Such was Achilles^ threat, but him the dogs 
Molested not; for Venus, night and day. 

Daughter of Jove, the rav’ning dogs restrain’d; 

And all the corpse o'erlaid with roseate oil, 

Ambrosial, that though dragg’d along the earth, 

The noble dead might not receive a wound. 

Apollo too a cloudy veil from Hea% *n 220 

Spread o’er the plain, and cover'd ail the space 
Where lay the dead, nor let the b.azirig sun 
The flesh upon his limbs and muscles p.irch. 

Vet burnt not up Patrocliis' fun'ral pyre; 

Tlien a fresh th(»ught Achilles’ mind conceiv’d: 

Standing apart, on both the Winds he call’d, 

Boreas and Zephyrus, and added vows 

Of costly sacrifice; and pouring forth 

Libations from a golden goblet, pray’d 

Their presence, that the wood might haste to bum, 230 

And with the fire consume the dead; his pray’r 

Swift Iris heard, and bore it to the Winds. 

They in the hall of gusty Zepliyrus 

W'ere gather’d round the fea<t; in haste appearing, 

Swift Iris on the stony thre^liold stood. 

They saw, and ri.sing all, besought her each 
To sit be.side him; she with tlieir requests 
Refus'd compliance, and address’d them thus: 

“ No scat for me; for I o’er ih’ ocean stream 
From hence am bound to ,^Lthiopia’s shore, 240 

To share the sacred feast, and hecatombs. 

Which there they offer to th’ immortal Gods; 

But, Boreas, thee, and loud-voic’d Zephyrus, 

With vows of sacrifice, Achilles calls 
To fan the fun’ral pyre, whereon is laid 
Patroclus, mourn’d by all the host of Greece.” 

She said, and vanish’d; they, with rushing sound, 

Rose, and before them drove the hurrying clouds: 
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Soon o'l r the sea they swept; the stirring breeze 
Kiiffied ;he waves; the fertile shores of Troy 
Tliey n adi’d, and falling on the fun’ral pyre, 

Ivoud r lar'd the crackling flames; they all night long 
With I irrent brisk together fann’d the fire. 

All ni.;ht Achilles from a golden bowl 
Drew forth, and, in his hand a double cup, 

The wine outpouring, moisten’d all the earth, 

Still calling on his lost Patroclus’ shade. 

As mourns a father o’er a youthful son, ^ 

Whose early death hath wrung his parents’ hearts; 
So mourn’d Achilles o’er his friend’s remains, ' 
Prostrate beside the pyre, and groan’d aloud. 

But when the star of Lucifer appear’d. 

The harbinger of light, whom following close 
Spreads o’er the sea the saffron-robed mom, 

Then pal’d the smould’ring fire, and sank the flame; 
And o’er the Thracian sea, that groan’d and heav’d 
Beneath their passage, home the Winds return’d; 
.And weary, from the pyre a space withdrawn, 
Achilles lay, o’ercome by gentle sleep. 

Anon, awaken’d by the tramp and din 
Of crowds that follow’d Atreus’ royal son, 

He sat upright, and thus address'd his speech: 

“ Thou son of Atreus, and ye chiefs of Greece, 

Far as the flames extended, quench we first 
With ruddy wine the embers of the pyre; 

And of Menoetius’ son, Patroclus, next 
With care distinguishing, collect the bones; 

Nor are they hard to know; for in the midst 
He lay, while round the edges of the pyre, 

Horses and men commix’d, the rest were burnt. 

Let these, between a double layer of fat 
Enclos’d, and in a golden um remain, 

Till I myself shall in the tomb be laid ; 

And o'er them build a mound, not over-large. 

But of proportions rr\eet; in days to come, 

Ye Greeks, who after me shall here remain, 
Complete the work, and build it broad and high.” 

Thus spoke Achilles; they his words obey’d: 

Far as the flames had reach’d, and thickly strown 
The embers lay, they quench’d with ruddy wine; 
Then tearfully their gentle comrade’s bones 
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Collected, and with double layers of fat 
Enclos’d, and in a golden um encas’d; 

Then in the tent they laid them, overspread 
With veil of linen fair; then meting out 
Th’ allotted space, the deep foundations laid 
Around the pyre, and o^er them heap’d the earth. 

Their task accomplish’d, all had now withdrawn; 

But Peleus* son the vast assembly stay’d, 

And bade them sit; then, prizes of the games, 300 

Tripods and caldrons from the tents he broiigiit, 

And noble steeds, and mules, and sturdy steers. 

And women fair of form, and iron hoar. 

First, for the conte.st of the flying cars 
The prizes he display’d: a woman ^lir. 

Well skill’d in household cares; a trij^od vast, 
Two-handled, two and twenty measures round; 

These both were for the victor: for the next, 

A mare, unbroken, six years old, in foal 

Of a mule colt; the third, a caldron bright, 3x0 

Capacious of four measures, white and pure, 

• By fire as yet untarnish’d; for the fourth. 

Of gold two talents; for the fifth, a vase 
With double cup, untouch’d by fire, he gave. 

Then, standing up, he thus address’d the Greeks: 

** Thou son of Atreus, and ye well-greav’d Greeks, 
Before ye are the prizes, which await 
The contest of the cars; but if, ye Greeks, 

For any other cause these games were held, 

I to my tent should bear the foremost prize; 320 

For well ye know how far my steeds excel, 

Steeds of immortal race, which Neptune gave 
To Peleus, he to me, his son, transferr’d. 

But from the present strife we stand aloof, 

My horses and myself ; they now have lost 
The daring courage and the gentle hand 
Of him who drove them, and with water pure 
Wash’d oft their manes, and bath’d wdth fr^rant oil. 

For him tliey stand and mourn, with drooping heads 
Down to the ground, their hearts with sorrow fill’d; 330 
But ye in order range yourselves, who boast 
Your well-built chariots and your horses’ speed.*' 

He said : up sprang the eager charioteers ; 

The first of all, Eumeius, King of men, 
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Admctus* son, unmatch’d in horsemanship; 

Next, Tydeus' son, the valiant Diomed, 

With Trojan horses, from iEneas won, 

When by Apollo’s aid himself escap’d; 

Then Heav’n-bom Menelaus, Atreus* son. 

Two flying coursers hamesa’d to his car; 340 

His own, Podargus, had for yokefellow 
^the, a mare by Agamerpnon lent: 

Her, Echepolus to Atrides gave, 

Ancliises’ son, that to the wars of Troy 
He might not be compell’d, but safe at home 
Enjoy his ease; for Jove had bless’d his store 
With ample wealth, in Sicyon’s wide domain. 

Her now he yok’d, impatient for the course. 

The fourth, Antilochus, the gallant son 
Of Nestor, mighty monarch, Neleus’ son, 350 

Harness’d his slcek-skinn’d steeds ; of Pylian race 
Were they who bore his car; to him, his sire 
Sage counsel pour’d in understanding ears : 

“ Antilochus, though young in years thou art, 

Yet Jove and Neptune love /hee, and have well 
Instructed thee in horsemanship; of me 
Thou need’st no counsel; skill’d around the goal 
To whirl the chariot; but thou hast, of all, 

The slowest horses: whence I augur ill. 

But though their horses have the speed of thine, 360 
In skill not one of them surpasses thee. 

Then thou, dear boy, exert thine ev’ry art, 

Ibat so thou mayst not fail to gain a prize. 

By skill, far more than strength, the woodman fells 
The sturdy oak ; by skill the steersman guides 
His flying ship across the dark-blue sea, 

Though shatter’d by the blast; ’Uvixt charioteer 
And charioteer ’tis skill that draws the line. 

One, vainly trusting to his coursers’ speed, 

Drives reckless here and there ; o’er aJl the course, 370 
His horses, unrestrain’d, at random run. 

Another, with inferior horses far. 

But better skill’d, still fixing on the goal 
His eye, turns closely round, nor overlooks 
The moment when to draw the rein; but holds 
His steady course, and on the leader waits. 

A mark I give thee now, thou canst not miss: 
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There stands a wither’d trunk, some six feet high, 

Of oak, or pine, unrotted by the rain; 

On either side have two white stones been plac’d, 380 
Where meet two roads; and all around there lies 
A smooth and level course; here stood perchance 
The tomb of one who died long years ago; 

Or former generations here have plac’d. 

As now Achilles hath decreed, a goal. 

There drive, as only not to graze the post; 

And leaning o’er the wicker body, leave 

Qose on the left the stones; thine offside horse 

Then urge with voice and w-hip, and slack his rem, 

And let the nearside horse so closely graze, 390 

As that thy nave may seem to touch, the goal: 

But yet beware, lest, striking on the stone. 

Thy steeds thou injure, and thy chariot break, 

A source of triumph to thy rivals all, 

Of shame to thee; but thou sage caution use; 

For, following, if thou make the turn the first, 

Not one of all shall pass thee, or o’ertake; 

Not though Arion's self were in the car, 

Adrastus' dying steed, of heav’nly race, 

Nor those which here Laomedon possess’d.” 400 

This said, and to his son his counsels giv’n. 

The aged Nestor to his seat withdrew. 

Fifth in the lists Meriones appear’d. 

They mounted on their cars, and cast their lots: 

Achilles shook the helmet; first leap’d forth 
The lot of Nestor’s son, Anlilochus; 

Next came the King Eumelus; after whom 
The valiant Meneliius, Atreus’ son; 

The fourth, Meriones; and last of all, 

But ablest far, Tydides drew his place. 410 

They sU»od in line; Achilles pointed out. 

Far on the level plain, the distant goal; 

And there in charge the godlike Phoenix plac’d. 

His father’s ancient follower, to observe 
The course assign’d, and true report to make. 

Then all at once their whips they rais’d, and urg’d 
By rein, and hand, and voice, their eager steeds. 

They from the ships pursued their rapid course 
Athwart the distant plain; beneath their chests 
Rose like a cloud, or hurricane, the dust; 
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Loose floated on the breeze their ample manes; 

The cars now skimm’d along the fertile ground^ 

Now bounded high in air; the charioteers 
Stood up aloft, and ev*ry bosom beat 
With hope of victory; each with eager shout 
Cheering his steeds, that scour’d the dusty plain. 

But when, the farthest limits of the course 
Attain’d, they turn’d beside the hoary sea, 

Strain’d to their utmost speed, were plainly seen 
The qualities of each ; then in the front 430 

Appear’d Eumelus’ flying mares, and next 
The Trojan horses of Tydides came: 

Nor these were far behind, but following close 
They seem’d in act to leap upon the car. 

Eumelus, on his neck and shoulders broad. 

Felt their warm breath; for o’er him, as they flew, 

Their heads were downward bent; and now, perchance, 
Had he or pass’d, or made an even race. 

But that, incens’d with valiant Diomed, 

Apollo wrested from his hands the whip. 440 

Then tears of anger from his eyelids fell, 

As gaining more and more the mares he saw, 

While, urg’d no more, his horses slack’d their speed. 

But Pallas mark’d Apollo’s treach’rous wile; 

And hasting to the chief, restor’d his whip. 

And to his horses strength and courage gave. 

The Goddess then Admetus’ son pursued, 

And snapp’d his chariot yoke; the mares, releas’d, 

Sw^erv’d from the track; the pole upon the ground 
Lay loosen’d from the car; and he himself 450 

Beside the wheel w'as from the chariot hurl’d. 

From elbows, mouth, and nose, the skin was tom; 

His forehead crush’d and batter’d in; his eyes 
Were fill’d with tears, and lost his pow’r of speech. 
Tydides turn’d aside, and far ahead 
Of all the rest, pass’d on; for Pallas gave 
His horses courage, and his triumph will’d. 

Next him, the fair-hair’d Menelaus came, 

The son of Atreus ; but Antilochus 

Thus to his fatlier’s horses call’d aloud: 460 

Forward, and stretch ye to your utmost speed; 

I ask you not with those of Diomed 
In vain to strive, whom P«illas hath endued 
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With’ added swiftness, and his triumph will’d; 

But haste ye, and o’ertake Atrides* car, 

Nor be by i£the, by a mare, disgrac’d. 

Why, my brave horses, why be left behind? 

This too I warn ye, and will make it good : 

No more at Nestor’s hand shall ye receive 

Your provender, but with the sword be slain, 470 

If by your faults a lower prize be ours ; 

Then rouse ye now, and put forth all your speed, 

And I will so contrive, as not to fail 
Of slipping past them in the narrow way.” 

He said ; the horses, of his voice m awe, 

Put forth their powVs awhile; before them suon 
Antilochus the narrow pass espied. ^ 

It was a gully, where the winter’s rain 
Had lain collected, and had broken through 
A length of road, and hollow’d out the ground: 480 

There Meneliius held his cautious course, 

Fearing collision; but Antilochus, 

Drawing his steeds a little from the track. 

Bore down upon him sideways: then in fear. 

The son of Atreus to .\ntilochus 
Shouted aloud, “ Antilochus, thou driv’st 
Like one insane; hold in awhile thy steeds; 

Here is no space; where wider grows the road. 

There thou mayst pass; but here, thou wilt but cause 
Our cars to clash, and bring us both to harm.” 490 

He said; but madlier drove Antilochus, 

Plying the goad, as though he heard him not. 

Far as a discus’ flight, by some stout youth, 

That tests his vigour, from the shoulder hurl’d. 

So far they ran together, side by side: 

Then dropp’d Atrides’ horses to the rear. 

For he himself forbore to urge their speed, 

Lest, meeting in the narrow pass, the cars 
Should be o’erthrown, and they themselves, in haste 
To gain the vict’ry, in the dust be roll’d. 500 

Then thus, reproachful, to Antilochus: 

” Antilochus, thou most perverse of menl 
Beshrew thy heart! we Greeks arc much deceiv’d 
Who give thee fame for wisdom! yet ev’n now 
Thou shalt not gain, but on thine oath, the prize.’* 

He said, and to his horses call’d aloud : 
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" Slack not your speed, nor, as defeated, mourn; 
Their legs and feet will sooner tire than yours, 

For both are past the vigour of their youth.” 

Thus he ; the horses, of his voice in awe, 

Put forth their pow*rs, and soon the leaders near’d. 

Meanwhile the chieftains, seated in the ring. 

Look’d for the cars, that scour’d the dusty plain. 

The first to see them was .Idomeneus, 

The Cretan King ; for he, without the ring, 

Was posted high aloft; and from afar 

He he;ird and knew the foremost horseman’s voice; 

W’ell too he knew the gallant horse that led, 

All bay the rest, but on his front alone 
A star of white, full-orb^d as the moon : 

Then up he rose, and thus the Greeks address’d: 

“ 0 friends, the chiefs and councillors of Greece, 

Can ye too see, or I alone, the cars ? 

A d iff ’rent chariot seems to me in front, 

A diff’rent charioteer; and they who first 

Were leading, must have met with some mischance. 

I saw them late, ere round the goal they turn’d. 

But see them now no more; though all around 
My eyes explore the wide-spread plain of Troy. 
Perchance the charioteer has dropp’d the reins. 

Or round the goal he could not hold the mares; 
Perchance has miss’d the turn, and on the plain 
Is lying now beside his broken car, 

While from the course his mettled steeds have flown. 
Stand up, and look yourselves ; I cannot well 
Distinguish; but to me it seems a chief. 

Who reigns o’er Greeks, though of ALtolian race, 

The son of Tydeus, valiant Diomed.” 

Sharply Oilcus’ active son replied: 

“ Idomeneus, why thus, before the time, 

So rashly speak ? while the high-stepping steeds 
Are speeding yet across the distant plain. 

Thine eyes are not the youngest in the camp, 

Nor look they out tlie sharpest from thy head; 

But thou art ever hasty in thy speech, 

And ill becomes thee this precipitance. 

Since others are there here, thy betters far. 

The same are leading now, that led at first, 

Eumelus* mares; ’tis he that holds the reins.” 
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Will soon be here; iind then shdli cacfi man know 
Whose horses arc ihe second, wlu^se the first.” 

Thus he; but 'I'ydeus’ son drew near, his lash 570 
Still laid upon his horses* shoulder-points; 

As lightly they, high-stepping, scour’d the plain. 

StiU on the charioteer the dust was flung; 

As close upon the flving-footed steeds 
Follow’d the car with gold and tin inlaid; 

And lightly, as they flew along, were left 
Impress’d the wheel-tracks on the sandy plain. 

There in the midst he stood, the sweat profuse 
Down-pouring from his horses’ heads and chests; 

Down from the gliit’ring car he leap’d to earth, 580 

And Ican’d his whip against the chariot yoke; 

Nor long delay’d the valiant Slhenelus, 

But eagerly sprang forth to claim the prize; 

Then to his brave cuinpanions gave in charge 
To lead away the woman, and to bear 
Tlie tripod, while himself unyok’d the steeds. 

Next came the horses of Antilochus, 

Who had by stiatagem, and not by speed, 

O’er Menelaus triumph’d; yet ev’n so 
Atrides’ flying coursers press’d him hard; 

For but so far as from tlie chanot-wheel 
A horse, when harness’d to a royal cur; 
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► tail, back-streaming, with the utmost hairs 
Crashes the felloes; close before the wheel, 

Small space between, he%cours the wide-spread plain: 

So far was Menelaus in the rear 
Of Nestor’s son; at first, a discus’ cast 
: Between them lay ; but iap\d\y bis ground 

ySe gain'd — so well the speed and courage serv’d 

Agamemnon’s b^uteous mare ; 600 

farther were the course, 
li*d him by, nor left the race in doubt« 
l'€he noble son of Atreus came, 
lin’s flight apart, Meriones, 
faithful follower of Idomeneus: 

Its were the slowest horses, and himself 
The least experienc’d in the rapid race. 

T ^rigging his broken car, came last of all, 

!?is horses dnv’n in front, Admetus’ son; 

Achilles swift of foot with pity saw, 610 

And to the (Greeks his winged words address’d: ' 

“ See where the best of all the last appears; 

But let him take, as meet, the second prize; 

The first belongs of right to Tydeus’ son.” 

Thus he; they all assented to his words; 

And, by the gen’ral voice of Greece, the mare 
Had now been his; but noble Nestor’s son, 

Antilochus, stood up, his right to claim, 

And to Achilles, Peleus’ son, replied: 

“ Achilles, thou wilt do me grievous wrong, 620 

If thou thy words accomplish ; for my p^rize 
Thou tak’st away, because mishap befell 
His car and horses, by no fault of his; 

Vet had he to th’ Immortals made his pray’r. 

He surely had not thus been last of all. 

But, pitying him, if so thy mind incline, 

'ITiy tents contain good store of gold, and brass. 

And sheep, and female slaves, and noble steeds; 

For him, of the.se, hereafter mayst thou take 
A prize of higher value ; or ev’n now, 630 

And with th' applause of all; but for the mare, 

I will not give her up ; and let who will 

Stand forth, my own right hand shall guard my prize,” 

He said; and smil’d Achilles swift of foot, 

Delighted; for he lov'd the noble youth. 
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To whom his w^ingdd words he thuS addfCSS dj 
'' Antiiochus, if such be thy request, 

That for Eumelus I should add'h prize, 

This too I grant thee; and to him I give 
My breastplate, from Asteropocus won, 640 

Of brass, around whose edge is roll'd a stream , 

Of shining tin; a gift of goodly price." 

He said, and bade Automedon, his friend 
And comrade, bring the breastplate from his tent; 

He went, and brought it; in Eumelus’ hand 
He plac’d it; he with joy the gift receiv’d. 

Then Menelaus, sad at heart, arose. 

Burning with wrath against Antilochus ; 

And while the herald in the monarch’s hand 

His royal sceptre plac’d, and bade the Greeks 650 

Keep silence, thus the godlike hero spoke : 

** Antilochus, till now reputed wise, 

What hast thou done? thou hast impugn’d my skill, 

And sham’d my horses, who hast brought thine own. 
Inferior far, before them to the goal. 

But come, ye chiefs and councillors of Greece, 

Judge ye between us, fav’ring neither side: 

That none of all the brass-clad Greeks may say 

That Menelaus hath by false reports 

O’erbome Antilochus, and holds his prize: 660 

His horses fairly worsted, and himself 

Triumphant only by superior pow’r. 

Or come now, I myself will judgment give; 

Nor deem I any Greek will find to blame 
In my decision, for ’tis fair and just. 

Antilochus, come forward, noble chief; 

And standing, as ’tis meet, before the car 

And horses, in thy hand the slender whip 

Wherewith thou drov'st, upon the horses lay 

Thy hand, and by Earth-shaking Neptune swear 670 

That not of malice, and by set design, 

Thou didst by fraud impede my chariot’s course.” 

To whom Antilochus with prudent speech: 

“ Have patience with me yet; for I, O King, 

O Menelaus, am thy junior far; 

My elder and superior thee I own. 

Thou know’st th’ o'er-cager vehemence of youth, 

How quick in temper, and in judgment weak. 
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Set then thy heart at ease ; the mare I ■won 
1 irecly give ; and \i aug^t else of mine 680 

Thou shouldst desire, would sooner give it all, 

Than all my life be lower’d, illustrious King, 

In thine esteem, and sin against the Gods.’* 

Thus saying, noble Nestor’s son led forth. 

And plac’d in Menelaus’ hands the mare : 

The monarch’s soul was melted, like the dew 
Which glitters on the ears of growing corn. 

That bristle o’er the plain; ev’n so thy soul, 

0 Menelaus, melted at his speech; 

To whom were thus address’d thy winged words: 690 

“ Antilochus, at once I lay aside 
My anger; thou art prudent, and not apt 
To be thus led astray; but now thy youth 
Thy judgment hath o’erpow’r’d; seek not henceforth 
By trick’ry o’er thine elders to prevail. 

To any other man of all the Greeks 

1 scarce so much had yielded; but for that 
Thyself hast labour’d much, and much endur’d, 

Thou, thy good sire, and brother, in my cause; 

I yield me to thy pray’rs; and give, to boot, 700 

The mare, though mine of right; that these may know 
I am not of a harsh, unyielding mood.” 

He said, and to Noemon gave in charge. 

The faithful comrade of Antilochus, 

The mare; himself the gUtt’ring caldron took. 

Of gold two talents, to the fourth assign’d, 

Fourth in the race, Meriones receiv’d ; 

Still the fifth prize, a vase with double cup, 

Remain’d; Achilles this to Nestor gave. 

Before th* assembled Greeks, as thus he spoke: 710 

” Take this, old man, and for an heir-loom keep, 

In mem’ry of Patroclus’ fun’ral games. 

Whom thou no more amid the Greeks shalt see. 

Freely I give it thee; for thou no more 
Canst box, or wrestle, or in sportive strife 
The jav’lin throw, or race with flying feet; 

For age with heavy hand hath bow’d thee down.” 

He said, and plac’d it in his hand; th’ old man 
Receiv’d with joy the gift, and thus replied: 

” All thou hast said, my son, is simple truth: 

No firmness now my limbs and feet retain, 
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Nor can my arms freedom^ as of old^ 

Straight from the shoulder^ rig\^t and left, strike out. 

Oh that such youth and vigour yet were mine, 

As when th’ Epeians in Buprasium held 
The royal Amarynceus* fun’ral games, 

And when the monarch’s sons his prizes gave ! 

Then could not one of all th’ Epeian race, 

Or Pylians, or iEtolians, vie with me. 

In boxing, Clytomedes, (Enops’ son, 730 

I vanquish’d ; then Anchjeus, who stood up 
To wrestle with me, I with ease o’erthrew; 

Iphiclus I outran, though fleet of foot; 

In hurling with the spear, with Phyleiis strove, 

And Polydorus, and surpass’d them both. 

The sons of Actor in the chariot-race 
Alone o’ercame me; aided by the crow'd 
Who envied my success, and saw, displeas’d. 

The richest prizes by a stranger gain’d. 

They were twhn brothers; one who held the reins, 740 
Still drove, and drove; the other plied the whip. 

Such was I once; but now must younger men 
Engage in deeds like these; and I, the chief 
Of heroes once, must bow to weary age. 

But lionour thou with fitting fun’ral games 
Thy comrade; I accept, wcll-pleas’d, thy gift, 

My heart rejoicing that thou still retain’st 

Of me a kindly mem’ry, nor o’erlook’st 

The place of honour, which among the Greeks 

Belongs to me of right; for this, the Gods 750 

Reivard thee with a worthy recompense ! ” 

He said; Achilles listen’d to the praise 
Of Neleus’ son ; then join’d the gen’ral throng. 

Next, he set forth the prizes, to reward 
Tlic labours of the sturdy pugilists; 

A hardy mule he tether’d in the ring, 

Unbroken, six years old, most hard to tame; 

And for the vanquish’d man, a double cup; 

Then rose, and to the Greeks proclaim’d aloud: 

“ 'I'hou son of Atreiis, and ye well-greav’d Greeks, 760 
For these we bid two champions brave stand forth. 

And in the boxer’s manly toil contend; 

And he, whose stern endurance Phfcbus crowns 
With vict’ry, recognis’d by all the Greeks, 
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He to his tent shall lead the htedj mule; 

The loser shall the double cup receive.*' 

He said ; up sprang E^eius, tall and stout, 

A boxer skill’d, the son of Panopeus, 

Who laid his hand upon the mule, and said: 

“ Stand forth, if any care the cup to win; 770 

The mule, methinks, no Greek can bear away 
From me, who glory in the champion’s name. 

Is’t not enough, that in the battle-field 
I claim no special praise? *tis not for man 
In all things to excel; but this 1 say, 

And will make good my words, who meets me here, 

I mean to pound his flesh, and smash his bones. 

See that his seconds be at hand, and prompt 
To bear him from the ring, by me subdued.** 

He said; they all in silence heard his speech: 780 

Only Euryalus, a godlike chief, 

Son of Mecistheus, TalaIon*s son. 

Stood forth opposing; he had once in Thebes 
Join’d in the fun’ral games of CEdipus, 

And there had vanquish’d all of Cadmian race. 

On him attended valiant Diomed, 

With cheering words, and wishes of success. 

Around his waist he fasten’d first the belt, 

Then gave the well-cut gauntlets for his hands, 

Of wild buU’s-hide. When both were thus equipp’d, 790 
Into the centre of the ring they stepp’d: 

There, face to face, with sinewy arms uprais’d. 

They stood awhile, then clos’d; strong hand with hand 
Mingling, in rapid interchange of blows. 

Dire was the clatter of their jaws; the sweat 
Pour’d forth, profuse, froiiFev’ry limb; then rush’d 
Epeius on, and full upon the cheek, 

Half turn’d aside, let fall a stagg’ring blow; 

Nor stood Euryalus; but, legs and feet 

Knock’d from beneath him, prone to earth he fell; 800 

And as a fish, that flounders on the sand, 

Thrown by rude Boreas on the weedy beach. 

Till cover’d o’er by the returning wave; 

So flounder’d he beneath that stunning blow. 

But brave Epeius took him by the hand, 

And rais’d him up ; his comrades crowded round 
And bore him from the field, with dragging steps. 
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Spitting forth clotted gore, his heavy head 
Rolling from side to side; vvitliin his tent 
They laid him down, unconscious; to the ring 810 

Then back returning, bore away the cup. 

Achilles next before the Greeks display’d 
The prizes of the hardy wrestlers’ skill: 

Tlie victor’s prize, a tripod vast, fire-proof, 

And at twelve oxen by the Greeks apprais'd ; 

And for the vanquish’d man, a female slave 
Pric’d at four oxen, skill'd in household work. 

Then rose, and loudly to the Greeks proclaim'd, 

** Stand forth, whoe’er this contest will essay.” 

He said; and straight uprose the giant form 82c 

Of Ajax Telamon: with him uprose 
Ulysses, skill'd in ev’ry crafty wdle. 

Girt with the belt, within the ring they stood, 

And each, with stalwart grasp, laid hold on each; 

As stand two rafters of a lofty house, 

Each propping each, by skilful architect 
Design’d the tempest’s fury to withstand. 

Creak’d their backbones beneath the tug and strain 
Of those strong arms; their sweat pour'd down like rain; 
And bloody w'eals of livid purple hue 830 

Their sides and shoulders streak’d, as sternly they 
For vietTy and the well-wrought tripod strove. 

Nor could Ulysses Ajax overthrow. 

Nor Ajax bring Ulysses to the ground, 

So stubbornly he stood; but when the Greeks 
Were weary of the long-protracted strife. 

Thus to Ulysses mighty Ajax spoke: 

“ Ulysses sage, Laertes’ godlike son. 

Or lift thou me, or I will the# uplift: 

The issue of our struggle rests with Jove.” 840 

He said, and rais’d Ulysses from the ground; 

Nor he his ancient craft remember’d not, 

But lock’d his leg around, and striking sharp 
Upon the hollow of the knee, the joint 
Gave way ; the giant Ajax backwards fell, 

Ulysses on his breast; the people saw. 

And marvell’d. Then in turn Ulysses strove 
Ajax to lift; a little way he mov’d, 

But fail’d to lift him fairly from the ground; 

Yet crook’d his knee, that both together fell, 850 
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And sid^‘ by side, defil'd with dust, tfiey (ay. 

And now a third encounter had they tried 
But rose Achilles, and the combat stay’d: 

“ Forbear, nor waste your strength in farther strife; 

Ye both are victors; both then bear away 
An equal meed of honour; and withdraw. 

That other Greeks may other contests wage." 

Thus spoke Achilles ; they, his words obey’d, 

And brushing off the dust, their garments donn’d^ 

The prizes of the runners, swift of foot, 860 

A'^hilles next set forth; a silver bowl, 

Six measures its content, for workmanship 
Unmatch’d on earth, of Sidon’s costVicst art 
The product rare; thence o’er the misty sea 
Brought by Phoenicians, who, in port arriv’d, 

Gave it to Thoas: by Euneus last, 

The son of Jason, to Patroclus paid. 

In ransom of Lycaon, Priam’s son ; 

Which now Achilles, on his friend’s behalf. 

Assign’d as his reward, whoe’er should prove 870 

The lightest foot, and speediest in the race. 

A steer, well fatten’d, was the second prize. 

And half a talent, for the third, of gold. 

He rose, and to the Greeks proclaim’d aloud, 

“ Stand forth, whoe’er this contest will essay," 

He said: uprose Oileus’ active son; 

Uprose Ulysses, skill’d in ev’ry wile. 

And noble Nestor’s son, Antilochus, 

Who all the youth in speed of foot surpass’d- 

They stood in line : Achilles pointed out 880 

The limits of the course; as from the goal 

They stretch’d them to thtf race, OUeus’ son 

First shot ahead; Ulysses following close; 

Nor farther than the shuttle from the breast 
Of some fair woman, when her outstretch’d arm 
Has thrown the woof athwart the warp, and back 
Withdraws it tow’rd her breast; so close behind 
Ulysses press’d on Ajax, and his feet 
Trod in his steps, ere settled yet the dust. 

His breath was on his shoulders, as the plain 890 

He lightly skimm’d; the Greeks with eager shouts 
Still cheering, as he strain’d to win the prize. 

But as they near’d the goal, Ulysses thus 
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To blucsey'd Pallas made his menMl prayV: 

“ Now hear me, Goddess, and my irei hfi: K'nd.” 

Thus as lie ]>ray’d, his pruv'r the i Mldrss IkmuJ, 

And all his limbs with active vL-oiir fill'd; 

And, as they stretch'd their hands : > sei/r the 
Tripp’d up by Pallas, Ajax slijip'd and tell. 

Amid the ofliJ of the lowing kine 900 

Which o’er Patroclus Peleus’ son had slain. 

His mouth and nostrils were with offal fiird. 

First in the race, Ulysses bore away 
The. silver bowl; the steer to Ajax fell; 

And as upon the horn lie lai<l his hand, 

Sputt'ring the offal out, he call'd aloud: 

“ Lo, how the Goddess has my ^teps bewiav'd, 

Who guards Ulysses witli a mother’s care.” 

Thus as he spvike, loud laugh’d the merry (in eks. 
Antilochus the sole remaining pii/e 910 

Receiv’d, and, Uughing, thus tl v Greeks a»id:essM: 

1 tell yem, friends, but what yuurstdves do know, 

How of tlie elder men th’ imnioruil Gods 
Take special care; for Ajax’ years not much 
Exceed mine own ; but here we see a man, 

One of a fonner age, and race of men ; 

A hale old man we call him; but for speed 
Not one can match him, save Achilles’ self.” 

Thus he, with praise implied of Peleus’ son; 

To whom in aiis\ser thus Achilles spoke: 920 

“ Antilochus, not unobserv’d of me 
Nor unrewarded shall thy praise remain: 

To thy half talent add this second half.” 

Thus saying, in his hand he plac'd the gold; 

Antilochus with joy the gifrtccciv’d. 

Next, in the ring the son of Peleus laid 
A pond’rous spear, a helmet, and a sliichl, 

By brave I’atroclus from Sarpedon won ; 

Then rose, and loudly to the Greeks proclaim'd: 

** P'or Tliese we call upon two champions brave 930 
To don their arms, their sharp-edg'd weapons grasp, 

And public trial of their prowess make; 

And he who first his rival’s flesh shall reach, 

And, through his armour piercing, first draw blood, 

He shall this silver-studded sword receive. 

My trophy from Asteropaeus won, 
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Wcll’WroiJL^ht, of Thracian metal; but the arms 
In common property they both shall hold, 

And in my tent a noble banquet share." 

He sai l; uprose great Ajax Telamon, 940 

And Tydeus’ son, the valiant Diomed. 

First, from the crowd apart, they donn’d their arms; 

Then, <^er for the fight, with haughty stare 
Stood in the midst; &e Greeks admiring gaz’d. 

When, each approaching other, near they came, 

Thrice rush’d they on, and thrice in combat clos’d. 

Then through the buckler found of Diomed 
Great Ajax drove his spear; nor reach’d the point 
Tydides’ body, by the breastplate stay’d : 

While, aim’d above the mighty shield’s defence, 950 
His glitt’ring weapon flash’d at Ajax’ throat. 

For Ajax fearing, shouted then the Greeks 
To cease the fight, and share alike the prize; 

But from Achilles’ hand the mighty sword, 

With belt and scabbard, Diomed receiv’d. 

Next in the ring the son of Peleus plac’d 
A pond’rous mass of iron, as a quoit 
Once wielded by Eetion’s giant strength. 

But to the ships with other trophies borne. 

When by Achilles’ hand Eetion fell. 960 

Then rose, and loudly to the Greeks proclaim'd: 

" Stand forth, whoe’er this contest will essay. 

This prize who wins, though widely may extend 
His fertile fields, for five revolving years 
It will his wants supply; nor to the town 
For lack of iron, with this mass in store, 

Need he his shepherd or his ploughman send." 

He said ; and valiant Polypoetes rose, 

Epcius, and Leonteus’ godlike strength. 

And mighty Ajax, son of Telamon. 970 

In turns they took their stand ; Epeius first 
Uprais’d the pond’rous mass, and through the air 
Hurl’d it, amid the laughter of the Greeks. 

Next came Leonteus, scion true of Mars; 

The third was Ajax ; from whose stalwart hand 
Beyond the farthest mark the missile flew. 

But when the valiant Polypoetes took 
The quoit in hand, far as a herdsman throws 
His staff, that, whirling, flies among the herd; 
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So far beyond the ring’s extremest bound 980 

He threw the ponderous mass;# loud were the shouts; 

And noble Polypoetes’ comrades rose, 

And to the ships the monarch’s gift convey’d. 

The archers’ prizes next, of iron hoar, 

Ten sturdy axes, double-cdg'd, he plac’d. 

And single hatchets ten; then far away 
Rear’d on the sand a dark-prow’d vessel’s mast, 

On which, with slender string, a tim’roiis dove 
Was fasten’d by the foot, the archers* mark; 

'lliat who should strike the dove, should to his tent 990 
The axes bear away; but who the stririg 
Should sever, but should fail to strike the bird. 

As less in skill, the hatchets should receive. 

Thus spoke Achilles ; straight uprose the might 
Of royal Teucer, and Meriones, 

The faithful follower of Idomcneus. 

They in a brass-bound helmet shook the lots. 

The first was Tcucer’s; with impetuous force 

He shot; but vow’d not to the Archer-King 

Of hrstling lambs a solemn hecatomb. xooo 

The dove he struck not, for the Archer-God 

Withheld his aid; but close beside her foot 

The arrow sever’d the retaining string. 

The bird releas’d, soar’d hcav’nward; while the string 
Dropp’d, from the mast suspended, tow’rds the earth, 

And loudly shouted their applause the Greeks. 

Then snatch’d Meriones in haste the bow 
From Teucer’s hand ; his own already held 
His arrow, pointed straight; he drew the string, 

And to the far-destroying King he vow’d 1010 

Of firstling lambs a solemn hecatomb. 

Aloft amid the clouds he mark’d the dove, 

And struck her, as she soar'd, beneath the wing: 

Right through the arrow pass’d ; and to the earth 
Returning, fell beside Meriones. 

The bird upon the dark-prow’d vessel’s mast 
Lighted awhile; anon, with drooping head. 

And pinions fiutt'ring vain, afar she fell, 

Lifeless; th' admiring crowd with wonder gaz’d. 

Meriones the axes bore away, 1020 

While Teucer to the ships the hatchets bore. 

Last, in the ring the son of Peleus laid 
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A ponderous spear, and caldron, burnish’d bright, 

Pric’d at an ox’s worth, untouch’d by fire. 

For those who with the jav’lin would contend. 

Uprose then Agamemnon, King of men, 

The son of Atreus, and Meriones, 

The faithful follower of Idomeneus; 

But Peleus’ godlike son address’d them thus: 

“ How far, Atrides, thou "exceirst us all, 1030 

And with the jav’lin what thy pow’r and skill 
Pre-eminent, we know; take thou this prize. 

And bear it to thy ships; and let us give 
To brave Meriones the brazen spear; 

If so it please thee, such were my advice.” 

He said ; and Agamemnon, King of men. 

Assenting, gave to brave Meriones 

The brazen spear; while in Tallhybius’ care. 

His herald, plac’d the King his noble prize. 
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Priam, by command of Jupiter, and under conduct of Mercury, teeks 
Achilles in his tent, who admonished previously by Thetis, consents 
to accept ransom for the body of Hector. Hector is mourned, 
and the manuer of his funeral, circumstantially described, concludes 
the poem. 

The games were ended, and the multitude 
Amid the ships their sev ral ways dispers’d: 

Some to their supper, some to gentle sleep 
Yielding, delighted; but Achilles still 
Mourn’d o’er his lov’d companion; not on him 
Lighted all-conqu’ring sleep, but to and fro 
Restless he toss’d, and on Patroclus thought. 

His vigour and his courage; all the deeds 
They two together had achiev’d; the toils, 

The perils they had undergone, amid xo 

The strife of warriors, and the angry waves. 

Stirr’d by such mem Vies, bitter tears he shed; 

Now turning on his side, and now again 
Upon his back; then prone upon his face; 

Then starting to his feet, along the shore 
All objectless, despairing, would he roam ; 

Nor did the mom, above the sea appearing. 

Unmark’d of him arise; his^ying steeds 
He then would harness, and, behind the car 
The corpse of Hector trailing in the dust, 20 

Thrice make the circuit of Patroclus’ tomb; 

Then would he turn within his tent to rest. 

Leaving the prostrate corpse with dust defil’d j 
But from unseemly marks the valiant dead 
Apollo guarded, who with pity view’d 
The hero, though in death; and round him threw 
His golden aegis; nor, though dragg’d along. 

Allow’d his body to receive a wound. 

Thus foully did Achilles in his rage 
Misuse the mighty dead ; the blessed Godt 
416 
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With pitying grief beheld the sight, and urg^d 
That Hermes should by siealth the corpse remove. 

The counsel pleas’d the rest; but Juno still, 

And Neptune, and the blue-ey’d Maid, retain’d 
The hat'^ed, unappeas’d, with which of old 
Troy ard her King and people they pursued; 

Since I aris to the rival Goddesses, 

Who to his sheepfold came; gave deep offence, 

Preferring her who brought him in return 

The fatal boon of too successful love. 40 

But when the twelfth revolving day was come, 

Apollo thus th’ assembled Gods address’d: 

Shame on ye, Gods, ungrateful 1 have ye not. 

At Hector’s hand, of bulls and choicest goats 
Receiv’d your off ’rings meet? and fear ye now 
Ev’n his dead corpse to save, and grant his wife. 

His mother, and his child, his aged sire 
And people, to behold him, and to raise 
His fun’ral pile, and with due rites entomb ? 

But fell Achilles all your aid commands; 50 

Of mind unrighteous, and inflexible 

His stubborn heart; his thoughts are all of blood; 

Ev’n as a lion, whom his mighty strength 
And dauntless courage lead to leap the fold. 

And ’mid the trembling flocks to seize his prey; 

Ev’n so Achilles hath discarded ruth, 

And conscience, arbiter of good and ill. 

A man may lose his best-lov’d friend, a son, 

Cr his own mother’s son, a brother dear: 

He mourns and weeps, but time his grief allays, 60 

For fate to man a patient i^ind hath giv’n: 

But godlike Hector’s body, after death, 

Achilles, unrelenting, foully drags, 

leash’d to his car, around his comrade’s tomb. 

This is not to his praise ; though brave he be. 

Yet thus our anger he may justly rouse. 

Who in his rage insults the senseless clay.” 

To whom, indignant, white-arm’d Juno thus; 

“ Some show of reason were there in thy speech, 

God of the silver bow, could Hector boast 70 

Of equal dignity with Peleus’ son. 

A mortal one, and nurs’d at woman’s breast; 

The other, of a Goddess bom, whom I 
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Nurtur’d and rear’d^ and to a mortal gave 
In marriage; gave to Peleus, fcest belov'd 
By all th’ Immortals, of the race of man. 

Ye, Gods^ attended all the marriage rites; 

Thou too, companion base, false friend, wast there, 

And, playing on thy lyre, didst share the feast.” 

To whom the Cloud-compeller answer’d thus : 80 

Juno, restrain thy wrath; ‘they shall not both 
Attain like honour; yet was Hector once. 

Of all the mortals that in Ilium dwell. 

Dearest to all the Gods, and chief to me; 

For never did he fail his gifts to bring, 

And with bumt-off’rings and libations due 
My altars crown; such worship I rcuciv’d. 

Yet shall bold Hector’s body, not without 
The knowledge of Achilles, be remov’d; 

For day and night his Goddess-mothtT keeps 90 

Her constant watch beside him. I hen, some God 
Bid Thetis hither to my presence haste; 

And I with prudent words will counsel her. 

That so Achilles may at Priam’s hand 
Large ransom take, and set brave Hector free.” 

He said; and promptly on his errand sprang 
The storm-swift Iris; in the dark-blue sea 
She plung’d, midway ’twixt Imbros’ rugged shore 
And Samos’ isle; the parting waters plash’d, 

As down to ocean’s lowest depths she dropp’d, 100 

Like to a plummet, which the fisherman 
Lets fall, encas’d in wild bull’s horn, to bear 
Destmetion to the sea’s voracious tribes. 

There found she Thetis in a hollow cave. 

Around her rang’d the Ocean Goddesses: 

She, in the midst, was weeping o’er the fate 
Her matchless son awaiting, doom’d to die 
Far from his home, on fertile plains of Troy. 

Swift-footed Iris at her side appear’d. 

And thus address’d her: “ Hasten, Thetis; Jove, no 
Lord of immortal counsel, summons thee.” 

To whom the silver-footed Goddess thus: 

“ What would with me the mighty King of Heav’n? 
Press’d as I am with grief, I am asham’d 
To mingle with the Gods; yet will I go: 

Nor shall he speak in vain, whate’er hU words.*^ 
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Thus as she spoke^ her veil the Goddess took^ 

All black, than which noi)|e deeper could be found; 

She rose to go ; the storm-swift Iris led 

The way before her; ocean’s parted waves 120 

Around their path receded ; to the beach 

Ascending, upwards straight to Heav’n they sprang^ 

Th’ all-seeing son of Saturn there they found, 

And rang’d around him all*th’ immortal Gods^ 

Pallas made way; and by the throne of Jove 
Sat Thetis, Juno proffTing to her hand 
A Loblct fair of gold, and adding words 
Of velrome; she the cup receiv’d, and drank. 

Then thus bi'gan the sire of Gods and men: 

“ Thou, Thetis, sorrowing to Olympus com’st, 130 

Borne down by ceaseless grief; I know it well; 

Yet hear the cause for which 1 summon’d thee. 

About Achilles, thy victorious son, 

And valiant Hector’s body, for nine days 

Hath contest been in Heav’n; and some have urg’d 

That Hermes should by stealth the corpse remove. 

This to Achilles’ praise I mean to turn. 

And thus thy rcv’rence and thy love retain. 

Then haste thee to the camp, and to thy son 
My message bear; tell him that all the Gods 140 

Are fill’d with wrath; and I above the rest 
Am angry, that beside the beaked ships. 

He, mad with rage, the corpse of Hector keeps: 

So may he fear mc^ and the dead restore. 

Iris meantime to iTiam I will send. 

And bid him seek the Grecian ships, and there 
Obtain his son’s release; and with him bring 
Such presents as may melt ^Vchilles’ heart.” 

lie said; the silver-footed Queen obey’d ; 

Down from Olympus’ heights in haste she sped, 150 

And sought her son ; him found she in his tent, 

Groaning with anguish, while his comrades round, 

Plying their tasks, the morning meal prepar’d. 

For them a goodly sheep, full-fleec’d, was slain. 

Close by his side his Goddess-mother stood. 

And gently touch’d him with her hand, and said, 

“ How long, my son, wilt thou thy soul consume 
With grief and mourning, mindful nor of food 
Nor sleep? nqr dost thou wisely, to abstain 
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From woman’s love; for short thy time on earth: i6o 

Death and imperious fate are ^ose at hand. 

Hear then my words; a messenger from Jove 
To thee I come, to tell thee that the Gods 
Are fill’d with wrath, and he above the rest 
Is angry, that beside the beaked ships 
Thou, mad with rage, the corpse of Hector keep’st^ 

Then ransom take, and liberate the dead.” 

To whom Achilles, swift of foot, replied: 

“ So be it; ransom let him bring, and bear 
His dead away, if such the will of Jove.” 370 

Thus, in the concourse of the ships, they two, 

Mother and son, their lengthen’d converse held. 

Then Saturn’s son to Iris gave command: 

“ Haste thee, swift Iris, from th’ abodes of Heav’n, 

To Troy, to royal Priam bear my words ; 

And bid him seek the Grecian ships, and there 
Obtain his son’s release; and with him take 
Such presents as may melt Achilles’ heart. 

Alone, no Trojan with him, must he go; 

Yet may a herald on his steps attend. 

Some aged man, his smoothly-rolling car 
And mules to drive; and to the city back 
To bring his dead, whom great Achilles slew# 

Nor let the fear of death disturb his mind: 

Hermes shall with him, as his escort, go. 

And to Achilles’ presence safely bring. 

Arriv’d within the tent, nor he himself 
Will slay him, but from others will protects 
Not ignorant is he, nor void of sense. 

Nor disobedient to the Gods’ behest; 

But will with pitying eyes hfs suppliant view.” 

He said ; and on his errand sped in haste 
The stonn-swift Iris; when to Priam’s house 
She came, the sounds of wailing met her ear. 

Within the court, around their father, sat 
His sons, their raiment all bedew’d with tears; 

And in the midst, close cover’d with his robe. 

Their sire, his head and neck writh dirt defil’d. 

Which, wallowing on the earth, himself had heap’d. 

With his own hands, upon his hoary head. 

Throughout the house his daughters loudly wail’d 
In mem’ry of the many and the brave 
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Who lay in death, by Grecian warriors slain^ 

Beside him stood the messenger of Jove, 

And whisper’d, while his limbsswith terror shook: 

“ Fear nothing, Priam, son of Dardanus, 

Nor let thy mind be troubled ; not for ill. 

But here on kindly errand am I sent: 

To thee I come, a messenger from Jove, 

Who from on high looks down on thee with eyes 210 
Of pitying love ; he bids thee ransom home 
The godlike Hector’s corpse; and with thee take 
Such presents as may melt Achilles’ heart. 

Alone, no Trojan with thee, must thou go; 

Y et may a herald on thy steps attend. 

Some aged man, thy smoothly-rolling car 
And mules to drive, and to the city back 
To bring thy dead, whom great Achilles slew. 

Nor let the fear of death disturb thy mind: 

Hermes shall with thee, as thine escort, go, 220 

And to Achilles’ presence safely bring. 

Arriv’d within the tent, nor he himself 
Will slay thee, but from others will protect; 

Not ignorant is he, nor void of sense, 

Nor disobedient to the Gods’ behest, 

But will with pitying eyes his suppliant view.” 

Swift-footed Iris said, and vanish’d straight: 

He to his sons commandment gave, the mules 
To yoke beneath the smoothly-rolling car. 

And on the axle fix the wicker seat. 230 

Himself the lofty cedar-chamber sought. 

Fragrant, high-roof ’d, with countless treasures stor’d; 

And call’d to Hecuba his wife, and said, 

“ Good wife, a messenger fl-om Jove hath come. 

Who bids me seek the Grecian ships, and there 
Obtain my son’s release; and with me take 
Such presents as may melt Achilles’ heart. 

Say then, what think’st thou? for my mind inclines 
To seek the ships within the Grecian camp.” 

So he; but Hecuba lamenting cried, 240 

** Alas, alas I where are thy senses gone? 

And where the wisdom, once of .high repute 

’Mid strangers, and ’mid those o’er whom thou reign’st? 

How canst thou think alone to seek the ships, 

Ent’ring his presence, who thy sons has slain. 
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Many and brave? an iron heart is tliinel 
Of that bloodthirsty and perfidious nan, 

If thou within the sight mnd reach come. 

No pity will he feel, no reverence sh.'w; 

Rather remain we here apart and m »iirn ; J50 

For him, when at his birth his threa ! of liJe 
Was spun by fate, 'twas destin’d that afar 
From home and parents, he should glut the in aw 
Of rav’ning dogs, by that stem warrior's tent. 

Whose inmost heart I would I could devour; 

Such for my son were adequate revenge, 

Whom not in ignominious flight he slew; 

But standing, thoughtless of escape or flight, 

For Trojan men and Troy's deep-bosom’d dames.*’ 

To whom in answer Priam, godlike sire: 260 

Seek not to hinder me; nor be thyself 
A bird of evil omen in my house; 

For thou shalt not persuade me. If indeed 
This message had been brought by mortal man, 

Prophet, or seer, or sacrificing priest, 

I should have deem’d it false, and laugh’d to scorn 

The idle tale; but now (for I myself 

Both saw and heard the Goddess) I must go; 

Nor unfulfilled shall be the words I speak : 

And if indeed it be my fate to die 270 

Beside the vessels of the brass-clad Greeks, 

I am content ! by fierce Achilles* hand 
Let me be slain, so once more in my anns 
I hold my boy, and give my sorrow vent.” 

Then raising up the coffer’s polish’d lid, 

He chose twelve gorgeous shawls, twelve single cloaks, 

As many rugs, as many spleifdid robes. 

As many tunics ; then of gold he took 

Ten talents full; two tripods, burnish’d bright. 

Four caldrons ; then a cup of beauty rare, 280 

A rich possession, which the men of Thrace 
Had giv’n, when there he went ambassador; 

Ev’n this he spar’d not, such his keen desire 
His son to ransom. From the corridor 
With angry words he drove the Trojans all: 

“ Out with ye, worthless rascals, vagabondsl 
Have ye no griefs at home, that here ye come 
To pester me ? or is it not enough 
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That Jove with deep affliction visits me, 

Slaying mv bravest son?^ ye to your cost 290 

Shall knov his loss: since now that he is gone. 

The Creels ^ shall find you easier far to slay. 

But may iny eyes be clos’d in death, ere see 
The city .sack’d, and utterly destroy’d.” 

He said, and with his staff drove out the crowd; 

Before the old man’s anger fled they all; 

Then to his sons in threat’ning tone he cried; 

To Paris, Helenas, and Agathon, 

Pammon, Antiphonus, Polites brave, 

Deiphobus, and bold Hippothous, 300 

And godlike Dius; all these nine with threats 
And angry taunts the aged sire assail’d : 

Haste, worthless sons, my scandal and my shame! 
Would that ye all beside the Grecian ships 
In Hector’s stead had died ! Oh woe is me. 

Who have begotten sons, in all the land 
The best and bravest; now remains not one; 

Mestor, and Troilus, dauntless charioteer, 

And Hector, who a God ’mid men appear’d. 

Nor like a mortal’s offspring, but a God’s: 310 

All these hath Mars cut off; and left me none. 

None but the vile and refuse; liars all, 

Vain skipping coxcombs, in the dance alone 
And in nought else renown’d; base plunderers. 

From their own countrymen, of lambs and kids. 

When, laggards, will ye harness me the car 
Equipp’d with things needed for the way? ” 

• He said; they quail’d beneath their father’s wrath. 

And brought the smoothly-running mule-wain out, 
Wcll-fram’d, new-built; and fix’d the wicker seat; 320 
Then from the peg the mule-yoke down they took. 

Of boxwood wrought, with boss and rings complete; 

And with the yoke, the yoke-band brought they forth. 
Nine cubits long ; and to the polish’d pole 
At the far end attach’d ; the breast-rings then 
Fix’d to the pole-piece; and on either side 
Thrice round the knob the leathern thong they wound. 
And bound it fast, and inward turn’d the tongue. 

Then the rich ransom, from the chambers brought. 

Of Hector’s head, upon the wain they pil’d; 330 

And yok’d the strong-hoof ’d mules, to harness train’d, 
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The Mysians’ splendid present to the King: 

To Priam’s car they hamess’d|then the steeds, 

Which he himself at polish’d manger fed. 

Deep thoughts revolving, in the lofty halls 
Were met the herald and the aged King, 

When Hecuba with troubled mind drew near; 

In her right hand a golden cup she bore 

Of luscious wine, that ere they took their way 

They to the Gods might due libations pour; 340 

Before the car she stood « and thus she spoke: 

Take, and to father Jove thine offering pour. 

And pray that he may bring thee safely home 
From all thy foes ; since sore against my will 
Thou needs wilt venture to the ships of Greece. 

Then to Idaean J ove, the cloud-girt son 
Of Saturn, who th’ expanse of Troy surveys. 

Prefer thy pray’r, beseeching him to send, 

On thy right hand, a winged messenger, 

The bird he loves the best, of strongest flight ; 350 

That thou thyself mayst see and know the sign, 

And, firm in faith, approach the ships of Greece. 

But should th’ all-seeing Jove the sign withhold, 

Then not with my consent shouldst thou attempt, 
Whatever thy wish, to reach the Grecian ships.” 

To whom, in answer, godlike Priam thus : 

“ O woman, I refuse not to obey 

Thy counsel ; good it is to raise the hands 

In pray’r to Heav’n, and Jove's protection seek.” 

The old man said; and bade th’ attendant pour 360 
Pure water on his hands; with ewer she, 

And basin, stood beside him : from his wife. 

The due ablutions made, he look the cup ; 

Then pour’d the wine, and looking up to Heav’n 
He rais’d his voice, and thus he pray’d aloud: 

” O father Jove, who rul’st on Ida’s height, 

Most great, most glorious ! grant that I may find 
Some pity in Achilles’ heart; and send. 

On my right hand, a winged messenger. 

The bird thou lov’st the best, of strongest flight, 370 
That L myself may see and know the sign. 

And, firm in faith, approach the ships of Greece.” 

Thus as he pray’d, the Lord of counsel heard; 

And sent forthwith an eagle, feather’d king. 
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Dark bird of chase, and Dusky thence sumam’d: 

Wide as the portals, wel^ secur’d with bolts. 

That guard some wealthy monarch’s lofty hall. 

On either side his ample pinions spread. 

On the right hand appear’d he, far above 

The city soaring; they the fav’ring sign 380 

With joy beheld, and ev’ry heart was cheer’d. 

Mounting his car in haste,* the aged King 

Drove through the court, and through the echoing porch; 

The mules in front, by sage Idaeus driv’n. 

That drew the four-wheel’d wain; behind them came 
The horses, down the city’s steep descent 
Urg’d by th* old man to speed; the crowd of friends 
That follow’d mourn’d for him, as doom’d to death. 
Descended from the city to the plain, 

His sons and sons-in-law to Ilium took 390 

Their homeward way ; advancing o’er the plain 
They two escap’d not Jove’s all-seeing eye; 

Pitying he saw the aged sire; and thus 
At once to Hermes spoke, his much-lov’d son : 

“ Hermes, for thou in social converse lov’st 
To mix with men, and hear’st whome’er thou wilt; 

Haste thee, and Priam to the Grecian ships 
So lead, that none of all the Greeks may see 
Ere to Achilles’ presence he attain.” 

He said; nor disobey’d the heav’nly Guide; 400 

His golden sandals on his feet he bound, 

-:\mbrosial work; which bore him o’er the waves. 

Swift as the wind, and o’er the wide-spread earth; 

Then took his rod, wherewith he seals at will 
The eyes of men, and wakes again from sleep. 

This in his hand he bore, 2 nd sprang for flight. 

Soon the wide Hellespont he reach’d, and Troy, 

And pass’d in likeness of a princely youth. 

In op’ning manhood, fairest term of life. 

The twain had pass’d by Hus’ lofty tomb, 410 

And halted there the horses and the mules 
Beside the margin of the stream to drink ; 

For darkness now was creeping o’er the earth: 

When through the gloom the herald Hermes saw 
Approaching near, to Priam thus he cried: 

** O son of Dardanus, bethink thee well ; 

Of prudent counsel great is now our need. 
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A man I see, and fear he means us ill. 

Say, with the horses shall we at once. 

Or clasp his knees, and for his mercy sue? ” 420 

The old man heard, his mind confus’d with dread ; 

So grievously he fear’d, that every hair 
Upon his bended limbs did stand on end ; 

He stood astounded; but the Guardian-God 
Approach’d and took him by the hand, and said: 

** Where, father, goest thou thus with horse ant mule 
In the still night, when men are sunk in sleep ? 

And fear’st thou not the slaughter-breathing Greeks, 

Thine unrelenting foes, and they so near? 

If any one of them should see thee now, 430 

So richly laden in the gloom of night. 

How wouldst thou feel ? thou art not young thyself, 

And this old man, thy comrade, would avail 
But little to protect thee from assault. 

I will not harm thee, nay wull shield from harm. 

For like my father’s is, methinks, thy face.” 

To whom in answer Priam, godlike sire : 

’Tis as thou say’st, fair son; yet hath some God 
Extended o'er me his protecting hand, 

Who sends me such a guide, so opportune. 440 

Bless’d are thy parents in a son so grac’d 
In face and presence, and of mind so wise.” 

To whom in answer thus the Guardian-God: 

” O father, well and wisely dost thou speak ; 

But tell me this, and truly: dost thou bear 
These wealthy treasures to some foreign land, 

That they for thee in safety may be stor’d ? 

Or have ye all resolv’d to fly from Troy 
In fear, your bravest slain, tMy gallant son, 

Who never from the Greeks' encounter flinch’d? ” 450 

To whom in answer Priam, godlike sire: 

** Who art thou, noble Sir, and what thy rare. 

That speak’st thus fairly of my hapless son ? ” 

To whom in answer thus the Guardian-God: 

“ Try me, old man ; of godlike Hector ask; 

For often in the glory-giving fight 

These eyes have seen him ; chief, when to the ships 

The Greeks he drove, and with the sword destroy’d. 

We gaz’d in wonder; from the fight restrain’d 
By Peleus’ son, with Agamemnon wroth. 460 
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His follower I; one ship convey’d us both; 

One of the Myrmidons I jm; my sire 
Polyctor, rich, but aged, ev’n as thou. 

Six sons he hath, besides myself, the sev’nth; 

And I by lot was drafted for the war. 

I from the ships am to the plain come forth; 

For with the dawn of day the keen-ey’d Greeks 
Will round the city marshal their array. 

They chafe in idleness; the chiefs in vain 
Strive to restrain their ardour for the fight.” 470 

To whom in answer Priam, godlike sire: 

“ If of Achilles, J^eleus’ son, thou art 
Indeed a follower, tell me all the truth; 

Lies yet my son beside the Grecian ships, 

Or hath Achilles tom him limb from limb, 

And to his dogs the mangled carcase giv’n ? ” 

To whom in answer thus the Guardian-God : 

“ On him, old man, nor dogs nor birds have fed, 

But by the ship of Peleus’ son he lies 

Within the tent; twelve days he there hath lain, 480 

Nor hath corruption touch’d his flesh, nor worms. 

That wont to prey on men in battle slain. 

The corpse, indeed, with each returning mom, 

Around his comrade’s tomb Achilles drags, 

Yet leaves it still uninjur’d; thou thyself 
Mightst see how fresh, as dew-besprent, he lies. 

From blood-stains cleans’d, and clos’d his many wounds, 
For many a lance "vas buried in his corpse. 

So, ev’n in death, the blessed Gods above, 

Who lov’d him well, protect thy noble son.” 490 

He said; th’ old man rejoicing heard his words. 

And answer’d, “ See, my sftn, how good it is 
To give th’ immortal Gods their tribute due; 

For never did my son, while yet he liv’d. 

Neglect the Gods who on Olympus dwell; 

And thence have they remember’d him in death. 

Accept, I pray, this goblet rich-emboss’d; 

Be thou my guard, and, under Heav’n, my guide, 

Until I reach the tent of Peleus* son.” 

To whom in answer thus the Guardian-God : • 500 

Old father, me thy younger wouldst thou tempt. 

In vain; who bidd’st me at thy hands accept 
Thy proffer’d presents, to Achilles’ wrong. 
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I dread his anger; and should hold it shame 
To plunder him, through fear cf future ill. 

But, as thy guide, I could conduct thee safe, 

As far as Argos, journeying by thy side, 

On ship-board or on foot; nor by the fault 
Of thy conductor shouldst thou meet with harm.*' 

Thus spoke the heav’nly Guide, and on the cur 510 
Mounting in haste, he took the whip and reins, 

And with fresh vigour mules and horses fiH’d. 

When to the ship-tow’rs and the trench they came, 

The guard had late been busied with their meal; 

And with deep sleep the heavenly Guide overspread 
The eyes of all; then open’d wu'de the gates. 

And push'd aside the bolts, and led within 
Both Priam, and the treasure-laden wain. 

But when they reach’d Achilles’ lofty tent, 

(Which for their King the Myrmidons had built 520 

Of fir-trees fell’d, and overlaid the roof 

With rushes mown from off the neighbVing mead; 

And all around a spacious court enclos’d 
With cross-set palisades; a single bar 
Of fir the gateway guarded, which to shut 
Three men, of all the others, scarce suffic’d, 

And three to open; but Achilles’ hand 
Unaided shut with ease the massive bar) 

Then for the old man Hermes op’d the gate, 

And brought within tlie court the gifts design’d 530 

For Peleus’ godlike son ; then from the car 
Sprang to the ground, and thus to Priam spoke: 

“ Old man, a God hath hither been thy guide; 

Hermes I am, and sent to thee from Jove, 

Father of all, to bring thee safely here, 

I now return, nor to Achilles’ eyes 
W’ill I appear; beseems it not a God 
To greet a mortal in the sight of all. 

But go thou in, and clasp Achilles’ knees, 

And supplicate him for his father’s sake, 540 

His fair-hair’d mother’s, and his child’s, that so 
Thy words may stir an answer in his heart.” 

Thu? saying, Hermes to Olympus’ heights 
Return’d ; and Priam from his chariot sprang, 

And left Idaeus there, in charge to keep 
The horses and the mules, while he himself 
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Enter’d the dwelling straight, where wont to sit 
Achilles, lov'd of Heav'n. The chief he found 
Within, his followers slated all apart; 

Two only in his presence minister'd. 

The brave Automedon, and Alcimus, 

A warrior bold ; scarce ended the repast 
Of food and wine; the table still was set^ 

Great Priam enter'd, unperceiv'd of all; 

And standing by Achilles, with his arms 
Embrac'd his knees, and kiss'd those fearful hands, 
Blood-stain 'd, which many of his sons had slain. 

As when a man, by cruel fate pursued. 

In his own land hath shed another's blood. 

And flying, seeks beneath some wealthy house 
A foreign refuge; wond’ring, all behold: 

On godlike Priam so with wonder gaz'd 
Achilles ; wonder seiz'd th’ attendants all. 

And one to other look'd ; then Priam thus 
To Peleus' son his suppliant speech address'd: 

“ Think, great Achilles, rival of the Gods, 

Upon thy father, ev'n as I myself 
Upon the threshold of unjoyous age: 

-'\iid haply he, from them that dwell around 
May suffer wrong, with no protector near 
To give him aid ; yet he, rejoicing, knows 
That thou still liv'st; and day by day may hope 
To see his son returning safe from Troy; 

While I, all hapless, that have many sons. 

The best and bravest through the breadth of Troy, 
. Begotten, deem that none are left me now. 

Fifty there were, when came the sons of Greece; 
Nineteen the offspring of a single womb; 

The rest, the women of my household bore- 
Of these have many by relentless Mars 
Been laid in dust; but he, my only one, 

The city's and his brethren's sole defence. 

He, bravely fighting in his country’s cause. 

Hector, but lately by thy hand hath fall'n: 

On his behalf I venture to approach 

The Grecian ships; for his release to thee • 

To make my pray'r, and priceless ransom pay- 
Then thou, Achilles, reverence the Gods; 

And, for tjiy father's sake, look pitying down 
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On me, more needing pity; since I bear 590 

Such grief as never man on earth hath home, 

Wlio stoop to kiss the hand that slew my son/' 

Thus as he spoke, within Achilles’ breast 
Fond mem’ry of his father rose; he touch'd \ 

The old man’s hand, and gently put him by; 

Then wept they both, by various mem’ries stirr’d: 

One, prostrate at Achilles’ feet,, bewail’d 
His warrior son ; Achilles for his sire, 

And for Patroclus wept, his comrade dear; 

And through the house their weeping loud was heard. 600 
But when Achilles had indulg’d his grief. 

And eas’d the yearning of his heart and limbs, 

He rose, and with his hand the aged sire 
He rais'd, and thus with gentle words address’d: 

** Alas, what sorrows, poor old man, are thine 1 
How couldst thou venture to the Grecian shi[)s 
Alone, and to the presence of the man 
Whose hand hath slain so many of thy sons. 

Many and brave? an iron heart is thine! 

But sit thou on this seat; and in our hearts, 610 

Though fill’d with grief, let us that grief suppress; 

For woful lamentation nought avails. 

Such is the thread the Gods for mortals spin. 

To live in woe, while they from cares are free. 

Two coffers lie beside the door of Jove, 

With gifts for man; one good, the other ill; 

To whom Irom each the Lord of lightning gives, 

Him sometimes evil, sometimes good befalls; 

To whom the ill alone, him foul disgrace 
And grinding mis’ry o’er the earth pursue: 620 

By God and man alike despis’o he roams. 

Thus from his birth the Gods to Pcleus gave 
Excellent gifts; with wealth and substance bless’d 
Above his fellows; o’er the Myrmidons 
He rul’d with sov’reign sway; and Heav’n bestow’d 
On him, a mortal, an immortal bride. 

Yet this of ill was mingled in his lot. 

That in his house no rising race he saw 
Of future Kings; one only son he had, 

One doom’d to early death; nor is it mine 
To tend my father’s age; but far from home 
Thee and thy sons in Troy I vex with war. 


630 
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Much have we heard too of thy former wealth 
Above what Lesbos northward, Macar’s seat, 
Contains, and Upper Phrygia, and the shores 
Of boundless Hellespont, *tis said that thou 
In wealth and number of thy sons wast bless’d. 

B’Jt since on thee this curse the Gods have brought, 
Still round thy city war and slaughter rage. 

Bear up, nor thus with grief incessant mourn; 

Vain is thy sorrow for thy gallant son; 

Thou canst not raise him, and mayst suffer more.^^ 
To whom in answer Priam, godlike sire: 

“ Tell me not yet, illustrious chief, to sit. 

While Hector lies, uncar’d for, in the tent; 

But let me quickly go, that with mine eyes 
I may behold my son; and thou accept 
The ample treasures which we tender thee: 

Mayst thou enjoy them, and in safety reach 
Thy native land, since thou hast spar’d my life, 

And bidd’st me still behold the light of Heav’n.” 

To whom Achilles thus with stern regard: 

“ Old man, incense me not; I mean myself 
To give thee back thy son; for here of late 
Despatch’d by Jove, my Goddess-mother came, 

The daughter of the aged Ocean-God: 

And thee too, Priam, well I know, some God 
(I cannot err) hath guided to our ships. 

No mortal, though in vent’rous youth, would dare 
Our camp to entsr; nor could hope to pass 
Unnotic’d by the watch, nor easily 
•Remove the pond’rous bar that guards our doors. 
But stir not up my anger in my grief; 

Lest, suppliant though thou be, within my tent 
I brook thee not, and Jove’s command transgress.” 

He said; the old man trembled, and obey’d; 
Then to the door-way, with a lion’s spring, 

Achilles rush’d; not uilaccompanied; 

With him Automcdon and Alcimus, 

His two attendants, of his followers all. 

Next to the lost Patroclus, best-esteem’d; 

They from the yoke the mules and horses loos^ ; 
Then led the herald of the old man in. 

And bade him sit; and from the polish’d wain 
The costly .ransom took of Hector’s head. 
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Two robes they left, and one well-woven vest. 

To clothe the corpse, and send with honour home. 

Then to the female slaves he gave command 
To wash the body, and anoint with oil. 

Apart, that Priam might not see his son; 680 

Lest his griev’d heart its passion unrestrain’d » 

Should utter, and Achilles, rous’d to wrath, 

His suppliant slay, and Jove’s command transgress. 

When they had wash’d the body, and with oil 
Anointed, and around it wrapp’d the robe 
And vest, Achilles lifted up the dead 
With his own hands, and laid him on the couch; 

Which to the polish’d wain his followers rais’d. 

Then groaning, on his friend by name he call’d: 

“ Forgive, Patroclus ! be not wroth with me, 690 

If in the realm of darkness thou shouldst hear 
That godlike Hector to his father’s arms, 

For no mean ransom, I restore ; whereof 
A fitting share for thee I set aside.” 

This said, Achilles to the tent return’d; 

On the carv’d couch, from whence he rose, he sat 
Beside the wall; and thus to Priam spoke: 

Old man, thy son, according to thy pray’r. 

Is giv’n thee back; upon the couch he lies; 

Thyself shalt see him at the dawn of day. 700 

Meanwhile the ev’ning meal demands our care. 

Not fair-hair’d Niobe abstain’d from food 
When in the house her children lay in death. 

Six beauteous daughters and six stalwart sons. 

The youths, Apollo with his silver bow, 

The maids, the Archer-Queen, Diana, slew. 

With anger fill’d that Niobe prtssum’d 
Herself with fair Latona to compare. 

Her many children with her rival’s two; 

So by the two were all the many slain. 710 

Nine days in death they lay; and none was there 
To pay their fun’ral rites; for Saturn’s son 
Had giv’n to all the people hearts of stone. 

At length th’ immor^ Gods entomb’d the dead. 

Nor yet did Niobe, when now her grief 
Had worn itself in tears, from food refrain. 

And now in Sipylus, amid the rocks, 

And lonely mountains, where the Goddess n^rophs 
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That love to dance by Achelous’ stream^ 

*Tis said, were cradled^ she, though turn’d to stone, 720 
Broods o’er the wrongs inflicted by the Gods. 

So we too, godlike sire, the meal may share; 

And later, thou thy noble son mayst mourn. 

To Troy restor’d — well worthy he thy tears.” 

This said, he slaughter’d straight a white-fleec’d sheep ; 
His comrades then the carcase flay’d and dress’d: 

The meat prepar’d, and fasten’d to the spits; 

Roasted with care, and from the fire withdrew. 

The bread Automedon from baskets fair 

Apportion’d out; the meat Achilles shar’d. 730 

They on the viands set before them fell. 

The rage of thirst and hunger satisfied. 

In wonder Priam on Achilles gaz'd. 

His form and stature; as a God he seem’d; 

And he too look’d on Priam, and admir’d 
His venerable face, and gracious speech. 

With mutual pleasure each on other gaz’d, 

Till godlike Priam first address’d his host: 

” Dismiss me now, illustrious chief, to rest ; 

And lie we down, in gentle slumbers wrapp’d ; 740 

For never have mine eyes been clos’d in sleep, 

Since by thy hand my gallant son was slain: 

But groaning still, 1 brood upon my woes. 

And in my court with dust my head defile. 

Now have I tasted bread, now ruddy wine 
Hath o’er my palate pass’d ; but not till now.” 

Thus he; his comrades and th’ attendant maids 
.Achilles order’d in the corridor 
Two mattresses to place, with blankets fair 
Of purple wool o’erlaid; *and on the top 750 

Rugs and soft sheets for upper cov’ring spread. 

They from the chamber, torch in hand, withdrew. 

And with obedient haste two beds prepar’d. 

Then thus Achilles spoke in jesting tone: 

” Thou needs must sleep without, my good old friend; 
Lest any leader of the Greeks should come. 

As is their custom, to confer with me; 

Of them whoe’er should find thee here by night 
Forthwith to Agamemnon would report. 

And Hector might not be so soon restor’d. 

But tell me truly this; how many days 
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For godlike Hector’s fun’ral rites ye r*eed; 

That for so long a time I may n^vself 
Refrain from combat, and the people stay.” 

To whom in answer Priam, godlike sire: 

“ If by thy leave we may indeed perform 
His fiiii’ral rites, to thee, Achilles, great 
Will be our gratitude, if this thou grant. 

Thou know’st how close the town is hemm’d around; 

And from the mountain, distant as it is, 770 

The Trojans well may fear to draw the wood. 

Nine days to public mourning would we give; 

The ten til, to fun’ral rites and fun’ral feast; 

Then on tli’ eleventh would we raise his mound; 

The twelfth, renew the war, if needs we must.’^ 

To whom Achilles swift of foot replied : 

“ So shall it be, old Priam; I engage 
To stay the battle for the time recjuir’d.” 

Thus speaking, with his hand the old man’s wris: 

He grasp’d, in token that he need not fear. 78c 

Then in the corridor lay down to rest 
Old Priam and the herald. Elders sage; 

While in his tent’s recess Achilles slept. 

The fair Briseis resting by his side. 

In night-long slumbers lay the other Gods, 

And helmed chiefs, by gentle sleep subdued; 

But on the eyes of Hermes, Guardian-God, 

No slumber fell, deep pond’ring in his mind 

How from the ships in safety to conduct 

The royal Priam, and the guard elude. 790 

Above the sleeper’s head he stood, and cried : 

“ Old man, small heed thou tak’st of coming ill, 

Who, when Achilles gives thee‘leave to go, 

Sleep’st undisturb’d, surrounded by thy foes. 

Thy son hath been restor’d, and thou hast paid 
A gen’rous price; but to redeem thy life. 

If Agamemnon and the other Greeks 

Should know that thou art here, full thrice as much 

Thy sons, who yet are left, would have to pay.” 

j&e said ; the old man trembled, and arous’d 800 

The herald ; while the horses and the mules 
Were yok’d by Hermes, who with silent speed 
Drove through th* encampment, unobserv’d of all. 

But when they came to eddying Xanthus’ ford. 



Book XXIV. 


Homer’s Iliad 


435 


Fai^-flo^^ ing stream, bom of immortal Jove, 

To high Olympus Hermes took his flight, 

As morn, in saffron rolie, o’er all the earth 

Was lifjht diffusing; they with funTal wail 

Drove cityward the horses; foUovrmg came 

The mules that drew the litter of the dead. 8io 

The plain they traversed o’er, observ’d of none, 

Or man or woman, till Cassandra, fair 
As golden Venus, from the topmost height 
Of Pergamus, her father in hi^ car 
Upstanding saw, the herald at his side. 

Him too she saw, who on the litter lay; 

Then lifted up her voice, and cried aloud 
To all the city, “ Hither, Trojans, come. 

Both men and women. Hector see restor’d; 

If, while he liv’d, returning from the fight, 820 

Ye met him e’er rejoicing, who indeed 
Was all the city’s chiefest joy and pride.” 

She said ; nor man nor woman then was left 
Within the city; o’er the minds of all 
Grief pass’d, resistless ; to the gates in throngs 
They press’d, to crowd round him who brought the dead. 
The first to clasp the body were his wife 
And honour’d mother; eagerly they sprang 
On the smooth-rolling wain, to touch the head 
Of Hector; round them, weeping, stood the crowd. 830 
Weeping, till sunset, all the live-long day 
Had they before the gates for Hector mourn’d; 

Had not old Priam from the car address’d 

The crowd: “ Make way, that so the mules may pass; 

When to my house I shall have brought my dead. 

Ye there may vent your Sorrow as ye will.” 

Thus as he spoke, obedient to his word 
They stood aside, and for the car made way: 

But when to Priam’s lordly house they came. 

They laid him on a rich-wrought couch, and call’d 840 
The minstrels in, who by the hero’s bed 
Should lead the melancholy chorus; they 
Pour’d forth the music of the mournful dirge. 

While women’s voices join’d in loud lament. • 

White- arm’d Andromache the wail began, 

The head of Hector clasping in her hands: 
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My husband, thou art gone in pride of youth, 

And in thine house hast left me desolate; 

Thy child an infant still, thy child and mine. 

Unhappy parents both 1 nor dare 1 hope 850 

That he may reach the ripeness of his youth; 

For ere that day shall Troy in ruin fall, 

Since thou art gone, her guardian! thou whose arm 
Defended her, her wives, and helpless babes ! 

They now shall shortly o'er the sea be borne. 

And with them I shall go; thou too, my child, 

Must follow me, to servile labour doom'd. 

The suff’ring victim of a tyrant Lord; 

Unless perchance some angry Greek may seize 

And dash thee from the tow'r — a woful death I 860 

Whose brother, or whose father, or whose son 

By Hector hath been slain; for many a Greek 

By Hector’s hand hath bit the bloody dust; 

Not light in battle was thy father's hand! 

Tlierefore for him the gen’ral city mourns; 

Thou to thy parents bitter grief hast caus'd, 

Hector! but bitt'rest grief of all hast left 
To me ! for not to me was giv'n to clasp 
The hand extended from thy dying bed, 

Nor words of wisdom catch, which night and day, 870 
With tears, I might have treasur’d in my heart." 

Weeping she spoke — the women join'd tlie wail. 

Then Hecuba took up the loud lament: 

“ Hector, of all my children dearest thou I 
Dear to th’ Immortals too in life wast thou. 

And they in death have borne thee still in mind; 

For other of my sons, his captives made, 

Across the wat'ry waste, to Stoios* isle 
Or Imbros, or th’ inhospitable shore 
Of Lemnos, hath Achilles, swift of foot, 83 o 

To slav'ry sold ; thee, when his sharp-edg'd spear 
Had robb'd thee of thy life, he dragg'd indeed 
Around Patroclus' tomb, his comrade dear. 

Whom thou hadst slain; yet so he rais’d not up 
His dead to life again; now liest thou here. 

All fresh and fair, as dew-besprent; like one 
Whom bright Apollo, with his arrows keen, 

God of the silver bow, hath newly slain," 
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Weepir;^, she spoke; and rous’d the gen’ral grief. 

Tlien Hei'jn, third, the mournful strain renew’d: 890 

“ Ilectrr,, of all my bretnren dearest thou! 

Tme, godlike Paris claims me as his wife, 

Who bore me hither — would I then had died I 
But tw-enty years have pass’d since here I came, 

And left my native land; yet ne’er from thee 
I heard one scornful, one -degrading word; 

And when from others I have borne reproach. 

Thy brothers, sisters, or thy brothers’ wives, 

Or mother, (for thy sire was ever kind 

Ev’n as a father) thou hast check’d them still 900 

With tender feeling, and with gentle words. 

For thee I weep, and for myself no less ; 

For, through the breadth of Troy, none love me now. 
None kindly look on me, but all abhor.” 

Weeping she spoke, and with her wept the crowd. 

At length the aged Priam gave command: 

‘‘ Haste now, ye Trojans, to the city bring 
Good store of fuel; fear no treacherous wile; 

For w'hen he sent me from the dark-ribb’d ships, 

Achilles promis’d that from hostile arms 910 

Till the twelfth mom we should no harm sustain.” 

He said ; and they the oxen and the mules 
Yok’d to the wains, and from the city throng’d: 

Nine days they labour’d, and brought back to Troy 
Good store of wood; but when the tenth day’s light 
Upon the earth appear’d, weeping, they bore 
Brave Hector out; and on the fun’ral pile 
Laying the glorious dead, applied the torch. 

While yet the rosy-finger’d mom was young 
Round noble Hector’s pyre the people press’d: 9*0 

When all were gather’d round, and closely throng'd. 

First on the burning mass, as far as spread 
The range of fire, they pour’d the ruddy wine, 

And quench’d the flames: his brethren then and friends 
Weeping, the hot tears flowing down their cheeks. 
Collected from the pile the whiten’d bones; 

These in a golden casket they enclos’d, 

And o’er it spread soft shawls of purple dye; • 

Then in a grave they laid it, and in haste 
With stone in pond’rous masses cover’d o’er; 
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And rais’d a mbund^ and watch’d on cv’rj^ side. 
From sudden inroad of the Greeks to guard. 
The mound erected, back they turn’d; and all 
Assembled duly, shar’d the solemn feast 
In Priam’s palace, Heav’n-descended King, 
Such were the rites to glorious Hector paid. 


TH£ EN]> 



NOTES 

NOTE I. 

Bk. !!. ’ 253, 254 (Horn. iii. 1 . 222. 223). — 

Tip S* &p* *Axtiiol 

iKTTtiyXtot KoriopTo v€fjLi<r<nid4p r’ M Ovfitp, 

Derby has a n^te in his 6th edition — 

“ The text in the original leaves it somewhat in doubt whether the 
anger of the Greeks was directed against Thersites or Agamemnon.” 

On reconsideration Derby adopted the latter view, and altered his 
translation thus: 

** ’gainst him he knew 

Incensed the public mind, and bawling loud. 

With scLirril words, he thus addressed the king.” 

There is gooil reasofi for the change, as the rest of the poem shows 
that the army was conceived as ” deeply dissatisfied ” with 
Agamemnon. See for instance xix. init. (Derby, 1 . 91 ff.), xiii. init. 
(l^erby, 1 , 126 IT ) 

NOTE II. 

Bk. iv. 1 . 252 (Horn. iv. 1 . 214:. — 

Tou d’ K^tXKOfJL^poio irdXtp &yiP fJfees SyKOt. 

In the 6th edition Derby corrected his translation to— 

” From the close-fitting belt the shaft he drew. 

Breaking the puintecl barbs.” 

The correction is jiisthied. The cireek could hardly bear the mean- 
ing given in the text; and, as the arrow was buried almr^st up to 
the head, the slender barbs would naturally be broken when Machaon 
tugged it out of the armour. 


NOTE III. 

Bk vii. 1 . 135 (Horn. vii. 1 . 121). — 

atffifia wapeiTTiL'P. 

Lt is bette* to take this phrase, both here and in vi. (Derby, 1 . 75; 
Horn. 1 . 62), as meaning ” perverting right counsel, twisting the right, 
by his words ’* dit. uttering awry /^cp. our *' perverting justice,” distort- 
ing the truth ”). 

The ',ireek easily bears this sense; and it is quite clear from the 
context that Nestor feels Menelaus ought to have accepted the challenge. 
AikI so he ought: the quarrel was his; and Agamemnon has no reason 
to give except that Menelaus would do well to save his skin. 

Derby’s rendering of the phrase in vi. is somewhat ambiguous. 

NOTE IV. 

Bk. X. 1 . 560 (Horn. X. 1 . 504). — 

Ij 8 ye 8 l<Ppop . . . 

jivfiov i^epvot ij iKfpipoi vyp6a^ dhpoLU • 

In the 6th edition this is trmislatcd more accurately — 

” Or by the pole to draw, or raised on high 
Bear of! the car,” 

It is never stated that Diomed did carry off the car, and the pre- 
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sumption is that he was checked by Pallas, and that Ulysses and he 
rode ofF on the horses. 

Lower down, the 6th edition wisely oipits all mention of a car (there 
is none in the Greek), reading, for 1. 567, 568 

** And mounted straight; Ulysses with his bow 
The flying horses touched,*' 
for 1. 585, 586 — 

“ the son of Tydeus leaped 
Down to the ground,” 

and for 1. 599 — 

” And from the steeds dismounted.” 

NOTE V. 

Bk. xi. 1. 724 (Horn. xi. 1. 635). — 

dim 5* L'ird w6fJL4v€t 

Tt is better to translate tilus, ” and below tliere were two supports.” 

Much light has been thrown on the whole passage by Schlicmann*s 
discovery of a similar cup at Mycenae (see Schuchardt, p. 241). The 
cup is in gold, with a dove on each of the two handles, while a golden 
prop runs from either handle to the base. 

NOTE VI. 

Bk. xvi. 1. 72, 73 (Horn. xvi. 1. 60, 61). — 

ovd* Apa irutt 
Acrvepx^s kcxoKOoBch ^ptcriy. 

Better as Lang, Leaf, and Myers translate it — 

*‘ no man may be angry of heart for ever.** 

Achilles is surprised to And that he cannot nurse his anger as long 
as he had wished. 

NOTE VII. 

Bk. xvi. 1. 639 (Horn. xvi. 1. 556). — Altered, in the 6th edition, to 
“ Ye two Ajaces,” which is more correct. 

NOTE VHI. 

Bk. xvii. 1. 689 ff. (Horn. xvii. 1. 609). — 

Sl(pp(p itpraradrot. 

Rather, ” upstanding on a car.** ” His ** can hardly be right. For 
the next lines show that it is the car of Meriones, driven by the latter’s 
own charioteer Coeranus, ” the chief ** who had left the ships on foot 
being Idomeneus 

” The fact was that Idomeneus was on foot when Hector prepared 
to throw at him. But Coeranus, charioteer of Meriones, observing his 
danger, drove instantly to his aid. Idomeneus had just time to mount, 
and the spear designed for him struck Coeranus.** So Cowper, who, 
following the Scholiast, takes the passage correctly. 

Lower down, 1. 702, the words ” from the car ** are due to a mistaken 
inference of Derby’s. There is nothing corresponding to them in the 
Greek: and it is plain from the sequel that Meriones never quits the 
battle. It is more natural, therefore, to assume that he is not on the 
car at all, but standing on the ground, when he stoops down, picks up 
the fallen reins, gives them to Idomeneus, and sends him ofl to the 
ships, while he himself stays in the post of danger. In 1. 707 read ” the 
fleet steeds,'* not ” his fleet steeds.’* 
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376 Machiavelli’s History of Florence 
377-378 Miiman's History of the Jews. 2 vols. 

397 -398 l^rescott’s Conquest of Mexico. With Intro, by Thomas Seceomba 

432 Liitzo\v*s History of Boliemia [2 vols. 

433 Merivale’s History of Romo. (An Introductory vol. to Gibbon.) 

Edited with Intro, and Notes by Oliphant Sineaton, M.A. 
434-436, 474-476 Gibbon’s Declino and Fall of the Roman Empire. 6 vols. 

Edited with Intro, and Notes by Oliphant Sinealoii, M.A. 

477 Froude’s Mary Tudor. With Intro. Llewellyn Williams, M.P., 

478 W'ashington Irving’s CoiKiuest of Granada. [B.C.L. 

479 Bcde^‘ Ecclesiastical History, etc. Intro, by Vida D. Scudder 

480 The Pilgrim I«'iithers. Intro, by John Masefield 

542-545 Mommsen’s The History of Romo. Translated by W. P. Dick* 
son, LL.D. 4 vols. With a Wiview' of the w'ork by E. A. FreoinaL. 
683-587 Fronde's History of Queen Elizabeth’s Reign. 5 void. Com- 
idoting Froude’s ** History of England,” in- 10 vols. 
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HISTORY— continued 

621-023 Coustilutioual History of En^^land. 3 vols.. By Henry Hallam 

624 Tho Anglo-Saxon Clirouicle. Trans, by James Ingram 

712 Josephus' Wars of th^Jows. intro, by I)r. Jacob Hart 

713 The French Revolution. By F. A. M. Mignet. 

727-728 Green’s Short History of the English People. Edited and Revised 
by L. Cecil Jane, with an Appendix by R. P. Farley, B.A. 

734 Ancient; Law. By Sir Henry Maine. With a lengthy Introduc- 
tion by Professor Morgan of London University. 

737-738 A ilistory of France. By Jean Victor Duruy. Translated by 
L. Cecil Jane and Lucy Menzios. Introduction by Richard 
Wilson, D. L'tt. 

POETRY AND DRAMA 

41 Brownings I’oema, 1833-1844. Intro, by Arthur Waugh 

42 „ „ 1844-1864 

43 Golden Book of Coleridge. Edited by Stopford A. Brooke 

44 TeiinyHon's Poems. Vol. I., 1830-1856. Intro, by Ernest Rhys 
94 Burns* Poems and Songs. Intro, by J. Douglas 

9.5 Sliendaii’s Pl.>:»s 

96 Palgravc's Golden Treasury. Intro, by Edward Hutton 
101 Kcals’ Poems 

148-149 Percy’s Reliqucs of Ancient English Poetry. 2 vols. 

150 ProcU*r's Legends and Lyrics 

153 Shakespeare’s Comedies 

154 „ Historical Plays, Poems and Sonnets 

155 ., 'I’ragedics 

203 Wordsworth’s Shorter l^oems. Iniro. by Ernest Rhys 

257-258 Shelley’s Poetical Works. 2 vols Intro, by A. U. Koszul 

307 Chaucer’s (’anterbury Tales. Edited by Principal Burrell, M.A. 

308 Dante’s Divine Comedy (Cary’s Traublation). Specially edited 

by Kdniund Gardner 

309 TIcrl.(5rt*ri Temple. Intro, by Edward Thomas 

310 Herrick s Hespurides and Noble Numbers. Intro, by Ernest Rhys 

311 Wordsworth’s Longer Poems. Nolo by Editor 

334 Matthew Arnold’s Poems, 1840-1866, including Tbyrsis 

335 Goethe's Faust. Parts I. & II. Trans, and Intro. A. G. Latham 
381 Everyman and other interludes, includmg eight Miracle 

Plays. Edited by E. R. 

38*2 Longfellow's Poems. Intro. KatluTine Tynan 

383 Marlowe’s Plays and Poems. Intro, by Edward Thomas 

384 MiltOTi’.s I’ooms. Intro, by W. 11. D. Rouse 

415 Goldsmith’s Poems and Plays. Intro, by Austin Dobson 
443-444 Spon.ser'8 Focne (^uoene. Intro, by Prof. J. W'. Hales. 2 vols. 
486-488 Byron’s Poetical and Dramatic Works. 3 vols. 

489-490 Ben .lonsou’s Plays. Intro, by Prof. Sehelli*ig. 2 vols. 

491-492 Minor Elizabethan Drama. Voi. I. Tragedy. Selected, with 
• Jiitro. by Prof. Thorndike. Vol. 11. Comedy 

494 Tbseu. Tho Doll’s House, etc. Trans. R. Farquharson Sharp 
602 Jirowning’s The Ring au^ the Book. Intro, by Chas. \V. Hodell 
503 Tho Old Yellow Book. Intro, by Charles W. Ilodell 
506 Tho Select Plays of Beaumont and Fletcher. Intro, by Prof. 
Baker, of Harvard University 

550-551 Scott’s l^oems and Plays. 2 vols. Intro, by Andrew Lang 
.552 Ibsen’s Ghosts and other plays. Trans, by R. Farquharson Sharp 
571 Ihers Plowman. By William Laugbuid 
.572 A Book of British Ballads. Selected by R. B. Johnson 
573 Leaves of Grass (I.), Democratic Vistas, etc. By Walt Whitman. 

With an Introduction by Horace B. Traubel 
.57 I A Volume of Heroic Verse. Arranged by Arthur Biirrell, M.A. 
604 A Volume of Restoration Plays. Intro, by Edmund Gosno 

625 Bjbruson, Three Comedies. Trans, by R. Farqubarsoii iSharp 

626 Tennyson’s Poems. Vol. II., 1863-1870 ^ _ 

627 Poems and Translations. By Dante Gabriel I^setti. Intro. 

by Edmund G< Gardner 

628 Gray’s Poems and Letters. Intro, by John Drinkwater 

629 Shakuntala. An Indian Drama. By Kaliddsa. Trans, by 

Prof. W. 11. Ryder [son Sharp 

659 Ibsen’s Pretenders, Pillars of Society, etc. Trans, by R. Farqubar- 
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POETRY AND DRAMA— 

694 JIcbbH's Plays. Trana., with an Intro,, by Dr. C. K. AUen 
693 The Sew Golden Treasury. An AnthologT oX Songs and Lyrics 
AM j tod by Ernest Rhys 

696 Bjbrrisoii's PJays. VoL II. 'rtuns. by R. Farqiiharson Sharp. 
“ The Editor/* “ Tho Bankrupt,” and ” The King ” 

715 Emerson’s Poems. Intro, by Professor Bakewell (Yale, U.S.A. 

716 Ibsen's Brand. Translated by F. E. Garrett 

729 Henrik Ibsen's Lady Ingcr of Ostraat, Lovu's Comedy, and The 
Lenfnio of Youth. Translated into English by^R. Farquhar- 
son Sharp 

ROMANCE 

45*’46 Le Morte d* Arthur. 2 toIs. Intro, by Prof. Rhys 
97 Lady Guest's Mabinogion. Intro, by l^v. R. Will Lams 
204 Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. Intro, by Rev. il. E. Lewis 
259-260 Kalevala. 2 vols. Intro, by W. F. Kirby, F.L.S.. F.E.9. 

261 Early Romances of William Morris. Intro, by Alfred Noyes 
312 The Fall of tho Nibclungs. Translated by Margaret Armour 
336 Poe's Tales of Mystery and Imagination. Intro I*adraic Colum 
385-386 Don Quixote. Mottcau's Translation. 2 vols. Lockhart 's Intro. 
437-438 The Adventures of Gil Bias. Intro, by Anatoio Lo Braz. 2 vols. 
445 The High History of the Holy GraaL 
497 Aucassin and Nicolette, with other Mediteval Romances 

556 BuJ finch's Legends of Charlemagno 

557 French Mediseval Romances. Translated by Eugene Mason 

558 Tho Story of Burnt Njal. Trans, by Sir George Daseut 
575 The Life and Death of Jason. William Morris 

577 Histories of tho Kings of Britain. By Geoffrey of Monmouth 

578 Wace'a Arthurian Romance, tranbhited by Eugene Mason. 

Layamon's Brut. Introduction by Lucy A. Paton 
6.34 Two Morte d’ Arthur Romances. Intro, by Lucy A. Paton 

698 Eric and Enid. By Chr6tien de Troyes. Trans., with Intro. 

and Notes, by William Wisteu* Comfort 

699 The Grcttir Saga. Newly trans. by G. Ainslie llight 

717 Ueimskringla : Tho Oiaf Sagas. Trans, by Samuel Laing, 

Inti'o. and Notes by John Beveridge 
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